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My dearest children:
 This letter is to all of you, whether I birthed you or not. It is a 
letter of love and of gratitude for being so special that you’ve come 
into my life to make me a better person. While there may have 
been times you thought I was a villain, it was only because I loved 
you enough to let you know I thought maybe, just maybe, you 
weren’t making a wise decision. But even when those decisions 
have been unwise, I’ve had your back, always and forever.
 Maybe there were times I was preachy, and you didn’t 
appreciate it. I understand. I’ve been there before, when I was 
your age, and I thought I understood how the world worked. As I 
grew up, I found out the hard way that I really didn’t know much of 
anything. I only wanted to save you from tears, heart breaks, hurt-
ful relationships, unkind people, con artists, and jerks. Yet, I know 
now that the circle of life includes these types of hard experienc-
es. They are there, to prepare you, for the time when you look at 
your own children and want to save them too.
 I’ve been there for you. I hope that my example of hard 
work, diligence and responsibility didn’t go unnoticed, because 
I’ve always tried, to the best of my ability, to make sure you’ve had 
what you needed. My love is unfathomable and will ever be so, for 
a mother’s love never dies or goes away. Having you to care for 
has been the greatest joy that I could ever imagine.
 My only advice to you as you mature is simple: Remain 
true to yourself and never forget, when you shake someone’s 
hand, look them in the eye. Everyone needs to feel like they mat-
ter.

Love, Mom.

Connie Wallace - Editor



If writing a paper about Jan-
ice, I would discuss her kindness, enthusiasm, and love of 
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Janice, tantalize us with more poems about Red Ferraris and 
skies, soft and starry; about our beloved Keats and good eats.

What will we do without your incomparable grace and good humor?

As a student who loves to write. I love to also learn from a wise 
master.

Mrs. Moore has now brought me new knowledge to my mind and heart, and for that I thank her, ever 
day.

We dedicate this 
Corn Creek Review of 

Spring 2013 to
Mrs. Janice Moore.

Here we have some of 
your colleagues and 

students appreciating 
you for all you’ve done 
for them, as you move 
on to the next phase 

of your life.



If writing a paper about Jan-
ice, I would discuss her kindness, enthusiasm, and love of 

Janice, tantalize us with more poems about Red Ferraris and 
skies, soft and starry; about our beloved Keats and good eats.

What will we do without your incomparable grace and good humor?

Thank you for knowing how m
uch we needed the cube of glass  

that holds the vial / that holds the final breath / of Thom
as Alva 

Edison
As a student who loves to write. I love to also learn from a wise 

master.
Mrs. Moore has now brought me new knowledge to my mind and heart, and for that I thank her, ever 

day.

We will always 
miss you and 

have you in our 
hearts.

Thank you.



 I can still feel myself, sometimes, making that plunge 
into the bottom of the lake.  I can feel the icy water attack my 
body and engulf me in its dark and terrifying arms.  I can still 
picture that terrible feeling I had that one terrifying moment 
before we fully hit the water.  Our car was swallowed whole 
in an instant.  The hands of the water pulled us deeper into 
the lake and I felt I couldn’t breathe.  I was choking on wa-
ter.  I felt myself pull away.  I was dying.  I knew I would die.  I 
looked to the driver’s seat where you sat, the boy I loved, the 
boy I can’t forget, with a look of panic and desperation on 
your beautiful face.  We pounded on the windows, we tried to 
open them and the car doors, but they would not budge.  We 
kicked, we pushed, we punched to no avail.  We cried, we 
screamed inwardly.  We knew we would die in a few moments.  
Then there was the moment when we stopped fighting it.  
We stopped fighting fate.  We turned to each other and held 
hands.  You put a finger to my lips and placed your other hand 
on your heart.  I nodded and smiled, with tears in my eyes.  I 
love you.  And in your arms I felt the world pull away.  Then 

The Day I  Drowned
Kate lyn Hohn

Trent  S izemore



in an instant, there was hope.  A man swam towards us and 
tapped the driver’s window.  You shook your head, no.  You 
pointed to me: save her instead.  I shook my head, I shook 
him.  Please, please, save him.  But he took me instead, he 
managed to kick open the door and pulled me away from 
you.  As I was pulled away, kicking in protest as I felt my lungs 
fill with water, I saw you take your last breath and watched 
the life leave your body.  I screamed inside, I wanted to die, I 
wanted to join you in death.  But strong arms secured me in 
their grasp and I was pulled up, up towards the light, towards 
years of mourning and crying, years of nightmares and broken 
dreams, years and years away from you, with your memory 
fading with each passing day.  But I can’t forget the look on 
your face as you died.  I hope that somewhere you know this 
truth: I love you.  

        Roman Mar t in    



I don’t know what to do

Do I go for broke and hope for the best 

Or do I sit here and wonder what could come next

I’ve never wanted something so bad before

But I want it to be right, I want to be sure

I don’t know if it could ever work (that much is true)

But deep down I dream and I hope and 

think of what could be and what could become

and I wonder and wonder

What should I do?

Trent  S izemore

Wi l l iam Clements

Wondering, Hoping, 
and Dreaming



             Roman Mar t in    

Things are looking up, they’re finally going good

I think I’m finally feeling, the best I ever could

Don’t really know what caused it and I’m sort of still in doubt

But maybe I’ve finally realized what life is all about

Friends and family and passions and love 

Sitting on my shoulder and cooing like a dove

This dove I have befriended, I hold her close and dear

Praying she’ll keep whispering, sweet nothings in my ear

I’m holding on and hoping, these feelings will stay true

And maybe, just maybe, that little dove, she might be you.

The Dove
Wi l l i am Clements



These Hands
Mark Brewer
I look down and see these hands
How rough as grit
Fissured and scaly
Hardened with time and use
Tools, pots, earth crafted these
Extremities into what they are
Your hands I refrain from holding
For sake of scratching them with mine 
If hands had a heart
You might see how softened they really are

These hands, too rough to caress
Your soft curves,
Have to hold back while my eyes
Fulfill the task of touching you
Looking into your gaze
If only my eyes could say 
How my hands feel
It wouldn’t be so difficult to grasp
These tools that comprise
My livelihood.



I spend my nights with this Stranger,
An unwanted acquaintance fast asleep in my bed.
Once I think I saw you, 
When I looked in Stranger’s eyes.
I had hopes you would return 
But now it seems to me
That this Stranger will never cease to be. 
When you come back from that place
That is so, so far away, 
Please remember this old and familiar face. 
My eyes are worn,
I’m too tired to weep. 
This unrelenting Stranger 
Never lets me sleep.

Roman Mar t in    

Emi ly Bel l
Excuse Me? Do I  Know you?



Kat ie Gr i f f in
Night Terrors

 The incessant drumming of gun fire. The constant clamor of 
the tank treads. The crumbling of brick walls in demolished build-
ings. Unworldly screams. Men, women, and children are screaming a 
suffocating noise. They are a combination of all the noises man has 
ever heard, and they have the ability to make someone claustropho-
bic, as if there is no escape from them. The shrill, deep, panicking, 
loathsome screams of the young, the old, the dead are haunting. 
 Lincoln’s eye flash wide open, but he dare not move in fear 
of drawing the enemy’s attention to himself. He is drenched in a 
cold sweat, sticking to whatever material he is laying on. Slowly, 
quietly, he turns his head to the left: nothing but whitewashed cinder 
block. With the same caution as before, he moves his head to the 
right, only to discover more cinder block. As Lincoln rises slowly so 
as to not make a sound, he realizes it was just another night terror. 
He counts in his head the consecutive nights he has woken from 
the same nightmare. he shatters the cold silence with a whispered 
answer: “sixteen”. There are nights when he wakes up from his 
terrors and is too scared to go back to sleep. This is one of those 
nights. While waiting for sleep to take him captive once again, he is 
left to contemplate his life. 
 “So many things,” he thinks to himself. “So many things 
could have been different. I wouldn’t be this person. Right now I 
would be in my room dead to the world, not worrying about night 
terrors and not trying to go back to sleep.” He tries to think about 
the last peaceful sleep he had. After straining for an answer for a 
moment, he gives up. “It definitely wasn’t in this hell hole,” he con-
cludes. Left in a jail cell in San Quentin, Linc is forced to replay 



every wrong deed he has done in his life and reimagine them had 
he done the right thing. This is the worst kind of torture.
 Growing up, Lincoln was always aware of his surroundings. 
Even at a young age, he was unusually observant. He would notice 
patterns in people’s behaviors, repetition in their words, the famil-
iar gestures they would always rely on. Linc was not an outsider 
by any means. He was popular growing up, all throughout middle 
school. Even though he wasn’t very talkative, that doesn’t mean he 
was considered “weird.” His friends admired his kind spirit, but more 
than that, his ability to make anyone feel like he or she was his best 
friend. Sure, he was funny, handsome, and athletic, all the criteria for 
a popular high school guy, but he was an all around good person. 
Above all else, he was a protector. His protective personality was 
preceded by good intentions, but most perceived it as creepy. There 
was a reason he was always so protective, though. 
 Linc at two years old, like many toddlers, was considered 
a terror of sorts. It wasn’t that he was a menace to society, just a 
menace to the Kennedy family. His mother, Jeanne, had no idea how 
to handle him. He was her first, anyway. She was frustrated all the 
time, not being able to balance family life, work, and a social life 
she no longer had but didn’t want to part with. Linc’s father, Greg, 
was not helpful with the situation either. Greg was abusive towards 
Jeanne, not physically, at first, but verbally. Linc remembers hearing 
yelling and shouting throughout the house at a constant rate in all 
hours of the day and night. This was one of his first memories. 
 Jeanne was busy hanging grey and black and green stream-
ers, tying camouflage balloons, and positioning little army men on 



the homemade birthday cake. Linc was in the living room, watching 
television when he heard the normal yelling banter back and forth 
between his parents. Nothing was alarming or surprising until he 
heard the pained scream of his mother and a sharp slap. Slowly 
rising to his feet, Linc inched his way over to the doorway in order to 
see what had happened. He saw the back of his father’s blue jeans 
and wrinkled collard shirt and his mother sitting in the kitchen on a 
bar stool lightly sobbing with her face buried in her palms. As Linc 
cautiously approached his mother, he could see the red outline of 
a fully extended hand on the side of her face. Although he was just 
shy of three years old, Linc learned that day the importance of his 
role in his family as a protector. 
 This is the memory that plagues his night terrors every night, 
with some variations in which his father kills his mother, and an-
other in which he kills his father.  At first, there were no nightmares, 
just dreams. The dreams gradually worsened to nightmares which 
followed him in his sleep through school. Only when he joined the 
military did the nightmares become night terrors. 
 When high school ended, Linc had no idea what to do with 
his life. School work and good grades never were a priority for him, 
so college was out of the question. He could have begun work with 
a family friend in his corporate business, but Linc felt it wasn’t the 
right setting. It did not take him long to realize that the armed ser-
vice, particularly the Marines, would be the place for him. He did not 
need much to convince his father, who had always been distanced 
with him. His mother and younger sister, however, did not receive 
his news with open arms. It took nearly a month to convince them, 
even though their opinion never really mattered. Finally, he received 
his mother’s approval after he reeled his sister in to be on his side. 
He cared about his mother and his sister more than anything else 
and would do anything to protect them from harm, even if it was 
unpleasant news. 
 He began boot camp the summer after his high school grad-
uation. He excelled in it. He was loved and hated by the command-
ing officers because of his astounding performance in the harrowing 
drills. He was always the fastest time and was admired by his peers. 
While still in boot camp, Linc received word from his mother that his 
father had passed away due to a major blocked artery. In the letter 
Linc’s mom seemed relieved, which made Linc’s spirit brighten. After 
that day, he rarely thought about Greg, other than an occasional, 
fleeting memory. He continued to excel in boot camp and eventually 



caught the attention of very high ranking officers. They seemed very 
pleased.
 “How do you do it?” asked his quick friend Johnny at the end 
of their day’s training session in boot camp.
 Linc just smiled and looked down at the ground, trying to 
hide the fact that he was blushing. 
 He didn’t like talking about it. What is “it”? It is everything 
associated with the campaign in which he was deployed, along with 
Johnny and two other guys he had formed a strong companionship 
with. Their names were Andre and Lewis. 
 The only story he told about Somalia was one in which he 
blamed himself for what went wrong.
 A simple campaign was being carried out that targeted 
Somalia’s militia leader. It was not supposed to take more than for-
ty-five minutes, but complications arose. Their convoy was attacked 
and aircraft reinforcements had to be called in. The Somalian militia 
was overpowering them, and many men were fatally wounded or 
killed on the spot. Linc, Johnny, Andre, Lewis, and three other men 
were brought in on the aircraft reinforcements. The helicopter 
touched down on the ground, while the men were dodging bullets, 
jumping out and finding cover. Along with these seven men, other 
helicopters brought reinforcements numbering in the thirties. Every 
one of these men knew what it meant to be a marine; they knew 
the very real consequences of fighting for their country. This fact 
did not deter the men, however, only strengthened them. Everyone 
fought with no anxiety, no fear for death. 
 Linc and the men with him were sent to rescue the convoy 
and try to get the vehicles mobile once again. They were evading 
the machine gun fire as best as they could, but some men were 
wounded, although not fatally. They continued to make their way to 
the target with the end of the convoy in their sights, with Linc lead-
ing and six men following him like he was a mother duck. Linc heard 
a scream from one of his men and turned around in enough time to 
see Lewis step on a covered land mine. His memory of what hap-
pened after this is clouded by prolonged flashes of a bright white 
light. He was knocked unconscious for enough time to wake up and 
find the rest of his group moaning sounds that are followed only by 
death. Linc scrambled to his feet and began shaking the arms and 
slapping the faces of everyone who followed him. One by one, he 
moved down the line shaking them and screaming for them to open 
their eyes. After thirty minutes of attempted resurrection, Linc sunk 



to the ground and began sobbing. This, he realized, was the first 
time he had ever cried. All the tears that have been building up for 
twenty years rained on the earth, mixing with the dirt on his face on 
the way down. 
 This is the only instance of the campaign Linc seemed to 
remember. He held himself responsible for the death of six men, 
while he escaped the situation unscathed. 
After his active duty in the military, his commanding officers dis-
charged him on honorable leave, much to Linc’s dismay.
 Linc was hopeless when he returned to normal, every day 
life. He did not attempt to leave his house, get a job, or make any 
friends. His mother and sister were concerned for his well-being 
and did everything they could to reach out to him. They called a 
psychologist and attempted to convince Linc to see him, to no avail. 
On his twenty-second birthday, Linc was surprised by his high school 
friends who stopped by and the calls he received in order to tell him 
happy birthday. His mother and sister finally saw a change in Linc’s 
spirit. His eyes seemed brighter and he began speaking without 
being provoked; his life was slowly but surely reverting to the way it 
was before his stint in the marines, and life meant something to him 
again.
 His relationship with his mother and sister grew stronger 
than ever. Still jobless and living under his mother’s roof, Linc was 
not living the life he imagined he would be at age twenty-three. 
He enjoyed things men his age normally wouldn’t: shopping with 
his mother, taking pictures at the first prom of his little sister, and 
house work including preparing dinner almost every night. Linc’s life 
was one of happiness and enjoying the little things. 
 One evening, his high school friends convinced him to get 
out and enjoy a few beers and wings for the big football game. 
They met up at a sports bar called “Wings ‘n’ Things,” and enjoyed 
each other’s company. After a few rounds of beer, every one was 
feeling like he did not have a care in the world. The guys were 
punching each other playfully, screaming and jumping around with 
every touchdown made for the team they were going for, and yelling 
obnoxious “Boo’s” for every good play made by the opposing team. 
The game ended and Linc and his friends wandered outside for 
some fresh air and a cigarette break. What happened afterward 
was a blur in Linc’s mind. 
 A man who had enjoyed a few drinks at the bar himself ac-
companied Linc and his friends outside for some fresh air. He was 



wearing the jersey of the opposing team. What started as playful 
banter quickly became a slough of hurled insults. The odd man out 
made the mistake of directing his ignorant insults at Linc. He shout-
ed insults dealing with Linc’s dead beat mother, whore of a sister, 
and so on. The belligerent Lincoln did not realize these were un-
educated insults and became infuriated. Being of intimidating body 
height and build, he began unleashing his rage on the culprit, hitting 
his face, stomach, and employing techniques he learned while serv-
ing in the marines. The police were called on to the scene, but the 
damage had already been done. The man hurling insults would be 
pronounced dead at the hospital later that night. 
Linc was taken to trial and sentenced to life in prison with the possi-
bility of parole. Because of his tendency to become violent, he was 
transported across the country to San Quentin, a maximum security 
prison. 
 The night terrors began on the first day spent in his cell, and 
refused to cease, only increasing in intensity and realness.  Lincoln 
watches through the iron bars that smell like blood and pennies. He 
keeps tabs on the prison guards, the inmates that come and go, 
the warden that passes by him and gives a subtle wink and smiles 
with his crooked teeth. “One year down, a lifetime to go,” Linc thinks 
to himself as he methodically paces the length of his cot. He sits 
down to write a letter to his mother and sister, just like he has every 
day since he has been detained. The only regret Linc has is the 
fact that he cannot be with his family to enjoy the little things any-
more and he is not able to protect them. Thanksgiving approaches, 
slowly bur surely, and Linc at last has visitors to celebrate with. The 
night terrors he fears every night do not drown him tonight, rather he 
experiences a dreamless night. He is thankful.



Evolve
Noah Herr ing

St.  George Is land
Trent  S izemore



Virgin Mary
Chad Woody



Some early mornings 
As the world begins to awaken;
When the dawn air still smells damp,
While the new sun’s rays 
Make the grass a shining diamond landscape,
An image of your winning smile comes to my tired mind.
But it is only a picture,
The smile that lit up your entire face,
Frozen forever though it shines in my memory;
There to remain forever.
A happy face I think about sometimes,
Often with my heart broken--
Someone who I left behind;
Someone I took for granted.

Some late evenings
As the world prepares itself
For a night of peaceful slumber;
When the dusk feels enigmatic
And the night air slowly drifts in,
A beautiful vision of you
With those teasing, blue eyes,
Comes by for a short visit;
A flash in a moment--
Then I am melancholy and
I feel the nostalgia for the time
We were together the most.
When I was young and you were wise;
Before I went my own way.

Frozen
Mar ie Docker y



I know you’re confused
I know you’re hurting.
And I know it feels

Like it will never go away.
But just follow Me- I AM.

I know you feel lost.
I know you feel alone.
And I know it seems

Like the pain will never end.
But just follow Me- I AM.

I know you feel like
There’s no one you can trust.

I know you feel like
No one will ever understand.

But just follow Me- I AM.
I will lead you,

Always by your side,
Always there to lift you,

Always there to carry your burdens.
So just follow Me, my child

Because I AM.

Just Fol low Me -  I  AM
Hi la r y  Taber

The Lonely Road
Court land Wal ters



Wash away the parts of me
I wish to change
Water in the new plans
I wish to grow
And nurture my strengths
With the touch
No breeze or light
Can deliver.

Mark Brewer
Rain

“Swing Back Home” - Jamie Kel ley



Mr. President, how long must women wait for liberty?
-The National Women’s Party, 1917

Raise your hand if you’re a feminist. Raise it high.
Not many.
Why?
Too many burned bras?
Too many short haircuts? Too many forgotten partners? Too 
many forgotten children?
Well,
No more burning.
No more length Restrictions.
No more lonely partners. No more forgotten children.
You can wear not wear Bras.
You can grow
cut your Hair.
You can be not be a Wife.
You can have not have Children.
You can.

Liber ty
Rebecca Fordyce

Chad Woody`



“You gain strength, courage, and confidence by every experience 
in which you really stop to look fear in the face. You must do the 
thing which you think you cannot do.” – Eleanor Roosevelt

 “Did I tell you what David told me the other day?” said 
Katelyn. She put her seatbelt on as we pulled out of the parking 
lot. I looked out the window, nonchalant. 
 “Probably, I mean, you haven’t stopped talking about him 
since lunch,” I said jokingly. The two of them were adorable; even 
though David was a little quirky, he treated her well. I couldn’t help 
but wonder if she might be falling in love with him.
 “It was so sweet,” she continued, “We were out getting 
coffee and he was holding my hand as we walked up to the 
counter–“ I let her voice fade inside my head as I looked out the 
window again. I laughed inwardly; she had told me this story twice 
already. I sat in the passenger’s seat, lost in my thoughts as we 
made our way to the bank. The sun was just beginning to set, 
the warm colors clothing the clouds. It was a nice evening for a 
drive; everything looked so peaceful and calm. “I really think he 
likes me, Natalie. What do you think?” she said, a hint of concern 

Face Your Fear
Nata l ie  Tr ipp

“Indiv idual i ty” - Court land Walters



lingering in her voice.
  “Oh come on, Kate, you know he does,” I said, returning to 
the conversation. “You’re one of the most attractive girls I know. 
You’re smart and sweet; how could he not like you?” Katelyn really 
was pretty; I was almost positive there had never been a boy who 
passed her by without a complete and thorough glance.
 She giggled, “Well if you say so.” I watched her face as 
she started talking again. “We’re going to the movies on Friday. 
You should talk to Will and we could make it a double date.”
“Definitely,” I laughed, “Of course, we’ll have to persuade the boys 
into watching a chick flick. I am not putting up with another movie 
about a zombie invasion.”
  “Yes,” she sighed, “That last one was horrible! I can’t 
believe they made us– OH!” The draw of her breath was sharp 
and quick; instantly I felt my chest snap in two as the seatbelt 
wrapped around my body. The screeching of brakes made the hair 
on my arms stand straight and tall. I looked up at the road, only to 
be blinded by a flood of red taillights. The car lurched forward and 
all went black.
 “Natalie! Oh dear God, Natalie! Wake up!” The frantic voice 
pounded inside my head, over and over again. “Natalie! I’m so sor-
ry! Oh please! You have to get out of the car!” Katelyn screamed. 
The smoke was so overwhelming I couldn’t see anything; it filled 
my lungs and I choked. Blood dripped over my lips and inside my 
mouth as I tried to gather my bearings; it was so hard to breathe. 
“Natalie! Come on! The car is rolling toward a ditch!” How did she 
know? My ears trailed the sound of her voice; somehow she was 
getting out of the car. She was leaving me. How could she see a 
ditch? I couldn’t see anything.
   I could barely move; how was I supposed to get out? My 
hand scraped against something sharp as I fumbled for the door 
handle; I figured it was broken glass. Painstakingly, I pulled at 
the handle, but the door didn’t budge an inch. The impact must 
have jammed my door, I guessed. A cold sweat broke out over my 
forehead; the blood and salt from my tears mixed with it, stinging 
my eyes. “Natalie! Natalie! Jump out of the car!” I heard her voice 
again, it sounded so close by. My neck cringed as I turned to look 
out the window; I could see Katelyn running toward the car. She 
finally realized I was hurt and couldn’t move. 
 I understood this hunk of metal could blow at any minute, 



especially if it rolled into the ditch. The glass crunched under-
neath my feet as I slowly turned sideways in the passenger’s seat. 
I braced my back against the armrest and a severe pain shot 
through my spine. Crying out in agony, I lifted my feet to the door; 
leaning forward, I clutched the handle for a second time. “Please 
God, please let this work!” I whispered desperately. A burning jolt 
of adrenaline pumped through my veins as I laid back and pushed 
with my feet, slowly prying the door open. The cool, mid-April 
breeze stung my wounded face. The door was barely wedged 
wide enough for me to slip through, and I hit the ground rolling, 
coughing up dust and dirt. Lying face down on the ground I gath-
ered enough strength to lift my head for a moment, only in time to 
watch the car plunge into the ditch.
 “Ma’am, are you alright? Can you hear me? Ma’am I need 
you to speak to me.” More voices, I heard them in the distance. 
Someone was wrapping my hand and something cold was spread 
over my face. 
 “Yes, yes,” I mumbled, “I’m fine.” I opened my eyes to find 
two paramedics, Thomas and Jared, poking and prodding at my 
face. I was lying in the back of a stationary ambulance. I could 
still see the strip of road where we had crashed. 
  “She doesn’t appear to have a concussion, only minor 
bruising. She has several deep cuts though: two across her face 
and one here on her neck” said Jared. “She cut her hands up 
pretty badly too.” 
  Thomas took his right hand and touched my face, “Her 
left eye is starting to swell; a dark ring is forming around it.” He 
looked straight into my eyes, “Ma’am, do you remember your 
name? Can you tell me?” Though I knew it was only protocol, I 
took offense at the fact that they thought I might have lost my 
mind; I felt I was stronger than that. Turns out I wasn’t.
  “Natalie, Natalie Tri–” I clutched at my side; coughing, “–
ipp.” 
 “Ma’am, I need you to sit up for a minute, ok? I’ll help you,” 
said Jared as he lifted me up. I felt him run his hand along my 
back and when he touched my spinal cord I doubled over in pain. 
“She’s sustained a minor back injury as well; there is bruising all 
along the backbone here,” he pointed to show Thomas, “Fortu-
nately, none of her injuries are going to require surgery; we’ll give 
her some medication, keep her on bed rest for a few days and 



she’ll be good as new.” 
“I’ll let the parents know,” said Thomas.
 “Daddy, what happened to her face?” Sarah asked.
 “She was in a car accident baby girl.” I heard the pain in 
my father’s voice as he struggled to tell my three-year-old sister 
what had happened over the last few hours.
 “Is she going to die?” Sarah asked with concern. I swal-
lowed a lump in my throat as I lay in my bed, listening to them talk.
  My dad’s voice broke, “No–uherm,” he cleared his throat, 
“No she’ll be just fine here in a little while. The doctors gave her 
medicine to make her feel better; you’ll see, she’ll wake up soon.” 
As I listened to them leave a million thoughts began running 
through my mind. What happened? Was Katelyn ok? How did I get 
home? Why couldn’t I remember anything? I was relieved when my 
mother came in to check on me a few minutes later.
 “Mom? I breathed in frantically, “What happened to me?” 
She gently added another blanket to the bed and then kissed my 
forehead.
“Don’t worry about it right now sweetie, you need to rest,” she said 
calmly, “We’ll talk about it later.” She looked exhausted: her face 
was wet and moist from where she obviously had been crying.  
  Though I needed to know some answers, I didn’t 
argue with her. I closed my eyes as she stood over me and quickly 
fell asleep.
Several days later, the many pieces of the story came together. 
My mother started with Katelyn, “She is doing just fine, but she 
has broken her wrist. Her right arm slammed into the steering 
wheel upon impact.” As it turns out, the accident involved a total 
of three cars and six people. My mom continued, “The first vehi-
cle, a truck, had a trailer hitched to its back and was getting ready 
to turn into a subdivision. The trailer didn’t have any taillights, so 
as the truck began to slow down, the driver of the second vehicle 
(also a truck) was forced to slam on his brakes in order to avoid 
crashing into the trailer.”
 “Oh I see, Katelyn didn’t have enough time to stop,” I said. 
She was, after all, an inexperienced driver of seventeen.
 “Exactly,” said my mom, “According to the paramedics, you 
were knocked unconscious after you hit the back of the second 
vehicle.” I was finally beginning to understand this chaotic event.
 “Katelyn mentioned something about hitting the trailer with 



her car? Is that true?” I asked. I honestly didn’t see how it was 
possible.
 “She told me that her car pushed the second vehicle to the 
side of the road and scraped against the side of the trailer from 
the first vehicle before it started rolling toward the ditch,” said my 
mom. “I didn’t get it either.”
 “I must have been out for a short amount of time because 
I woke up to Katelyn trying to scramble out of the car,” I conclud-
ed. My mom nodded her head in agreement. I looked at her and 
took in a deep breath, holding back my tears, “She left me, mom, 
in the car. I was all alone and I couldn’t move.” My mother’s eyes 
started to water as I spoke. “I didn’t know if I was going to make 
it,” my voice broke and I whispered, “I thought I was going to die.” 
 “But you didn’t, honey. You’re safe now, you don’t have to 
think about it anymore,” said my mom. She didn’t understand; I 
couldn’t stop thinking about it. The red taillights kept flashing into 
my mind and my stomach remained in a continual knot.
 “Mom,” I started crying, “I can’t stop thinking about it and 
I don’t think I ever will. It’s a part of me now; no one can take it 
away.” My dad walked into the room as I finished speaking.
 “You’re absolutely right,” he started, “but just because it’s a 
part of you doesn’t mean you should let it rule your life. It doesn’t 
mean you should hide in fear. It will take time, but you should 
choose to embrace your fear; take your weakness and make it a 
strength. Otherwise, you’ll stay trapped and it will make your life 
miserable for living.” 
 I thought long and hard about those words for the next 
several months of my life. Every day I made it a priority to view the 
accident in a positive way. I would ask myself who was in control 
of my happiness and who was in control of the choices I made 
each day. Answering those questions helped me to face my inse-
curities and overcome them. I realized my fear could only control 
me if I allowed it to.  Similarly, the mythologist, Joseph Campbell, 
argues that the ability to conquer one’s innermost fear is heroic. 
He believes the modern hero-deed is often discovered through 
searching one’s own soul and all the darkness that may lie inside 
in order to find internal peace and happiness. To this day, I still 
tense up when riding in a passenger’s seat; but I do not allow the 
fear to haunt me. I was able to find internal peace and happiness 
because I learned to control my fear. I am capable of doing what I 



Pick up the pieces of me, Lord
I have fallen apart.
I’m like a jigsaw puzzle
That’s been scattered across the floor.
Pick up the pieces of me, Lord
Restore the bits of me,
The parts that I have lost,
Because I cannot find them.
Pick up the pieces of me, Lord
Take my broken soul,
My broken, shattered heart,
And please, God, make me new.
Pick up the pieces of me, Lord.
I cannot do this on my own.
Take my burdens away from me.
Please, God, pick up the pieces of me.

Pick Up the Pieces of  Me
Hi la r y  Taber

Sebast ian Baut ista



You gave me my name
You gave me 15 days of love, hugs and kisses

You gave people stories so I would be able to know you better
You gave the doctors a reason to check me and Laura

You gave me your looks as you went to heaven
You gave me a guardian angel

You gave me a way to help people when they are hurting
You gave me a reason to understand life isn’t fair

You gave me a reason to believe
You gave me a reason to ask Him, “Why?”

You gave me a reason to hope
You gave me a sister I can talk to when I can’t talk to anyone 

else
You gave me more than I could ever thank you for

You gave me more in 15 days than some could give me in a 
whole lifetime

Sisters Forever
Caro l  Raterman

“Sunf lower” - Jamie Kel ley



Confused and tired, broken and alone
Sin for which only, His blood could atone
Waiting and watching, looking above
Knowing, just knowing, He’ll show me His love
Faith we show, grace He gives
For many He died, that our souls, they may live
Mercy upon us, from He who has died
And risen again, to be Christ crucified
He sits up there now, high up above
Watching and waiting, to return and spread love.

Wait ing
Wi l l i am Clements

Nadia Dean

Canaveral Nat ional Seashore - Trent Sizemore



The Final Chapter of Anne Boleyn
The Tower of London, 18 May 1536 AD 

 I am to die. I am to die in the morning; this time for sure. 
My executioner is late in arriving from Calais, or I would have 
perished to his sword this morning. (At least Henry had some 
mercy on me by not allowing me to burn or lose my head to the 
axe.) Now I wait with fear, with uncertainty, and a bit of relief. My 
only concern now being my beautiful Elizabeth. She is already her 
father’s daughter in every way. Yet, he has the gall and audacity 
to say he isn’t her father, but any fool can see it. Henry Norris? 
I think not! My beloved George? Goodness, no! I wonder how 
anyone could think I would ever have committed incest with my 
beloved brother. 
 It was that wife of his, no doubt. Jane was always jealous 
of us. George did not love her and she knew it. Not only is she 
a traitor to us, but she is now the wife of a condemned trai-
tor. How ironic. Her own future cannot be good. That is my one 
consolation. If I could, I would ask her if it was worth it, since she 
claimed to have loved George so much! 

Wait ing for Her Fate
Mar ie Docker y



 I was a virgin when I met Henry! I was a virgin when we 
consummated our love in Calais! He knows this, as any man who 
has taken a maiden-head will know.  I never allowed another man 
to touch me before or after our marriage. This was not because 
I was afraid; it was because I loved Henry—as a man, as a King, 
and as my best friend. 
 Do I sound a little angry? Yes, I suppose I am. Although I 
no longer fear death, I am uncertain and fearful of the process. 
I almost died of the pain when I gave birth to Elizabeth—oh, my 
fiery little Elizabeth! She is only three years old and is already in-
dependent, brilliant, and delightfully difficult. Lady Bryant will cer-
tainly have her hands full. I only pray Henry will love and provide 
for her as his daughter and not just another one of his bastards. 
Oh how could he make her a bastard? He really did love her be-
fore my fall from his graces.
 Sleep will not be had this night. I will never sleep in any 
mortal way ever again. I have not really slept well since my dear 
brother lost his head. I did nap a bit after I found out I had a stay 
of execution, but my elation was only short-lived. A good sign this 
was not. My hope that Henry would have mercy on me and send 
me to a convent was soon dashed. So now I am tortured by anxi-
ety, continually praying my demise will prove swift and painless.
 Pain is the one thing I shall not miss. There is too much 
of it in life. I wither and cry over my own father’s cowardice and 
selfishness; his selfish exchanging of both his daughters’ virtues, 
their self-respect, even their very lives for his own gain. Then he 
turns his back when that gain is gone. To give up a child’s dignity 
for ambition and call it “duty” or “family advancement” has been 
a most painful part of this whole ordeal for me. Not only did he 
turn on me, but George as well. He did not even see his only son 
die at the scaffold on Tower Green. It was my most bitter day, 
and I will be glad when this night is over.
 I think of the others who died have because of me. There 
is my poor musician Mark, who was tortured cruelly then put to 
the rack in order to extract a false confession stating that he 
was my lover. He lied, but I forgive him. He held out as long as he 
possibly could. Then there is Henry Norris. He was arrested on 
May Day during celebrations. I wish he could understand, as well 
as everyone else, that the reason I said he was coming to see 



me instead of Madge was because I was jealous and hurt that 
the king was messing about with that pale, plain Mistress Sey-
mour. I wanted the king to be jealous and think of me instead of 
her. Perhaps when we meet in Heaven he will forgive me for my 
big mouth.
 Two days after that, Francis and William were arrested as 
well. Dear, dear friends of mine and Henry’s. My childhood friend 
and sweetheart, Thomas Wyatt, was arrested and released, 
thank Heaven, as was Richard Page. Mark, Francis, Henry Norris, 
and William were all tried on 12 May and convicted. George and I 
were “tried” separately here in the tower on the 15th. We were all 
convicted and condemned to the scaffold. All this just so he can 
rid himself of me legally and marry that dull, stupid wench, Sey-
mour! 
 I have to wonder if Jane Seymour hates me as much as I 
once hated Queen Katherine. Will she hate my Elizabeth as much 
as I once hated the Princess Mary? I think not. It is not in her to 
do so. She may be a dull, witless, boring, wench or a thing, but 
has not a hateful bone in her body. She is also too submissive. 
She has no ambition; these vices belong to her brothers, Thomas 
and Edward. 
I do hope in Heaven Katherine will forgive me, for I am sorry 
for the way both Henry and I treated her. How stupid I was to 
think that Henry would treat me better! She lost her position, her 
livelihood, and her daughter. I do know the pain of that now; the 
pain of Henry’s ruthlessness. She suffered that in more dignity 
and grace that I could have ever have mustered! Elizabeth and 
Mary will share the absence of their mothers, and in the ruthless 
whims of their father.
 My own poor sister, Mary! How she came to see me, so 
full of tears. She was at every trial. She begged for mercy for me 
and George. She would have laid down her life before Henry if he 
would have only seen her. My, sweet, gullible, Mary! She wanted 
love so much. Unlike me, I feel she has found it with the husband 
she defied my father and me to get, William Strafford. Despite 
everything, she turned out to be the best out of all of us. We all 
called her frivolous and brainless for that!
 I shan’t Henry Percy! He was the love of my life in my 
youth. We were torn apart by Henry and Cardinal Wolsey. I was 



devastated for the longest time. I even hated him for being weak 
for not being able to stand up to Cardinal Wolsey and his father. 
I hated the king for taking him away from me, as later I found 
out the king had a hand in it for he had shown interest in me by 
this time. Time finally salved those deep wounds, and I came to 
love the king. Henry Percy, however, was forced to marry his own 
betrothed to Mary Talbot, which was an unhappy match. (Again 
duty called.) He sat on the jury that condemned me. He was said 
to have collapsed and had to be carried out. He is of poor health, 
I understand. It did warm my heart some that he still thinks of me 
lovingly.
 My wretched attendants, Mrs. Cosen and Mrs. Stoner re-
port every move I make, word I speak, and emotion I show. I am 
sure they think me mad. It makes no difference now. Of course, 
they would appoint two old witches who hate me to attend to me. 
Oh the irony of this imprisonment is not lost on me. These are 
the same staterooms which I stayed in before my coronation. I 
was so excited then! Who wouldn’t have wanted to be the Queen 
of England?
 Now I am excited for an entirely different reason; the ex-
citement is not a good one.
 These rooms are now dusty, and dingy. They have not 
been touched since my coronation. Oh how beautiful they were. 
Decorated to please and flatter me. I remember having my long, 
beautiful, black hair—my best asset--brushed there at the vanity.  
My beautiful gown was put on me by many adoring attendants. 
I remember looking into that mirror and thinking that I was “The 
Most Happy.” It was not just a motto; it was me!
 Now I am not “The Most Happy.” I should call myself, “The 
Most Stupid!” I giggle out loud! “The Most Stupid!” Why is that 
funny? I brought my hand to my neck—my skinny little neck and 
thought, Well, this might not be so bad…
 “What is funny?” Mrs. Cosen demanded.
 “My neck,” I giggled. “I have such a skinny neck. That 
swordsman shouldn’t have a problem with my skinny little neck.”
 She looked at me, a bit horrified. I then burst into tears. 
Thinking, that perhaps, jokes about irony and what is about to 
happen aren’t really funny after all. I have always flown off at the 
mouth, especially when I was emotional, anxious, or angry. As of 



right now, I am all three!
 The night wears on; hours tick by, too slowly and yet too 
fast. I wait anxiously, as I write this. I hear Mrs. Cosen snoring in 
the outer chamber and Mrs. Stoner grumbling at her to be quiet. 
If I could sleep, I would no doubt be grumbling as well for no one 
could sleep with that pig-snorting going on! I say prayers, I read, I 
think of scripture. I keep my mind occupied as much as I can.
 I hear Mrs. Cosen and Mrs. Stoner start to stir. They come 
into my chamber and tell me that the time is almost nigh. The 
jailer brings me breakfast; my last meal: a goblet of wine, some 
cheese, bread, and an apple. I nibble while my hair is arranged 
atop my head. My long, black locks are to be put out of the way. 
Nothing is to be around my skinny neck to impede the sword! I 
allow myself to be dressed, crying and giggling at the same time. 
Time is ticking and I begin to feel some sort of relief that this 
intense feeling of dread will soon be over. 
 Who will be there? My father? Henry? Thomas Wyatt? He 
too had been arrested, but released; the one Henry should have 
suspected more than anyone was set free. What does that say 
about these ridiculous charges that I, my friends, and brother 
were convicted and died for?
 I am ready. All I have to do is wait for my jailer to come 
get me. This is the same exercise I went through yesterday.  I do 
have a feeling that this time there will be no reprieve. There is 
that nagging dread of having to wait another day for this. Surely 
the executioner won’t be delayed today. A French swordsman—he 
should be very good. 
 I hear a knock. He is here. I finish this with relief that my 
wait is soon to be over, but with sadness for my Elizabeth. Will 
she ever know how very much I loved her? That is my prayer 
now. My time is now over and her time is just beginning. I foresee 
challenges, betrayal, and much heartbreak for my daughter. I am 
certain; however, she will overcome and prevail for she is much 
stronger than I am. I could see that even when she was a new-
born.
 So now it is off to join my brother and friends again. 
Good-bye, Henry. Good-bye, England. Good-bye, Mary. Good-bye, 
my precious Elizabeth. It is time for me to go with destiny and die 
with dignity. 
 My wait is over.



Let me love you
While you love someone else.

Let me carry you,
Just for a little while.

Let me love you
In this time when you are alone

Let me hold you,
Let me bear your pain.

Let me love you
While you walk through the darkness

Let me be your light.
Please, let me carry you.

Let me love you.
I’m sorry I can’t take the pain away.

But let me carry you
Just for a little while.

Let Me Love You
Hi la r y  Taber

Chad Woody



One-Act Skit

[Lights come up on stage, only lighting the faces of a man and a 
woman. They are both facing the audience and appear to be sitting 
quite closely together.]
HARRY: [showing only the slightest hesitation] I’ve decided to leave 
you.
SALLY: [she appears to be forming a sarcastic smirk] I don’t think I 
understand your sense of humor.
HARRY: [still facing audience] That’s because I’m not joking. I just, I 
feel like we need some time apart, ya know? We’ve been together 
as long as I can remember, we never go out anymore, we never 
hang out with other people…and, well, frankly, I’ve come to find you 
completely repulsive.
SALLY: [the last remark seems to have left her stunned, she ap-
pears as if she’s been slapped. After a slight pause, she responds] 
Harry, please stop. I know neither of us have been especially happy 
lately, but it’s just a phase, it’s life (Beat) It’ll pass (Beat) I thought 
you’d come to accept us by now. I know not everyone understands 
us being together, but I thought you didn’t care about anyone else. 
Obviously, I was wrong. 

Endless Love
Heather  Poo le

Court land Walters



HARRY: [Still facing audience] I realize you think it has to be this 
way, that we should accept this, but I think you’re wrong! We’ve ac-
cepted this rut because we’ve come to find it routine; we’re used to 
it! But last night, I had a vision!
[lights out on both faces-the stage is now completely dark]
[We hear Harry breathing and muttering to himself. It sounds like 
he’s searching through something tinny, like a small safe, or a tool-
box]
SALLY: Harry? What are you doing? [no response] Harry? What are 
you looking for? [still no response] Harry? HARRY! Answer me!
[The searching stops as Harry speaks]
HARRY: Just trust me, sis! (Beat) We are gonna have our own lives 
now! 
[Lights up on entire stage. The audience can now see Harry and 
Sally fully. It is clear that they are Siamese twins, connected from 
the underarms down-their arms are separated enough that they 
each have full use of their own two, which appears quite uncomfort-
able. Harry is holding a large hand saw]
Sally Screams
HARRY: [smiling wildly, like a mad man] Things are really gonna 
change now!
Lights out-End of scene.

“Tessa” - Roman Mart in



Close your eyes and imagine
A beautiful land beyond the sea
Where you can be just you
And I can be
Just me
And you and I can be
Just we
No hate
Respect
Honesty
Absolute equality
That’s the only policy
The bar is open
The drinks are free
They have late-night karaoke
The best thing about this place
Is that it doesn’t exist on earth
Or in space
It exists in your mind
And it’s one of a kind

Mental  Vacat ion
Alexander  Founta in

“Country Sunshine” - Jamie Kel ley



No matter where you are
You are never very far
You don’t have to get in a car
Or wish to come here upon a star
No matter what situation you are in
You can always take a mental vacation
You can always come here whenever you need to
This place in your mind will always be here for you

Procrastination is a sexy siren
A powerful demoness indeed 
She tempts my psyche to stray from the task at hand
You still have all the time you need
Come here, relax
She calls to me
You’ll have time tomorrow
You will see
Sometimes her tantalizing calls hypnotize my psyche 
Her every command I do obey, as she leads me farther and farther 
away
All day long she leads me to stray
From productivity 

Procrast inat ion
Alexander  Founta in

“Love in Color” - Jamie Kel ley



Sometimes the most ordinary days end with the greatest adven-
tures.  Barefoot on the creek bank, we begin meandering in and 
out of the water, mud squishing between our toes, cool, thick, gritty.  
Cold water flows past our ankles; the rocks feel smooth on the 
bottom of the creek, some slick with algae.  Warm sun filters down 
through the trees, and rays cast shadows on the creek bank; we 
hear the sound of a woodpecker in a nearby tree.
 I love the sound of Austin’s giggles and his incessant ques-
tions.  As we move further down the creek, we feel the rough texture 
of the moss, soft and pliant beneath our feet.  Bees buzz around 
the azalea bushes and lavender while water bugs skirt across 
the water leaving behind small ripples.  Pebbles hit the surface of 
the water, and we watch the ripples they leave in their wake.  In a 
grassy spot further down the creek we find a group of pale blue 
butterflies and a grasshopper.  The grass is a light green, and very 
thin, intermixed with flowering weeds and a few wildflowers, all on 
a bed of moss.  The look of sheer wonder on Austin’s face as he 
takes in this new scene quickly changes to excitement and focus 
as he awkwardly pursues the grasshopper.
 We are distracted by the loud buzz of a June bug as it 
flies by; I make a comical attempt to catch it, remembering how I 
used to tie a string to their legs and use them as kites.  Looking 
up at the mountains surrounding us, full of green in contrast to the 
powder blue sky, I am in awe of the landscape.  With wispy clouds 
overhead, we seem totally isolated from the world.  Taking the time 
to examine the shape or color of a rock, I contemplate and try to 
explain why water bugs can walk on water.  Touching moss, we 

Discover ies on 
Buck Creek
Ange l  Ca l lahan

Jeri lyn Cather ine



really feel its texture, spongy, rough, experiencing the total delight in 
nature.  As I watch Austin’s facial expressions range from puzzled 
to amused while he concentrates on new sensations and sights, we 
hear the breeze whistle through the trees.  Listening to the creek 
rush past, we watch the water swirl and pour over rocks, follow-
ing the path of a leaf that finds its way into the water.  It feels as 
though time has stopped.   I’m totally in the moment, lost with my 
son, experiencing things with him, enjoying the silly conversations, 
the laughter.  I am amazed at this little man beside me, the one that 
God has entrusted to me.   I watch him learn, wondering what he will 
become, where he will go, what differences he is going to make in 
this world.  As I sit on a rock watching him throw pebbles into the 
water, feeling the sun on my skin, watching the way the shadows 
play across his face, I know what love is.
 We draw pictures on the dirt road with sticks as we walk up 
to the old homestead on Buck Creek.  The lodge is long gone; a fire 
had taken it years ago.  The grass is taller here.  At the top of the 
hill we can see the pond where a lone duck swims the afternoon 
away.  The field is bathed in sun, bordered by trees, with random 
wildflowers scattered throughout the tall grass.  We hear a rustling 
in the woods; bird, squirrel, deer?  We don’t investigate.  At first 
glance there isn’t anything special about the field; it certainly does 
not seem as interesting or entertaining as the creek; but, if you 
believe that, you haven’t visited this field, or any field for that mat-
ter with a three year old.  There are so many types of grass, some 
with furry tops, soft to the touch, some thicker than others, different 
shades of greens and yellows.  Discovering more June bugs here 
we finally catch one.  The almost opalescent qualities of the colors 
on the June bug take my breath away.  I had forgotten how cool 
they were.  My attempts at trying to make a blade of grass whistle 
end in a fit of laughter.  As the wind bends the tall blades of grass 
and weeds I chase Austin through the field as he pursues another 
bug.
 We walk down to the pond where the duck is still happily 
swimming.  He insists on feeding the duck grass that he has picked.  
Despite trying to call the duck, and throwing handfuls of grass into 
the pond, he is ignored.  I am in utter amazement that it doesn’t 
fly away in fear, but it seems perfectly content to swim and ignore 
us.  Three year olds don’t give up easily, and when intent on doing 
something don’t listen to reason.  His focus and determination sur-
prise me, and leave me wondering again what he will become as an 



adult.  I give up and sit at the edge of the pond listening to Austin 
trying desperately to convince the duck that he has to eat or he 
won’t grow into a strong duck.  Where had I heard that before?  We 
find out, as determined as he might be to feed the duck, the duck is 
just as determined to ignore him.  The walk back down the dirt road 
toward the creek and where we parked the car is subdued.  Austin 
is upset at the duck, and tired.  At the creek he throws a stick into 
the water, and we watch the current take it away.
 Before we reach the main road he is asleep.  I look at the 
clock and wonder to myself where has the day gone?  It seems as 
though we’ve been gone for only a minute, and at the same time an 
eternity.  Looking in the rearview mirror at my sleeping boy I notice 
two things, how peaceful he looks, and how filthy he is.  Both seem 
appropriate, and in this moment my world makes sense.  Everything 
is perfect.
 Austin is eleven now and there have been plenty of days 
since, spent hiking or picnicking; but this particular day was his first 
at the creek.  So much has changed since that day, and so much 
has stayed the same.  He is still focused and determined; he still 
loves the creek.  He can still get lost in the rush of the water, but 
the child-like wonder is fading away.  This both saddens me, and 
makes me proud.  He is losing a little of what he taught me that 
day, to pay attention to the miracles that surround us, to relish in the 
complete joy of mud between your toes.  However, I am so proud of 
the young man he is becoming, the knowledge that he has gained, 
and the respect he has for the world around him.  I will always 
cherish the memories of his first day at the creek-the sound of his 
laughter, the endless questions, and the focus only a three year old 
can muster while in hot pursuit of a new bug.  As I watch him now, 
busy with his school work, practicing hard on the football field, or 
out on a hike, I wonder if he realizes just how much he has taught 
me.  Listening to his never ending chatter and his seemingly never 
ending questions even now, I am drawn back to that day on the 
creek when he was three.  It is comforting to know that some things 
never change in a world where everything is constantly chang-
ing.  The field, the pond, the creek are all still there, just as they’ve 
always been; it’s our view of them and our attitude toward them that 
is always changing.
 



The creek whispered.

I walked a dirt path that slid
around hidden old boulders
dark with moss,

listening.

Shadows and branches and cold,
limp leaves tangle together.

The creek gurgled.

Water slid past,

Haunt
Mason Mi tcham

Roman Mart in



clear as the breath it takes
from your chest.

Starry ghost
lapping a silver tongue
over the bones of an old
mountain scar:

who else mutters
under the blanket of rhododendrons

far beneath the moon’s
icy grin?

Roman Mart inKather ine Delgado
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The Songbird
Stephen Ramsay

He flies across the sky now,
There was no reason to before.
His charge has been taken,
She has left His watchful eye.
Spreading his leathery wings
He flies to pursue her and
The man who stole her from Him.
The fiery eyes scan the skies 
Above the floating city,
Seeking the girl he has watched 
For nearly his entire existence. 
There! There she is!
His wings stretch wide and He swoops
Down to destroy the unknown kidnapper.
Bullets deflect off of his body,
The unknown man protecting His Elizabeth.
What’s this though?
She doesn’t wish to return?
That is nonsense, He takes her with Him
Back towards the tower in which she is kept.
The man who stole her from Him pursues 
Despite her return to home.
Over many hours, the cycle repeats itself,
He takes her back as the unknown man 



“The Flow” - Trent Sizemore

Steals her once again. 
But soon, He falls from the sky forever.
The fire in his eyes slowly flickers out as 
His death creeps in.
Though His functions have ended,
The Songbird’s influence remains.
Some say that the flap of leathery mechanical wings
Can still be heard in the city of Columbia,
His screech echoing throughout the streets
As the winds blow through
The ravaged and war-torn City of the Sky.



Nit-picky readers
Who are such a bore
Are like babbling political leaders
That I so abhor!
They sound like whining pleaders
Who tell me, “This poem is too long.
That line is too short.
Your lyric doesn’t read like a song,
Or anything of the sort.
This line doesn’t rhyme,
Your work doesn’t flow,
It just doesn’t keep in time.
Where is this tale going to go?
And where is the punctuation?
You need to crack open a book, 
And increase your literary sophistication!”
This complaining is all I hear

The Per fect Poem
Mar ie Docker y

“Micro Li fe” - Court land Walters



When some nit-picker reads my words.
Here is the perfect poem for me,
For it makes me delightfully sneer
To think of some picky-picky reading this
And screaming curses at me that I won’t hear!

Classi f ied
Mark Brewer

30 year old male
Seeking puzzle enthusiast
Must enjoy searching
For the pieces

1000 piece puzzle 
Seeking puzzle glue
Pieces come apart
Easily without it

Lost puzzle piece
Seeking the perfect fit
Complete with lint
From under the couch

Dust bunny ready
To tumble down the isle
Free of dust mites
Needs no vacuuming

Loyal and Honest
Willing to trade for
Companionship
O B O



I am a woman.

I am a man.

I am known.  

I am ball all.  

I am no one.

I am free.

I am smart.

I am stupid.

I am original.

I am a copy cat.

But, I am me...

Who I  Am
Chr is t ine Mayf ie ld

“Naut i lus Ascending” - Court land Walters



I am from hot and damp,
a place neither north nor south,
but in-between.
 
I am from a tierra
where the beach sand is black 
and the water is clear.
 
I am from a hombre,
a man, who is cruel 
and brute.
 
I am from a mujer,
a woman, whose lies 
are to protect me.
 
I am from a place where my tears 
were always flowing.
A place that was my abyss, 
 
by the briny shore that holds 
the pain and misery from my past. 
My place has given me power.

I am from memories of a little mix girl,
who has her thoughts filled with Inuyasha,
and her Grandpa’s musky beer scent.

I am from fantasies that I once dreamed up, 
with a key a woman now holds 
for protection of her  
delicate corazon.

I am from my childhood friends 
and their skims,
and even things I cannot
trace back to.

I am not from one single rama,
but a grand arbol that holds 
both burdens and amor.

¿ De Donde Soy?
Chr is t ine Mayf ie ld



Chad Woody



“Savannah” - Roman Mart in



Horror Fl ick Poem
Heather  Poo le

We are the primal ones.
The doctors, the lawyers,
the school teachers; we
long to be the vicious ones.

We fill up theaters to watch
Bodies; slashed. Ripped open,
gushing, drowning us in fear.
The blood is to help us pretend
we still feel. Yes, we long to

Roman Mart in



be the killers. We sit at home
with hobbies and pets and
we plaster on smiles so no
one forgets that we are happy

with our mundane lives, yes
we are content to sit back and
never thrive on growth, on love
on existing at all. We are the

primal ones, longing to fall
into battle, attacking those
who harness us: our bosses,
our teachers and sometimes

the us we see in the mirror-
the one that lies about seeing
any clearer. We are the vicious
ones, just waiting to attack. We

are the ones who hold attackers
back. In a dark room with
strangers no better than us,
we eat popcorn and wish it was us.



“This heart. This sleeve. Neither one of them things is all that 
clean.”

- Buddy Wakefield 

*

Morning Mourning
Emma Jones

“Ear ly Birdie” - Jamie Kel ley



“Ear ly Birdie” - Jamie Kel ley

 “Where’ve you been?” He doesn’t lift his gaze from his 
computer screen, where he is carefully rendering a photo. It is a 
picture of a cluster of flowers - anemones, he thinks - taken with 
the digital camera she got him for his birthday. He hears her throw 
her jacket onto the table, buttons clattering on the wood, and he 
drags the mouse too far, saturating the photo until it is an unsightly 
gray. He presses “undo”. Hears the fridge open.
 “You’re out of milk again,” she says, avoiding the question. 
Her voice sounds strained, tired. He wonders if there are circles 
under her eyes. He can picture her without looking up, can see the 
tangles in her dark hair, the leftover stain of lipstick on the corners 
of her mouth. There is a long hesitation. “I just wanted some god-
damn cereal.” He hears the fridge slam shut. He still doesn’t look 
at her.
 “There’s five dollars in my wallet and a convenience store 
around the corner, if you’d like.”
 “No,” she says shortly, “I’m tired.” 
 “Take a nap,” he suggests. 
 “Do you have hot water?” A beat. “For a shower.” 
 “Yes.” He pauses. “Your things are all here, from last time. 
Under the sink.” 
 She sighs, and he imagines watching the tension leave her 
shoulders. “Okay,” she says, padding towards the bathroom in the 
hallway. When the lock clicks, he finally chances a glance at the 
door, listening for the shower to turn on. When it does, he returns to 
his work.

*

 Most of his memories with her are disjointed, fragments of 
people and places and feelings that are too blurred to take hold 
of. She is always sharp, though, the way her nose tips upwards at 
the end, the spark of red on her mouth. The way her lip curls into a 
smirk when he offers her a cigarette, the way she forms the words, 
“You trying to kill me?” before taking one between her lithe fingers, 
nails painted black, never chipped. 
 Later, there are other things that sharpen; the circles under 
her eyes, the splitting ends of her hair, the way her hands shake 
when she hasn’t smoked in a while. Her voice, words biting, peeling 



fresh wounds in his skin, letting them fester. 
 Her absence is sharp, too, needling into the left side of his 
chest when he reaches for her in his bed to find the sheets wrin-
kled and without her.

*

 They met at a church function over a year ago; the mem-
bers were having a dinner and his girlfriend of the time insisted 
that he go. While she spoke to the preacher, to the churchgoers 
living their lives for a different purpose than him, he lingered in the 
corner of the lobby, sipping on a glass of cider and wishing for 
wine. 
 “Have you accepted Jesus Christ as your Lord and Sav-
ior?” 
 He jerked, cocked a brow at the woman in front of him. 
She was dressed in red, lips stained with it. When she smiled, she 
had a pink splotch on her tooth were her lipstick touched and went 
undetected.
 “Er, no,” he responded, “I mean. Yes. Sort of.” He remem-
bers circling his wrist, making his drink spin, sloshing against the 
sides. Remembers the way her eyes lit up when she didn’t get a 
proper answer, like she had been waiting for the challenge all day. 
 “Which is it, brooding man in the corner?” 
 He had laughed at that, but when he thinks about it now, he 
isn’t sure why. He smiled at her, tipped his head nearer to her, the 
smell of her perfume guiding him there. “I did when I was six,” he 
admitted, “but I’m not too sure anymore.” (He has never been sure 
of why. He has seen the beauty in this world, the good more than 
the bad, has seen her naked body in his bed, face haloed by her 
hair, and he couldn’t tell you why if he tried.) 
 “Well, good,” she said, and left it. “Do you smoke?” 
 He hadn’t, then, but he found himself nodding, anyways. 
The first breath of smoke had left him spluttering, his lungs burning 
beneath his ribcage, under the skin stretched over bone, reddening 
from embarrassment. She had laughed so loudly that he swore 
his ears rang, that his heart seized up in something akin to fear. 
(He realizes, now, what that feeling had been. Even then, he knew 
something much more frightening than being afraid.) 
 “Liar,” she’d said, hardly suppressing her grin. When she’d 



taken a drag, she let the smoke rest in her mouth for a moment 
before releasing it; it curled upwards, catching in her eyelashes, in 
the strands of hair blown astray by the breeze, and he’d wanted a 
picture of her, had wanted to carry the moment with him, keep her 
folded into a square and tucked into his wallet so she would stay.
 “Made me waste a whole cigarette,” she’d added after a 
silence, giving him a sly look. 
 He’d taken another drag, partially to spite her, but there 
was also the way her voice had sounded -playful, daring him to 
press the Marlboro between his lips again and let it burn. After the 
fourth or fifth time, the smoke had felt smooth, coiling in his throat, 
familiarizing itself with his tongue.
 “There you go,” she’d murmured, stubbing hers out on the 
side of the church building, “Something you can’t get rid of.” 
 (He remembers finding that lovely in the most twisted 
sense, remembers wanting to press her to the cross and nail 
her wrists so that he could be saved. Instead, he’d asked for a 
photograph. She’d looked at him from under her eyelashes, eyes 
clouded and gray like cigarette smoke, and lifted her ruby lips into 
a smile, the stain on her tooth faded. He’d taken out his phone, 
snapped the picture, and put it back into his pocket without look-
ing at it.) 

*

 The photo, however blurry, is pressed between the pages 
of an old book, hiding somewhere in the shelves of his apartment. 
Sometimes, when she isn’t there, he will search for her in the 
crevices of his home, find her crumpled and faded and still brighter 
than ever. He’s considered reprinting the picture a few times, keep-
ing versions of it in the pockets of his jacket, tucked under his 
pillow, but decides each time that one copy is enough and some-
times too much when she is there.

*

 When the water shuts off, the apartment is silent aside 
from the clicking of his mouse, the shuffle of her things in the 
cabinet when she reaches in to get a clean towel. He imagines her 
bent in half, the knobs of her spine pressed tight to her skin, water 



dripping from the backs of her thighs, rolling down her legs and 
pooling at her feet when she straightens. Then he sees himself, 
meeting her gaze in the mirror before tiptoeing forward, press-
ing his lips to the juncture of her neck and shoulder, too softly to 
bruise.
 He imagines because he doesn’t dare take, doesn’t en-
croach the space she so desperately needs. He can feel her dis-
tance herself each time she steps into his crumbling home, each 
time she pushes her fingers into his arms so tightly she breaks 
skin, each time she opens the fridge and he doesn’t have a fuck-
ing carton of milk because it goes bad before he finishes it every 
single time.
 She opens the door to the bathroom, wrapped in a towel 
and nothing else, and only then does he look at her, lets his gaze 
linger on her lips, no longer reddened by gloss, no longer stained 
with the taste of smoke and wine. She is clean; baptized for him, 
new again. 
 “Can I borrow some of your clothes?” She asks. 
 “Sure.” 
 She disappears into the bedroom.

*

  She had been keeping things in his apartment for a while, 
had started with a scrunchy here, a shirt there, and gradually 
became more meaningful: an extra pair of shoes, a bathrobe that 
she claimed to have a duplicate of at home, a bright red tooth-
brush that found its place next to his blue one. She had clothes 
littered over his floors, stuffed haphazardly into the drawers of his 
dresser, mixing what was hers and what was his. She bought take-
out before she showed, kept the leftovers in his fridge to have for 
lunch the next day.
 Now, there are merely traces of her in his home; her things 
are pushed under the sink, her clothes tucked into the bottom 
drawer that remained empty until she arrived. She takes bits and 
pieces of herself whenever she leaves, grabs a dvd she’s left or 
takes another shirt home, saying she’s missed it. She rarely stays 
longer than a night, and there are times he blinks awake before 
the sun rises and she’s already gone, her side of the bed still 
warm.



 When this happens, he picks up his camera, snaps a pic-
ture of the empty space, and counts the days until it is filled again.

*

 The second time he met her, he met her husband, too. 
She stopped when she saw him, the diamond ring on her left hand 
reflecting the lights of the ceiling onto her red dress as she lift-
ed it in a wave. “I know you,” she said, her strawberry lips curving 
upwards, gray eyes twinkling.
 “Small world,” he’d said with a tight smile, eyeing the band 
on her ring finger, wondering if he’d merely missed it before.
 “We should catch up,” she told him, turning to her husband 
and murmuring something into his ear before distancing herself, 
nodding towards the door. Her husband did not follow them out.
 “I owe you a cigarette,” is the first thing he’d said when 
they were alone. 
 She looked delighted when he pulled a half-empty pack 
from his pocket, shaking one out and pressing it into her palm 
before taking one for himself. She pushed it between her lips and 
he lit it for her, with his own lighter, smoke billowing from the tip, 
sticky sweet. 
 “Lights?” She’d asked, blowing smoke through her nose. He 
nodded, curving his palm around the end of his cigarette as he lit 
it. It took a couple of tries, nearly stole his breath when he man-
aged it. “Pussy.” She’d grinned around the word. “Get something 
that can do some real damage next time.” 
 (He remembers thinking she’d done him enough damage. 
The photo of her had still been saved to his phone, then, and he’d 
look at it, sometimes, when he was riding the subway to work, 
when he was stopped in line at the grocery store, when he sat in a 
waiting room, just to see her face and think: stay. When he bought 
his first pack of cigarettes, he thought of the smoke coiling around 
her, haloing her face, and thought: hallelujah, hallelujah.)
 “Yeah,” he’d said, “Well.” 
 He finished his before she hers, pressed the end into the 
ashtray by the door of the restaurant, fingers already itching for 
another. He remembers her smoking languidly, euphorically, eyes 
closing with each drag.
 “I haven’t smoked in a while,” she’d told him eventually, 



staring out at the cars in the parking lot.
 He’d smoked everyday since, remembers getting accus-
tomed to it, wondering what it would taste like on her lips, stuck 
to her skin. He’d shrugged, then, muttering, “I’ve had that pack for 
weeks.” 
 “Do you still have that picture of me?” She asked. 
 “Yes.” 
 “Did you want my name?” She looked at him from under 
her lashes, tongue darting out to taste the lipstick stained on her 
mouth.
 “Not yet,” he’d said. Instead, he wanted to press prayers 
underneath her ribcage with the tips of his fingers, to spread her 
out and trace every freckle on her skin to find a flaw, to write 
scriptures about her and tape them to his empty walls as some-
thing to live by. Wanted to know her before her name.
 “Well,” she responded, searching for something in her 
purse, “At least have my number.” 

*

 She never mentions her husband after that, never calls 
him when she’s in the apartment, never whispers his name in their 
burning moments there, not once. She never wears the ring, either, 
and he wonders if she wears it anywhere at all, if she slips it off 
after kissing her husband goodbye in the morning and slips it back 
on when she comes home, smelling like someone else, painted 
with love bites and cigarette smoke.

*

 He startles when the bedroom door opens and she emerg-
es in a pair of her own leggings and one of his t-shirts, colored red 
with the collar stretched out. Her hair is wet and pushed onto one 
shoulder, a dark patch forming there. He sucks in a breath, releas-
es it, ribcage heightening and lowering. Movement. (Move forward. 
Move on. Move me.)
 “Morning,” he greets softly, closing his laptop, removing his 
hand from the wireless mouse.
 “I was out of shampoo. I used yours.” She wrings her hands 
together. “I - ” she says, and then stops. He swallows. Stands up, 



comes nearer to her, stops before he close enough to touch. She 
smells like him. She’s never smelled like him before, always some-
one else. 
 “I didn’t think you’d come back this time,” he tells her. 
 She looks him dead in the eye. “I didn’t think I would, either.” 
She drops her gaze, realizing how harsh she has become. “I was 
- going to get the rest of my things. I can’t do this. It’s too - ” she 
sucks in a sharp breath, rubbing her temples as though she has a 
migraine, “Fuck, it’s too much. Too fucking much.” Her hands are 
shaking. He wants to reach out, settle her. He doesn’t dare.
 “Okay,” he says, because he’d been expecting this. His 
gut has been twisting with it, threatening to barrel his emotions up 
and out of his throat until he is left spitting up pieces of himself, 
splattered red with blood, the same color as her lips. He closes his 
eyes. Opens them and reaches for his camera, securing it around 
his neck with its strap. He grabs a pack of cigarettes - Menthols, 
now, so it’ll burn - and holds them up. “One more,” he says, and 
she nods.
 They push open the sliding doors and step out onto the 
balcony, mere footsteps away from thin air, and he shakes two 
from the pack, handing one to her, their fingertips brushing against 
each others’ as though they’re searching. She lights her own, this 
time, and then lights his by pressing forward and holding him still 
by the chin while the flame flickers. 
 “Pretty shitty day,” she muses after they’ve settled, staring 
at the gray clouds hanging low over the city. He nods his agree-
ment, fiddling with the top of his camera without looking at it, more 
as a form of comfort than intention. “Hope it doesn’t rain.” 
 He hopes it does. Hopes it washes the sin right off of them. 
 “Yeah,” he agrees, holding the cigarette between his lips.
 “What are you going to do when I’m gone?” She asks while 
they avoid each others’ gazes.
 “What I usually do when you’re gone,” he responds. He 
looks at his hands, hoists the camera to his face, turning it on to 
adjust the settings. 
 Her lips quirk upwards. “Which is what?” 
 “Count the days until you come back.” He adjusts the focus 
and lighting. The ghost of a smile falls from her face. 
 “I’m not coming back,” she says. “Not this time.” 
 “Then I’ll count the days you’re not here,” he says, lifting 



his gaze to meet hers. He turns the camera away from her, takes 
a picture of the skyline, testing. He fiddles with the knob again, 
unsatisfied.
 “That’ll be a lot of days, then,” she tells him while he turns 
on the flash, takes a shot of his feet, and turns it off again once 
he looks at the crudely lit result. 
 “Maybe,” he hums. He lifts a hand to free his lips of the 
cigarette, tapping out the ashes over the ledge, before replacing it. 
He changes another setting, takes a photo, and stops fiddling with 
it. “Can I take a picture of you?” He asks. 
 She thinks for a moment, then shrugs. “Sure.” She looks 
into the lens, cigarette dangling loosely between her fingers next 
to her face, and doesn’t smile. He snaps the picture, then turns off 
the camera without looking at it. 
 “Thanks,” he says, throwing the remains of his Marlboro 
over the edge of the railing, knowing somewhere in its descent, it 
will crash and burn. 

*

 When she goes, she takes one suitcase and does not 
leave anything but her cigarettes behind. (She tells him she’s trying 
to quit, places the pack onto the counter. He leaves them there for 
a long time, for days, weeks, months - thinking she’ll want them, 
that she’ll come back, rise from the dead and save him from his 
sins, but she never comes. He eventually throws them away, think-
ing maybe he should quit, too.) He presses a kiss to the corner of 
her mouth, where her lips are no longer stained red, and longs for 
her when she disappears. 
 He prints the picture some days later, brings it back home 
and stares at it. Stares at the circles under her eyes, dulled from 
self-pity and loathing, the blue veins running through her skin, his 
shirt - too big on her - making her shapeless and ugly, the way her 
hair - still drying - frizzes in the cold, and most notably, her lips 
- unpainted, a blurred petal-pink instead of sharp red, unfamiliar - 
pressed into a frown, cold. Still, she is lovely. Bright even when she 
is fading.
 He lifts the picture, and goes to his bedroom, shuffling 
through the bedside table until he finds what he’s looking for.
 The Holy Bible is old, worn at the edged and frayed like an 



aged quilt. He runs his fingers over its spine, the golden lettering 
on the cover, and turns it over in his hands; from the photo, she 
watches him, smoke curling, obscuring parts of her face. When he 
opens the book to place this photo inside, the old one falls out, 
fluttering onto the floor, settling. 

Chad Woody



Snowflake
Mark Brewer

A shield of light blocks me 
from seeing the snow 
fall from the sky and 
land in my beard.  

As it lands, I don’t know 
exactly how, but it 
reminds me of you.  

The way the snow drips 
from the fence 
onto the ground 
and down the street 
because the surface 
is too warm to 
let the snow stick 
reminds me of you.  

“Micro Ice” - Court land Walters



I think, maybe, of 
you as the snowflakes 
- so delicate and pure – 
falling to earth 
from the heavens 
and me as the surface 
– too warm with affection.  

I melted something 
so white, snow white, 
that you dripped down 
through my fence 
to the stream 
down the lonely street 
of my past.  

The wetness chills me 
straight to my core 
as if I did not have skin.  

My endless regrets 
are whispered each time 

the wind stirs...

Trent Sizemore



Stars and Blue Eyes
Anna Sher r in

     Walking down the hall, he happened to glance to his right. What 
he saw stopped him cold. He felt sick to behold someone so young, 
so alive, lying in that bed. Their eyes met and he knew he must talk 
to her, needed to talk to her.
     Stepping timidly through the door, he looked about the room. Ev-
erything was neat, pristine, and stifling; from the thick tan curtains to 
the white walls, covered with their many buttons, knobs, and lights. 
Yet there, beaming up at him was the very meaning of life. He felt 
drawn to her forcefully, perhaps by the beautiful blue eyes. Gently, 
as if he were the one in the bed, the child took his hand in both of 
hers as he knelt, pressing it with a look of earnest joy.
“Thank you for coming to see me! I knew you would come. They told 
me, and you look so much nicer in person.”
“Who told you that I was coming?”
“I do not know but they did all the same.”
     And with this statement she paused, and for a moment seemed 
to lose herself; her eyes wandered over the room, as if seeing it for 
the first, or last, time. Then she started horribly, shook herself, and 
smiled at him; smiled, as if the most beautiful sensation in the world 
had come over her.

“Mi lky Way” - Trent Sizemore



 “What’s your name?”
 “August. August Delfort.”
 “I am Selah.”
     Another pause. Suddenly, his hands were grasped even tighter 
and she whispered:
“Do you think that you can see the stars from Heaven?”
     This startled Delfort, but he tried to answer.
 “I don’t suppose that you can see the stars from Heaven. At 
least not these stars.”
“Why not?”
“Because, little one, they are ‘this-worldly’. They are not magnificent 
enough to be seen there. You know, like in a grand house. You may 
see nice things in an ordinary house, but the best things, the beauti-
ful ones, though quite similar, are found in the grand houses.”
 “Oh, oh, I did so wish that one might! I would hate so dear-
ly to be parted from them, we have been friends for such a terri-
ble-long time. They seem so lonely that I always like to stay up and 
speak with them.”
 “With whom, child?”
 “Why the stars of course! They tell me the most wonderful, 
lovely stories! You have heard a star story, have you not?”
 “No, I have not.”
 “Oh dear you cannot understand then, and I thought that you 
of all people might. You are the one they sent after all. But I can fix 
that; I shall tell you someday when you come home.”
 “Whose home?”
 “Whose home? Why ours, of course! For a grownup you ask 
a terrible lot of questions! I did suppose that grownups knew more 
about things like this. The important ones I mean.”
“What do you call important?”
     The child’s eyes widened, tears stood in them, and she looked 
like she had just heard the saddest thing in the world. She gently 
squeezed his hand once more.
 “I suppose, sir, important things are the ones that make you 
laugh, and play, and do everything that is more living than the rest 
of life. Like planting flowers, or running, and baking with your mother. 
And the ‘importants’ are the best things because they make you 
yourself! The silly things that grownups talk about; bills, politics, and 
athletic teams, they all amount to rot in the end! You see Mr. Delfort, 
important things are what you want to take with you-like stars.”
When Delfort finally left the room he went straight to the nurses’ 



station.
 “Who does the little girl in 302 belong to?”
 “The girl in 302 is an orphan. Little Selah came to us by the 
people  at the church.”
 “Why is she here? What ails her?”
 “I am sorry. We are not sure where the sickness lies, but we 
have tried everything!”
 “Is she will is she going to die?”
 “Yes sir. We believe she will die.”

     The next week came rushing on bright and sunny. The people 
down in the streets rushed back and forth, unawares that a few 
stories above them in the hospital, in the doorway of room 302, a 
man was crying.
     He cried for the bright blue eyes, for the lovely child who had 
touched his heart, so long it lay cold and grey. But mostly, he cried 
because it took the death of a little girl to make him stop and 
breath, really breath in, for the first time in years.
     That night, August rode a train out into the countryside. Lying on 
his back in the wet grass, for the first time in years, August Delfort 
looked at the stars and smiled.

Roman Mart in



Concealed Wounds
Rebecca Fordyce

 There was an uneven anticipation in the air that reflected 
Grace’s mood. She stared at the
sunset rolling over the mountains as a cool Georgia fall breeze 
kissed her cheek. For a moment, she thought it was Tommy; a weak 
smile spread across her worn face. It seemed he could always 
bring her joy, even in tough times. A feeling of contentment washed 
over her, but it was a false satisfaction. She sat on the porch, 
sensitive to the rising and falling of her slippers as her body moved 
with the rocking chair. She slowly gripped the armrests, watching her 
translucent skin stretch over her hands. The scars became visible, 
like buried treasure hidden behind a trap door. A sudden creak from 
behind startled her and gave way to Nurse Peggy’s sugary voice,
Miss Grace, it’s dinnertime. You don’t want to miss it again... Meat-
loaf tonight. It’s your favorite.
 Grace snapped her hands on to her lap, covering them with 
her afghan. Peggy’s voice might as well have been cold and hard as 
the floorboards under Grace’s feet; it would make it easier to keep 
her secret buried.
Meatloaf wasn’t her favorite, but it was the only thing she would 
eat, so Peggy and every other unfortunate soul at this place just 

“Spider” - Roman Mart in



assumed. Grace hated meatloaf, but Tommy loved it; mushing the 
cold meat with onions and other foul things made her hands hurt, 
but pleasing her husband was hard to do and food made him happy; 
happy and occupied. Only for a short time though. He would sit 
across from her as the lamp above the dining room table swung 
lightly, casting shadows on the dark walls around them. Tommy 
shoveled each meat-filled bit in his mouth.
 Good dinner, honey, he said absently between bites, as if it 
was the required husband response.
 Thank you, Grace smiled, running her hand through her silky 
blonde hair. It was long, almost to her waist; she spent hours curling 
each strand to perfection. Tommy liked it that way. Tommy was . . . 
particular.
 One night, her hair had taken too long to curl, she forgot the 
onions, and she had to run to the store. Her routine was not right! 
The meatloaf would be late. Tommy came home at five. What a 
shitty day. He slammed his bag on the counter and spun the wooden 
chair around, generating a squeak that made Grace jump softly.
 He sat at the table, waiting. She could see his shoulders rise 
and fall with breath.
 It’s meatloaf night, right? He muttered gruffly.
 Yes. A sound in the back of her throat, barely audible.
 What?
 Yes, it’s meatloaf night, she stammered.
 Well, why isn’t there a plate in front of me?
 Grace backed up sliding her stocking feet across the hard 
floor. Tommy slung his head to one side and groaned loudly.
Hmmm? He placed his hands on the table, pushing up and kicking 
his chair behind him so it bounced onto the floor.
 Grace continued to slide as Tommy sauntered forward with 
his arms crossed in front of his muscled chest. Suddenly, her back 
hit the oven handle. Her husband continued forward until he was 
towering over her. She padded the counter with her hands, grasp-
ing for something as her body slid to the floor. Her fumbling hand 
reached for the pot of boiling potatoes just as Tommy pinned her 
wrist to the counter. He enveloped her like a cold and unforgiving 
wave of ocean water. The pot slipped from her hands and splashed 
scorching water on her already worn wrists.

 Grace’s skin seared with pain, but his calloused hand muf-
fled her screams as the pot came crashing down on her blonde 



curls. Her mind went blank.
 The next morning, light streamed through her bedroom win-
dow illuminating the sheet wrapped around her and the bloody towel 
wrapped equally as tight around her hand. She felt a scream in her 
throat, but her sandpaper mouth couldn’t express it. A tear slithered 
down her cheek, her eyes blurred with sadness. When she opened 
them, Tommy was standing above her with white roses, a faint smile 
on his face. He reached toward her as Grace inched back in fear. 
His calloused hand caressed her swollen face, wet with tears.
Good morning, sweetheart. I love you, he whispered.

“Beauty” - Jamie Kel ley



You were trust, warm
as the summer sun.
Darkening.

Something blooming closed inside
you, silence
at the touch of night
I held locked in my mouth. A kiss;

 then winter had come.

Driving on dirt roads
I see small ash trees
who grew in the smile of last spring

stripped bare
and begging underneath

a rupture of grey.

Winter Trust
Mason Mi tcham

“Early Morning Mist” - Court land Walters



We recite promises
in the confines of the tight twin
bed, lies and i love you
like snakes coiled
into bonds of trust
with our backs
turned against each other.

Acorns have fallen overnight
smashed beneath bootheels
across winding autumn sidewalks. They say:
this winter will kill us all
who are not
already dead.

Chad Woody



Write me a letter, dear-
may I call you dear?

Write me a letter,
please. I want to
see your writing.
I want to feel the

brush strokes of
your pencil, I want
to turn my fingertips
silver touching your

words. Silver like
the Milky Way, silver
like the spot in your
eye you’ve had since

Write Me a Letter
Heather  Poo le

Court land Walters



your birth. I want to
trace your signature,
memorize your name
with my hands, know

it so well that I don’t
have to move my lips
to call out to you. I
want you to hear me.

I want you to wake
from a dream of some-
one else to my silent
voice, calling out for your

touch. I want you to
hear me need you.
Write me a letter dear.
May I call you dear?

Court land Walters



She took me everywhere. Once upon a time. The sweetest little girl. 
Pigtails in pink ribbons. I got a bow sometimes. The string off her fraying 
jacket, the bit of shoelace that finally quit holding on. It didn’t stay on my 
head to her liking. With a furrowed brow and a pouty lip she tied it around 
my neck, or around my arm, or my belly. She was the sweetest girl. We saw 
the world together. All of the house, and school, and store, and the bus. 
We even went to Disney once. I’d never seen a room so brightly colored 
as that hotel. She came back with a princess dress. Just like her story 
book. She was so happy. She grew up though.  Little girls with pink ribbons 
pigtails do that. They grow up. They forget you. She cut her hair and dyed 
it. She started using makeup and girlfriends and eventually boys. Instead 
of stickers we both could wear, she stuck metal into her ears. She didn’t 
have time for me. She’d forgotten.  I lived a long time in a box. It was a 
nice enough box. Wooden and filled with things. Old trophies and blankets 
and pictures. And me. She opened the box a few days ago. Her hair is 
long again. I like it better. She has a daughter. A little girl with blue ribbon 
pigtails. She takes me everywhere.

Theodore
Ash ley Loyd

“Family Disconnect ion”
Al l ison Burnham



Looking ‘round for nothingness,
‘Tis no where to be found 

Searching ‘round for nothingness, 
It’s probably out of town

Nothingness leaves no traces
Cannot be found in many places

Nothingness knows no faces, 
Cannot be seen for miles around

Listen to the nothingness, 
Nothingness makes never a sound

Nothingness is on no map, 
Cannot be boxed and given in wrap

Nothingness can be obtained, 
But first the mind must be trained

People search for nothingness 
For life is such a busy mess

“Fami ly Disconnect ion”
Al l ison Burnham

Looking for Nothingness
Alexander  Founta in

Trent Sizemore



Jeri lyn Cather ine

Camden Goddard Steven Brewer



Grace Patterson



Fingertips, Pages.
Connect.
A subtle coolness.
Slight pressure.
Blood shifts,
         rises.
warmth?
Circular motions
motions
motions
Friction
Heat
Dry.
Almost smooth,
Interesting.
Sound. Soft sound
A breeze–No
 Shhhhh,
Shhhhh,
Shhhhh,
Waves? No.
Silence. 
Separation.
Encompassing air.
Vulnerable
Connect!
Fingertips, Pages.

Finger t ips
Ky le Huneycut t



 Anti-Social Personality Disorder is a mental health con-
dition in which a person has a long-term pattern of manipulat-
ing, exploiting, or violating the rights of others. This behavior is 
often criminal.
 Blake leaned back in his chair, staring at the screen. 
It wasn’t that this was new information. It wasn’t even news to 
him. No, it was more the fact that he had looked it up and that 
he seemed to finally understand where he fit in the definition. 
 Water dripped onto the desk and he ignored it without 
thought. His mind was far too preoccupied to deal with some-
thing as mundane as bathwater from his clean hair. It was 
clean water anyway. Besides, the desk was ancient, one more 
drop of water damage wouldn’t even show amongst the stains 
and the scratches and the dents and the dings. 
The causes of antisocial personality disorder are unknown. 
Genetic factors and child abuse are believed to contribute to 
the development of this condition. People with an antisocial 
or alcoholic parent are at increased risk. Far more men than 
women are affected. The condition is common in people who 
are in prison.
 He should probably count himself lucky. There was no 
history of child abuse in his family and he’d never been to pris-
on. Yet. He might go soon. 

Humanity
Ash ley Loyd

Kyle Huneycutt



 Blake looked down at his hands. They were manly 
enough, long thin fingers perhaps but broad palms and short 
nails. All in all, they were perfectly average hands for a man of 
29, that is, if you could ignore the blood under his nails.
 “We need a nail brush. Something to get underneath 
them.”
 He shrugged, going back to his article. The blood could 
wait. No one would notice for at least a few hours that the 
formerly drunk, man was dead. It was a few mere hours that 
Blake could spend reading and wooing Courtney prior to likely 
being incarcerated. Rather, prior to being called in for ques-
tioning, detained for the customary 24 hours then released for 
lack of evidence. Perhaps more than a few hours. Perhaps 
he had his whole life left to ignore the blood. He’d been very 
careful after all.
Fire-setting and cruelty to animals during childhood are linked 
to the development of antisocial personality.
 That was interesting but it didn’t really apply. Fire was.. 
pointless. There were much more efficient forms of heating in 
the modern wold and more innovative ways to cook. Fire-set-
ting was just silliness. And, aside from the drunk man who 
would no longer be a bother to anyone, he’d never hurt a soul, 
much less an animal. Not unless you counted that unfortunate 
boy back in kindergarten. 
 Kindergarteners are like animals. They are loud, hyper-
active, pointless little nuisances that many people feel need-
lessly attracted to. 
 He never did like children much. Even when he was 
child he found them... annoying. More than annoying really. It 
would be more accurate to say children were completely and 
totally, all encompassing profoundly torturous to deal with. 
“I want to play wit dat.” Some small boy was saying. Stomping 
his foot and making his golden curls bounce.
Blake blinked, his big dark eyes void of true emotion. He didn’t 
like it. This... place. School. He knew too much for them here. 
He liked books. He liked documentaries. He didn’t like stupid 
curly haired boys who stomped their feet at him.



 “No.” He turned away, going back to bouncing the ball 
softly against the concrete.
 More foot stomping. “Pleeeeeeease?”
 “No.”
 “It’s mah turn!”
 “You want it?”
 The boy nodded. More bouncing curls. 
 He didn’t hate the boy. It was just... curious. The boy 
wanted the ball. Blake did not want to give up the ball. The 
boy thought he could have the ball. Fine. He could.
Blake threw it as hard as he could at the tubby little boy’s 
face. It bounced off the same as it did when bounced on the 
ground. The other boy had a red mark on his face now. And 
tears. Tears were filling his eyes. Why? It didn’t hurt. 
The boy fell to the ground, sobbing. Why? There was no rea-
son for that. It was a rubber ball. 
 “Stop it.”
 The boy didn’t stop.
 “I said stop it.”
 He wouldn’t stop. Why was he so loud? There was no 
point in it.
 “Stop. It.”
 Blake didn’t think about it. He wanted the crying to stop. 
He wanted the ball back but it had bounced away. He wanted 
to know what would happen to all those silly little curls if he 
kicked the boy in the face. He wanted the crying to STOP.
So he lifted his foot to stop it.
A person with antisocial personality disorder may:
 •   Be able to act witty and charming
 •   Be good at flattery and manipulating other 
       people’s emotions
 •   Break the law repeatedly
 •   Disregard the safety of self and others
 •   Have problems with substance abuse
 •   Lie, steal, and fight often
 •   Not show guilt or remorse
 •   Often be angry or arrogant



 There was nothing wrong with him. Not really. He had 
never broken the law until tonight. He had no substance 
abuse problems. He was courteous. He was kind. He was a 
heartbreaker in school. He was rising up the corporate ladder 
quickly because of his infectious smile. He was witty and cun-
ning and smart. People liked him.
 Blake couldn’t actually see why they liked him so much. 
He was a constant liar. There was not a second of the day 
that he wasn’t, in some way, lying through his teeth.
 They probably liked him because they didn’t know that. 
No one seemed to notice how very... fake he was.  He didn’t 
care about all those... things. New shoes they bought. The 
summer they had. The child they were raising. The husband 
they were divorcing. Blah blah blah. Did they have a point to 
make?
 Not usually. No. Usually these incessant people just 
want to talk to him. Over and over again. And he’d ‘hm’ in all 
the right places and ‘I’m so sorry’ with perfect timing and 
they would keep talking. And talking. And for fuck’s sake he 
doesn’t CARE that you’re being fired from the only job you’ve 
ever managed to hold, perhaps if you weren’t having coitus 
with the daughter of the company president you wouldn’t be in 
this mess. No he DOESN’T care that you’re getting married; in 
fact, he’d bet on your divorce if others would join the pool. 
 It was all so... silly. Nonsensical to a fault. 
Like other personality disorders, antisocial personality disor-
der is diagnosed based on a psychological evaluation and the 
history and severity of symptoms.
 “Blakey...Blake you look at me.”
 He looked away from the window, staring his daddy in 
the eye. Daddy had come to get him from school. The teacher 
hadn’t liked that the little blonde boy, Jimmy apparently, had 
been kicked in the face. Twice.
 “Why did you kick Jim?”
 Blake shrugged. His hair was a mess. Again. Always. He 
didn’t know why his mommy tried to slick it down. He could see 
in the reflection of Daddy’s glasses that it was a mess again.



 “Blakey. You answer me. Why did you kick him?”
 “I wanted to. He was loud and stupid.”
 Daddy looked... weird. He’d never seen that look before.
 “Daddy, why is your face all... different?”
 His face smoothed back out. All the little creases gone 
again. He was surprised.
 “What do you mean Blakey?”
 Blake shrugged.
 “Your face was all...scrunched up. Why?”
 “I...I was concerned. That’s a look of concern Blakey.”
 “Oh.” He looked back out his window. Concern. That 
was an odd little word. “Miss Holly’s face wasn’t like that. Hers 
was less scrunchy.”
 “Really... and what about when Miss Holly’s mad? Does 
her face look like mine when she’s mad?”
 Blake shook his head, still staring out the window.
 “No. But it has all the same lines in her eyebrows. So I 
know when she’s mad.”
 His daddy sighed softly and gripped the steering wheel 
tighter.
 “Blakey...what does your face look like when you’re 
mad?”
 He looked back to Daddy. It was a silly question really.
 “I don’t know. I’ve never seen it.”
 “But you know what it feels like when you’re mad, don’t 
you?”
 “M-hm.”
 “And you can tell when others are mad?”
 “M-hm.”
 “And you know why?”
 “Sometimes. Sometimes they just get all scrunchy-
faced for no reason. Like The curly boy. He was mad. He kept 
stomping his feet. But I don’t know why. And then he cried. And 
he wasn’t hurt. Then he didn’t stop. So I stopped him.”
 Daddy was quiet for a long time, just staring off down 
the road.
 “Blake. I asked you three questions. Did you lie for any 



of them?”
 “M-hm.”
 “Which one?”
 “I don’t know what mad is supposed to feel like. I just 
know that sometimes I’m supposed to be mad. So I am. And 
sometimes I see the scrunchy faces and I know they are mad 
but I don’t care. They can be mad. Or sad. Or happy. And I 
don’t care and I only know what they are because they look 
like you or Mommy. Sometimes faces do silly things... And I 
don’t understand why.”
 Blake’s father, for all actuality, was a good man. A 
good honest man with an honest psychiatry practice. He could 
diagnose most things and for most things he even had a con-
venient cure. The one thing he never seemed happy with, the 
one thing he was never sure he’d fixed, was his son.
 It was a shame really. Blake understood how much 
fixing him would have meant to his father. He honestly tried to 
get better, if only so that his father would stop bothering him 
about it and his mother would stop bursting into tears. It was 
all very obnoxious.



Things are clouds
Kinsey Wade
you walk through one
and all that lingers
is a bead
clinging to your cheekbone
which soon dissipates
from the heat of your face,
like dew in the night
by morning, air
 
they pierce you with indifference
their grasp addicting,
leaving no room
for a wild escape
from everything
you are told everything is
 
and at the end,
the end of it all
like how clouds are something
and nothing at the same time,
your cold hands
will be clasping onto something.
but it’s nothing,
nothing but dust—
dust in dust 

Chad Woody



I used to sit on his bony knees
So we could see eye-to-eye
He would share his old ghost stories 
And a glass of buttermilk and cornbread
As I fingered around his breast-pocket
For my favorite toy
 
I know now his only use for it
Was to recite to me old-timey rhymes and reasons
As I soaked in his words with my eyes.
He told me to always face myself
But I could never face myself
Without making them
 
He sputtered with tired lungs
In a tongue I could hardly decipher,
“Child, your face’ll stay like that forever.”

The Mi lkman
Kinsey Wade

“NHS” - Pedro Padi l la



As I broke my gaze from my own,
He spoke with blue eyes ablaze—             
Beaming angelically and violent the same,
The only thing about him that appeared alive
 
He told me to never cast my eyes downward
 
One unlucky day which greeted the rest,
My eyes followed it all the way down
To the strained hard-wood floor
And I saw my distorted pools of eyes
In all of the shattered fragments—
My fingers still dripping
From the sweating glass of sour milk
 
He began to know nothing but his bed
Which had a sinking imprint on the side,
Facing the open window
Overlooking the wild front yard.
And the only thing he wanted was
My cornbread and buttermilk
 
As I sat the shallow glass
Of stale bread and milk by his side
He wheezed hollowly
Said with his eyes something poetic
And then stopped on the seventh year
 
I crumpled down to the floor
Watching the glass of mushy bread sob
Onto the bed-side table, avoiding my reflection
Instead of watching my family’s gnarled faces
Thinking to myself
That all of this could have been avoided
If I would’ve told him years ago
That I never really liked cornbread and buttermilk



Sebast ian Baut ista



Diaspora
Lex i  Cosper
 “Gulnaz! Another,” said a croaking voice from the 
boxed in yard off of the main house. The television stand had 
been dragged out with the low table. A cushioned dais shifted 
and groaned under the weight of a heavy frame. Night blooms 
and carefully preserved orchids laid in ordered rows in the 
small garden. Strings of stars hung overhead and the distant 
whirl of a helicopter going on another surveillance circuit from 
the American bases sounded over the walls of the compound. 
The year is 2011. Everything is in more of a snared mess than 
it was before.
 “Mor,” is intoned after Gulnaz has passed the platter 
of sugared halwa and jelabi to the seated woman. At this 
point, the honorific Gulnaz mouths is lost on the plump woman 
confident in her role as head-of-house. The family compound 
centered on the words and ways of this balding crone that 
covered her face with lined dyes. A noxious smell of perfume 
coated the greasy rolls of fat hanging around her neck. The 
scent was there when she first took Gulnaz in a cautionary 
hold while welcoming her to the compound. Not an embrace – 
more likened to a vice or a headlock. This is all mine, the hold 
seemed to say. 
 She wears the funeral smells, Gulnaz had realized. The 

Christ ine Mayf ie ld & 
Shannon Weaver



stubbed fingers studded with cheap gemstones and tarnished 
gold would find any excuse to slap, pinch, or shake at the 
daughters or wives that fell under her purview. This, Gulnaz 
would come to know well in the years that followed, was the 
mor. 
 Gulnaz’s mother-in-law sat like a dowager enthroned 
on her beaded cushions in the here and now, wheezing with 
laughter over another grainy rerun of some televised drama 
scripted by the state as Gulnaz fidgeted near the stove. Plas-
tic scrounged from the trash heaps that slowly morphed into 
small mountains in the lane behind their low earthen walls has 
served as fuel. She can taste it in their bread. It is a synthetic 
taste that reminds her of burnt rubber and dead things. 
 A motorbike backfired in the alley a few roofs over; 
the loud whooping noise of young men follows. Gulnaz hud-
dled further into the folds of her kaftan and clutched a string 
of beads that hung coiled around a wrist. The iron of Sylvia’s 
cross had pressed an imprint into the flesh for years – secret. 
A memory of snow and colder winters in Toronto brought back 
a time when she and the neighborhood girl would romp around 
the massive drifts of flakey white. You could sit on one and let 
the thin crust of ice break, give way underneath your weight 
until you were submerged in the cool powder. Gulnaz could 
see Sylvia’s face peeking over the crumbling rim of white 
every time she willed her eyes closed – a smile that lasted 
years. 
 Gulnaz was born in the lee of winter in a land with tall, 
wispy spruces and pines. Canada was multicultural – she 
never knew the definitions of race or otherness until her family 
removed her from school at twelve and began homeschool-
ing her. Too radical, her father would say about the material 
taught. Everything was too radical for him short of what trans-
pired in their own culture. Gulnaz learned to take it in stride 
until the day she realized that she would be subjected to this 
too radical way of life. But she did not resist the marriage. It 
was a duty set before her. To fail in that respect was to be-
come the outcast. In her culture and secular family, there were 



no exits. Only dead ends. 
 Now all she had were trash heaps in place of snow 
drifts, cloying heat instead of the cool spring, dead prospects 
where there was hope of a university and possibly a career. 
Something with museums, she had dreamed as a young girl. 
Maybe live on the west coast with the ocean, she had dared 
to wonder aloud next to her elder sister at the bus stop a 
decade back. That was when her parents had stop scrutiniz-
ing her as a girl and started talks with other Afghani families 
cloistered within their neighborhood in the East End of Toronto. 
It was arranged between her family and his parents back 
home in Toronto. What wasn’t expected was for her to return 
to his home. It started out under the pretense of a short visit 
to the family compound in the outskirts of Kandahar – nothing 
major. Something they would spend maybe a week or two do-
ing. Then a month passed. He was offered a job at the univer-
sity. Much better than cab driving in Toronto and better paying, 
he had insisted. Then a month stretched into two, and three, 
and four, and five.
 The calls from her mother halted as soon as Gulnaz 
let the panic creep into her voice during their monitored con-
versations. She’d tried the Canadian consulate’s number and 
had been told it was a situation they could not intervene in. 
Another failed attempt at making contact with her birth coun-
try’s embassy in Kabul on an extended trip with her husband 
ended in a swollen eye and a broken nose she nursed under 
the cover of her niqab for weeks. The physical pain was noth-
ing. 
 The wives of her husband’s brothers would spit in her 
face if they knew the truth of what she plotted. They would 
parrot back stories of women’s broken bodies laden under 
the weight of the elder’s judgment or girls ruined by the erod-
ing fire of bottled acid pilfered from chemical closets at their 
husband’s or intended’s universities or jobs. 
 The futility of how powerless she was crippled her 
spirit. After the mor had waved her off with a dismissive flick 
of her fingers, Gulnaz scoured the last pots in the kitchen 



and had crept back to the small room allotted to her and her 
husband in the back of the home. He snored, oblivious to her 
quick movements as she took the cedar box from the dresser 
and pried the false bottom out. The sack secreted away in the 
bureau followed. 
 Gulnaz went out into the dim light of the tiled hall and 
shut the sounds and sight of her husband with a quiet click 
of the catch holding. The folded bills of foreign money were 
placed over her heart, the hand dipping to balance the notes 
over the rounded swell of a pregnant belly protruding through 
the folds of her thick kaftan. The time paced by on plodding 
feet. Each movement of the small hand cycling on the inscru-
table clock face moves closer to the hour. 
 The men she had hired to take her into Tajikistan will 
take her only as far as Dushanbe. She can find her way home 
from there. It is ingrained into the very knit of her design, the 
very soles of her feet. She would crawl home to snow, to the 
cold, to the prospects. For the baby.
 She had decided the week before when her husband 
had shook his head over the latest sonogram the shoddy, sto-
len equipment at the local clinic. A girl. Not a boy. 
 “Yes,” Gulnaz muttered to an empty hall. “This will be 
enough.” 

 Analysis:

 This piece was inspired by a similar retelling of events 
by my father, happenings that transpired during his time as a 
law enforcement official in the city of Kandahar, Afghanistan 
early this year. It is in part a creative testament to the struggle 
that all women oppressed by their culture in Afghanistan face, 
and the passive and active resistance some take to fight the 
stigma of their sex. I will be analyzing two aspects brought 
into this tale to illustrate the reality of the message I’m trying 
to convey with this creative narrative. 
To begin with my primary source, the award winning docu-
mentary Saving Face has won so many accolades due to its 



ability to bring viewers closer to the issue of violence towards 
women in Gulnaz’s position. In Pakistan, a London-based 
Pakistani surgeon goes back to his native country to perform 
reconstructive surgery on survivors of these “acid attacks”. 
As I attempted to convey through my narrative, these attacks 
occur frequently enough and mostly from the people closest 
to these survivors such as a husband, a fianc…, a father, or a 
brother. It is not so much about the act itself as it is the scars 
that result from it. Deformed and handicapped, these women 
will rarely find help outside of the family where the abuse has 
taken place. These women are forced to rely on their abusers 
because they have no other alternative. Those that do not 
merit the protection from their abusers or choose to leave the 
family have very slim chances of a good life beyond the home. 
Saving Face also tackles the issue of the media’s attention to 
these crimes and social injustices. The foundation known as 
Acid Survivors Foundation of Pakistan recorded nearly a hun-
dred attacks in the last year but underscored that number as 
inaccurate due to the lack of reporting (Obaid-Chinov). Much 
like rape, many victims will never come forward to confront 
their abusers due to the emotional toll and the cultural stigma 
that go hand-in-hand with the face of an acid attack survivor. 
Afghanistan shares a border with this country and has no de-
finable statistics of acid attacks due to the ramifications for 
the women that go “public” with their abuse. What I hoped to 
convey with my narrative was the same helplessness and fear 
that is a reality for Afghani women with nowhere to turn to.
Another source I used was an article found in the University of 
Toronto Quarterly which is titled “Helpless Maidens and Chiv-
alrous Knights: Afghan Women in the Canadian Press”. Yasmin 
Jiwani asserts that the Canadian media followed the Ameri-
can media’s lead in the post 9/11 coverage in a key way. Both 
the Canadian and American media portrayed Afghani women 
as “abject victims” in need of rescue by what she terms the 
“knights of civilization” (Jiwani). What this does to us as wit-
nesses skewers our true view of what “rescuing” a woman like 
Gulnaz would entail. Jiwani asserts that the difference be-



tween “free” women in countries like Lebanon or Yemen and 
“oppressed” women in Pakistan and Afghanistan all depends 
on who is in control of the political climate. In Afghanistan, the 
Taliban has enforced a strictly literal interpretation of Islam. 
With this perspective in mind, I sought to draw the very distinct 
line between what would really free Gulnaz from her posi-
tion. Jiwani assures the reader that the Taliban is so deeply 
entrenched in Afghani culture that it will be many decades 
before women truly achieve the level of freedom they’ve 
enjoyed under different regimes. Before the Taliban took a 
firm hold of the culture in Afghanistan, women experienced 
the highest rate of literacy but also experienced a higher rate 
of maternal death and infant mortality (Jiwani). An important 
detail to keep in mind as a western reader is that the Taliban 
as a whole works to disenfranchise women as anything but 
breeders, downplaying their significance in even the domain of 
the home. Clothing such as the burqa are there purely as an 
instrument of the Taliban’s power over Afghani women. It de-
bilitates the freedom of movement and restricts women from 
using their arms in public. Inside the home, they are free to re-
move it and have more control over their range of movement. 
The consequences for being an Afghani woman in a Taliban 
controlled area walking around unsupervised and without the 
burqa are not downplayed in anyway. These women risk death 
by simply choosing to wear something that doesn’t restrict 
their movement. I worked to convey this message by the use 
of the clothing in the narrative and the significance behind it. 
This narrative piece surprised me as the creator in a few 
ways. One, it required no embellishment and most of the story 
came naturally to me after I placed myself in the context of 
the situation. Secondly, it draws upon silence, motherhood, 
and resistance in the most macabre of ways because it is a 
feasible tale that poses a real danger to both the physical and 
mental aspects of women who are either born or marry into 
the culture. Originally intended to be solely a piece on mother-
hood, it evolved to encompass all of these lenses to become 
a multifaceted tale. I feel that like most of women’s literature, 



Between Us and Them
Conn ie Wal lace
Who created this line?

between us and them.

Who made up the rules

this separation.

We have the same heart beat,

walk the same way,

our skin may be different,

our language not quite the same,

so who said,

it’s between us and them.

Was it the politicians, the government

our religion?

Did we not come from the same parents?

the same DNA?

Who was that person, that very first one?

Who created these words?

Between Us and Them.



Golden
Jami  Padget t
 “What would an ocean be without a monster lurking in 
the dark? It would be like sleep without dreams.”
  -Werner Herzog
 The waves meshed with the shoreline in a way that 
made them hard to distinguish from the sand. Sometimes 
they’d reach up so far that people avoided the beach com-
pletely. At least, that’s what it seemed like. No one else was at 
the beach that day, which I thought was strange. Despite the 
waves being eager to claim the bordering forest, they were 
still the kind that would mesmerize surfers. They stood tall, 
like confidence embodied, and claimed everything beneath 
them as if they were conquerors. It wasn’t a sight to be wast-
ed, and there seemed to be only one person besides me who 
realized that – but I couldn’t recognize her.
 A young woman was sitting amidst the waves, where 
the shoreline probably was before it had been successfully 
eroded away, with her back facing me. Her wavy hair was 
a subtle red, and it whipped around her shoulders when the 
wind from the waves embraced her. She wore a gray tank-top 
and vibrant blue shorts that couldn’t have reached any further 
than the start of her thigh. Her posture was improper; she 
slumped with her arms propped between her legs, her hands 
buried in the wet sand. She couldn’t have been any more 
than twenty years old. Since there weren’t any other people 
there, I thought it would be okay to greet her, to say hello or 
something, just to give some sort of meaning to my visit. But 
as I approached her, she seemed to get farther away, and my 
steps felt heavier and heavier with each one I took.  
 Not only couldn’t I go anywhere, but every time I tried to 
talk or clear my throat to induce some form of acknowledge-
ment, no sound came out. Opening my mouth and calling out 
hadn’t worked; whispering would have been stupid to attempt 
after trying, and to be honest, speaking up seemed like a 



bad idea. The silence, however frustrating, created a moment 
between the faceless woman and me. It couldn’t be defined in 
any way. There wasn’t any depth or meaning to this moment I 
had undoubtedly thought up on my own, but for some reason, 
I was clutching this imaginary bond like she was clutching the 
sand. And so, since I had become virtually useless, I observed. 
 The sound of the waves was one of the most beauti-
ful things I’d ever heard. It sounded like the calming feeling I 
would associate with a mother’s hug. The frothy water rose 
and fell in a way that resembled a grand curtain in a theatre, 
exposing itself to its audience from so high and then retiring 
with content when its fifteen seconds of fame came to an 
end. My eyes switched from the waves to the woman every 
few minutes.
  She was stationary, sitting in the sand like she was 
frozen in a moment of her own. She kept so eerily still that the 
only thing on her showing any trace life was her hair. I even 
tried watching her back to see if I could notice a breathing 
pattern, but I saw nothing. I tried speaking; nothing. I tried 
walking; nothing. I felt nothing – I couldn’t feel the wind that 
blew the girl’s red hair or the water that looked like it should 
have been creeping over my feet – and that was when I knew 
that this couldn’t have been real.
 The light around me dimmed as breaks appeared in 
what had been a sky, blacking out the waves and sending a 
chill through my skin. It felt like everything was happening too 
slowly yet all at once, like I had no control. The growing black-
ness made it hard to see anything, but there was still a soft 
glow of red hair and vivid blue shorts in the distance. I used it 
as a guide as I forced myself to move forward, blinking rapidly 
to regain some of my vision in the midst of crashing water and 
its wall of mist. Fighting the urge to stop, I closed my eyes and 
took a deep breath while I could. Leaving her would be self-
ish, wrong. But I didn’t know her, and this wasn’t real. Neither 
was she.  However, my feet kept going as if I had no choice, 
despite this dream – or whatever it was – crippling from just 
how much control I had over my own thoughts.



 Though I couldn’t feel it, the water had reached my 
knees by the time my hand was stretching to touch the red-
head’s shoulder. Even if I had gotten her attention, it wouldn’t 
have mattered. Everything blacked out when my hand met her 
back, and then there was a crack in the walls of that warped, 
washed away reality, a tear that sounded like a bolt of light-
ning amidst the sound of water that I suddenly found terrifying. 
The woman disappeared and so did everything else around 
me as I landed in a place that looked exactly like the back of 
my eyelids, but with a level of darkness I doubted any part of 
me could possess.
 Standing, I tapped my foot on what I assumed to be 
ground, though the echoes made it sound more like tile. It felt 
like I was standing in nothingness, like I was in a void or be-
tween realities. Everything I thought seemed to bounce off the 
tile beneath me, my voice reverberating louder each time it 
projected from the surface. I swallowed thickly. I’d forgotten all 
of this was imaginary, like my mind had wiped itself clean just 
to see how I’d adapt. There was a faint glimmer of light ahead 
of me, flickering like a candle’s flame, and in it, I felt hope.
 At least there was something to work toward. After 
trying to pinpoint where it was, I began to carefully walk along 
the floor, just in case something bad happened. When I ex-
pected there to be stairs, there weren’t; when I suspected 
a hole or a trick to get me to fall, there was nothing. It all 
seemed too easy, as if I hadn’t made it far enough for there to 
be trouble.
 The sound of my footsteps clacked against the tile, 
bouncing with my thoughts, and it was hard not to wince at the 
volume. I tried taking lighter steps, but that only made them 
noisier, so I walked with no regards to someone – or some-
thing – acknowledging me, and without fear of the unknown, 
though I had really started to miss the honesty of the beach. 
The reflection of the dancing light along the floor looked like 
it was growing as I got closer, and before long, my foot met 
a piece of carpet. I proceeded cautiously, running my fingers 
along the door frame to make sure I wasn’t going to get eaten 



alive.  
 “Do you need the light?” A small, calming voice spoke 
from nowhere. I looked around to see that only the candle and 
I were in the room. I cleared my throat.
 “I need the light if there’s more to be expected of me.” 
I said, weighing each word as I said it, and keeping my eyes 
trained on the only source of light. I’d need it if I had any 
intention of leaving. And, believe me, I wanted out; this place 
was scaring the life out of me.
 “There is nothing expected, but more to be done,” the 
voice said, and I felt an innate instinct to take the candle and 
run. 
 “You must expect less, and do more.” I furrowed my 
eyebrows with confusion and impatience, looking around 
again for the source of those seemingly insightful words, but 
found no one. 
 “Do you understand?” The question sounded distant 
and hurried, like it was being buried or drowned, as if I were in 
the ocean again, gargled yet exposed.
 “Yes.” 
 With my confirmation, the walls around me all fell down 
at once with a simultaneous booming noise. I didn’t flinch. In 
fact, I had moved forward to shield the flame from the gusts 
of wind that would inevitably put it out. I had kept something 
alive, had kept something so bright among an overwhelming 
sense of darkness, and that was an accomplishment already. I 
moved around the platform the candle was on until my foot hit 
something soft, and I knelt down because I knew exactly what 
that was.
 “What are you? Who are you?” I asked firmly, my voice 
a little hushed now that I was being watched. The woman 
from earlier sat there, her hair soaking wet and stringy as it 
hung over her face. There were chill bumps along her skin and 
her fingers were turning blue; her shoulders shook with shivers. 
“Can you hear me?” I asked before taking in a shaky breath. 
All of this was enough to make any man nervous.
 Though she didn’t answer, she looked up, and I knew 



exactly who she was. The shape of her face, the curl of the 
waves in her hair, her big bug-like eyes; she was someone I 
saw only in pictures. She was someone I should have known 
my entire life, but she had left too soon. 
 She was my mom.
 My realization had yelled checkmate, and I was still two 
steps behind. The dark around us seemed to embody itself in 
lurching beings; black globs came out of the ground in a way 
that was sloppy enough to make me laugh. My mom watched, 
her eyes trained on me now as I look around and back at the 
only unordinary thing in the room. 
 “It can take only one.” The voice from earlier boomed 
suddenly and joined the thoughts and footfalls that were still 
echoing. It was no longer calm; its severity made me shiver, 
and so did its words. I look to my mom: a frail, fragile thing on 
the floor that I had taken so long to remember. Was the voice 
asking me to save her? Was that why my mom was staring at 
me? I felt my breath catch in my throat, my heart throbbing as 
I heard the black beings from earlier start to surround us as 
one unit. 
 My mom and I were circled, sandwiched between 
monsters and a monument with a candle. “This isn’t real.” I 
said, as if it had just dawned on me, and I looked at my mom. 
“You aren’t real.” My hands shook and I could feel the sweat 
beading up in my palms with the thought of leaving her be-
hind when this would be the only chance to know her. “You 
aren’t real.” I repeated, my voice a barely audible whisper as 
I squeezed my eyes shut. I couldn’t save her now; not when 
she hadn’t known how to save herself. I turned, and my hand 
went through the candle. Something sticky and heavy gripped 
my shoulder. Shifting my fingers up, I took the flame between 
them and turned, sticking the light inside of the dark creature. 
The light illuminated the entire room then, and the last thing I 
could make out was my mom sitting on the floor, smiling up at 
me.
 “Cameron?”
 I jerked awake.



Next Door
Al ison Miss le r
You don’t exist anymore
atleast not where I can see. 
I’m sure your ashes floated away
when the spring breeze pushed
its way into the summer sun. 

Sometimes I still meet you at the fence
and look to hear your door open
and your steps creak as feet fall
down your lower lips of elevation. 

I remember being inside you 
having to huddle around your furnace’s heart heat, 
making sure not to get too close to the fire
that ended up taking you away from me. 

Kyle Huneycutt



The Tour ist
Homero Perez
 I grew up, never loved, and never cared for anyone but 
myself. My parents passed away in a cross fire by the drug 
cartels when I was six. The only memory I have of them is a 
picture I carry in my wallet. The picture is from my fifth birth-
day. I always wondered who took the picture. I never had a 
place to call home. An outcast from society, I raised myself 
selling drugs on the street. The money I made was not all that 
bad, but I was getting tired of playing with death. Nineteen 
years and my life had no future. Now I am waiting for my turn 
to cross, hoping I can at least make it to thirty in America.  
 I’m not afraid to cross, but the stories I have heard in 
the streets about this journey you would imagine only in mov-
ies. The temperatures supposedly are always in triple digits. 
The only water you come across is shed from your pores or 
your eyes as teardrops before sleeping. Coyote is the name 
given to the workers that cross the immigrants. I hear they can 
be some cruel people and will leave you behind if for what-
ever reason you are slowing down the group. Some coyotes 
will even deceive immigrants. Immigrants follow them and end 
up kidnapped, raped, or even left for death out in the desert. 
Dreams can be taken away, and some people do not make 
it out alive. It is hard to believe that people’s situations get 
so bad in their own country that they will risk everything for a 
better tomorrow.
 People come to America to work, for a better life for 
themselves and their families. Many want to be reunited with 
family up North. This is the case for most people, but not for 
me. I have no family, no dreams, just  two gallons of water and 
a pair of ripped up jeans and three T-shirts. I am just trying to 
run away from the life I created. I patiently wait for my turn.
  I finally receive the phone call I have been waiting for. I 
get a call from the coyote crossing me over. “Be ready at nine 
tonight by the hotel, not 9:01 or 9:02, at nine, and bring the 



money,” he tells me. 
 I respond with an “okay” and a “yes sir.” Hang up the 
phone and shower one last time. Today is the day that I will 
cross. I have saved enough money to pay for this harsh trip 
that awaits me. Money that was in no means earned through 
hard work, but money is money. The time has come. Hopefully 
I can at least step foot on the new land and find a reason to 
live.
 I arrive at 8:45, making sure I am there on time. When 
I get to the hotel I am skeptical about it. The place is torn 
down, every window broken. This place could have housed 
cavemen it is so old. The gang graffiti is the only thing that 
gives me comfort. I am not the only one there waiting on 
the coyote. There is a couple with two babies, a lady in her 
mid-fifties, two brothers around fourteen to sixteen, and four 
women in their thirties. We all share similarities in the lan-
guage and possessions we take, but not the same reason for 
this trip. We patiently await the coyote.
 It is nine and we see a black Dodge Durango with 
windows darker than night itself approach us. The passenger 
comes out and tells us he is the coyote and will be the one 
taking us on the tour. I smile at his sarcastic remark. 
 “Okay everybody, before I can go any further, I need the 
$3000 here and now. This trip will not be easy, and I cannot 
promise to keep you alive, but I do promise that for those who 
make it, to arrive safely to your destination,” the coyote tells 
us. 
 We give him the money and afterwards he goes back 
to the Dodge Durango. He gives the money to the person in 
the back seat, has a few words with him, and then receives a 
handgun with a silencer. 
 “The gun is for protection,” the coyote informs us “I 
wouldn’t harm a fly unless it touched my food.”
 The Durango drives into the night, and we are left 
alone with the coyote. I see the couple praying as well as the 
old lady. I am not a big believer after the things that occurred 
in my life. Life is cruel, but people have to die. It is part of 



living. I patiently await death.
 We begin our journey. We walk for a couple of hours in 
the desert. No flashlight, no lighter to guide us, just a stranger 
with promises. Everyone is silent; no one dares say a word. I 
hear my heart beat. Peaceful. I do not remember a night with-
out choppers, gunshots, or sirens. Maybe this tour will not be 
as bad as people make it out to be. We rest three hours that 
night. A quick nap, and we wait for the sun to wake us up. 
 I wake up wondering if it rained. I am drenched but not 
from the rain, from my own sweat. Everyone awakens, and we 
drink water. The coyote goes up to the couple and tells them 
that they need to keep their babies quiet. 
 He threatens the couple, “If they hear us, I will make 
sure you don’t see those kids grow up.”
 The babies do not keep quiet, and I do not blame 
them. These conditions are inhumane. The coyote finally be-
gins to walk, and we follow, but he tells the couple they cannot 
come. “I will not be sent to jail because of you two. You will 
stay here, and that’s that. If you even dare follow I will not hes-
itate to use this on you.” He pulls out his gun and walks away. 
 As I see the couple crying, I feel a clear bitter tear. 
There emotions affect me, but I cannot do any thing about it. 
I walk up to them and hand them one of my gallons contain-
ing water only Satan could drink. As I give them the gallon, 
the mother says to me with tears pouring on the ground, “God 
bless you. Please, here, take my sons. I plead you to take 
them.” 
 I just turn around and join the group, showing no sign 
of sorrow. I do not want to cry, but deep down I want to. This 
family reminds me of my parents even though I can hardly 
remember them. Weird, I know. We keep walking.
 We arrive at a shed in the middle of the desert sur-
rounded by empty water containers. There we will wait for the 
coyote’s partner to pick us up at night.
 “This will be the last stop. The next one will be in 
America, I promise. Take a break and relax. We have already 
endured the hard part,” the coyote tells us.



 I sit down, but I am not relaxed. I am worried and have 
not been able to sleep since we were separated from the 
couple. This is the second day since we left the couple be-
hind, and every time I look out in the distance, I see the wom-
en and the kids. I cannot get them out of my head. I still hear 
the sounds of the cries. I wonder if they were able to return or 
if they are still alive. I wait here next to this shed for a new life, 
but they just wait for death in the desert alone. Freedom can 
be so cruel sometimes. 
 It is getting dark and I begin to shiver, although it is not 
cold. My legs ache; My heart pounds like the church bells. My 
lips and mouth are drier than this desert, and we have run out 
of water, but we still have a stranger’s promise. 
 After a couple of hours a car arrives. A small Toyota 
sedan, similar color to the Dodge Durango from before, parks 
in front of the shed. I am not a math magician, but from the 
size of the car, there is no way we are going to be able to fit 
in there. Two men come out of the car, companions of the 
coyote I assume. They walk up to us and start padding us 
down. 
 “Take the three women and those two young kids in the 
car, as for you and this grandma, we will be back for you two 
in an hour. Don’t leave, you hear,” he tells me.
  I see the coyote discuss with his companions and than 
they get in the car along with the others. They say goodbye 
and drive off into the dark. I just sit by the shed with a feeling 
that something is wrong. I used to work with people similar to 
these guys back on the streets. Something is not right, but I 
will wait for them to return.
 “You do know they are not coming back?” the old lady 
tells me.
 “How do you know?”
 “I just do,” she replies.
 “What is your name, young man, and what do you seek 
up North?”
 “My name is Hector, and I guess what everyone is 
seeking, the American Dream.”



 “Well, that is good to hear. My name is Maria. I came on 
this trip for different reasons.”
 “Oh yeah what reason is that?” I ask
 “You see, I received news two weeks ago that my 
daughter has cancer. She has little time to live, but I wish to 
say goodbye to her and see my grandson. I haven’t seen them 
in fifteen years, but I was able to sell some of my husband’s 
land to make the money that these liars were asking for.”
 We keep talking back and forth, not realizing the night 
was turning into day. The temperatures are high, and I am 
now burning up from the sun. Not even in the shade can I cool 
down. 
 After a while I get up and tell her, “We need to move. 
We are sitting ducks, and we will become fried chicken if we 
don’t move.” 
 She laughs and responds, “You are funny, Hector. I am 
content right now, young man. I will see my daughter soon, and 
there is no need to say goodbye. I will just wait for her. One 
day I will see you again, Hector. Can you do me a favor, ami-
go?”
  “What would you want me to do Maria?”
 “Can you bring my bag?” she asks in a hoarse voice.
 I walk a few steps outside the shed and retrieve her 
purse. 
 “I will see my daughter soon, but not my grandson. Can 
you give this to him if you get the chance? He lives in San 
Diego. A happy boy he is. Tell him I love him and to not give up 
on his dream in becoming a doctor. Promise me, Hector.”
 “I promise, Maria.”
 She dies in my hands, and I cannot hold in this time. 
I start crying, but no tears come out. I pick up the knitted 
sweater she gave me and walk in the tracks the car left be-
hind, not looking back. I don’t think much of it after a while. I 
guess the heat has finally gotten to me. 
 I continue walking for hours. I am weak and have no 
water or another day left in me. I carry with me the burden of 
death on top of Maria’s promise. I cannot feel my mouth; my 



eyes burn from the wind. I let gravity do its job as I collapse to 
the ground. I am lucky enough to fall down as the moon and 
stars come out. I look at the sky. How beautiful, a scenery I 
had never seen before. I see my first shooting star and make 
a wish. I know I will fail Maria, but hopefully my wish makes up 
for it. I quiver and look at death in the eye. I shed my last tear 
as I go to sleep. I see a light, and there I see what I have not 
seen in fifteen years.
  “We have been waiting patiently for you, son,” they say 
to me.

Kyle Huneycutt
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