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Drowning
			

First Place, Poetry

The fish dad just caught
Flops on the pier
But as dad puts it in
The big white bucket, I hear
The sirens and their dizzying cries.
As I turn to look
Mom’s soft hands turn rough,
She jerks me back.
I think my feet leave the ground.
Dad grabs his box, refilling it with lures
They clank as he snaps the latch
Rattling like bones as he picks it up.
“What’s happening?” I ask, pointing.
“Never mind. It’s time to go,” says mom
Standing as a shield between the water and me.
When we turn to walk away
Just for a moment I see
A pale face
And a torn, bright sweater.
His body lay still upon the sand.
A medic pushes on his chest
Counting as he does.
The boy’s family shouts for him to breathe.
The slapping saltwater reaches out
Trying to reclaim its victim.
It was then that I knew,
We all knew,
He was gone.
Mom pulled me along
As fast as she could make me go.
I held on tight to my orange vest.
The bucket of today’s fresh catch
Slams against dad’s knee.
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Andrea Greer
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Four Little Words
“Momma? Do you love Daddy?”
“No, I’m just staying here for a roof
over my head.”
Those simple words were the ones
that completely tore my family apart.
I was eight years old at the time.
My older brother was nine, and my younger
brother had just turned five. We were all very
close, seeing as we never had enough money
to get a place with enough bedrooms for each
of us. It was a chilly fall day, as the month of
September came to a close in eastern Kentucky. There wasn’t much going on in the
trailer park besides the usual act of putting
up Halloween decorations for the following
month. Then, a little girl came over, the one
that was in love with my older brother. I’ll
never forget her, with that gappy, toothless
smile and those warts on her fingers. She
disgusted me. I wished she would go back
home.
“Wanna play baseball?” she always
asked.
And every day, to save our souls
from dying of boredom, we would grab our
baseball bat and gloves. We would play from
the time we got home from school until we
couldn’t see the baseball anymore from the
lack of sun. Sometimes, after the sun went
down, we would play hide and seek, until we
heard our parents calling our names. Then
we would all pack up and walk to our
separate trailers.
Daddy had called for us to come
in. I was surprised he let us stay out so
long. He said he had gotten a late start on
cooking. We had the usual for dinner:
macaroni and cheese and fried potatoes,
definitely the household favorite. Momma
was at the kitchen table, a beer in one hand

Tabitha Stambaugh
First Place, Non-fiction

and a cigarette in the other. Daddy was
getting all of our plates ready. After we
washed our hands and gathered around the
table, Daddy said the usual blessing, “Thank
you, God, for this food we are about to
eat, and bless it to the nourishment of our
body. In Jesus’ name, Amen.” I remembered
thinking it was a silly prayer because there
really wasn’t anything healthy about potatoes
soaked in grease and pasta covered in thick,
artificial cheese. But that was all we could
afford, and none of us complained.
Every night before bed, we got to
pick out one Disney movie and watch it together as a family. This was our family time.
Then we would brush our teeth and head to
bed. While the boys were in the living room
arguing over movies, Dad was washing the
dishes, and I was sitting at the kitchen table.
Momma was sitting across from me. She
had gotten out a new, cold beer and had lit
another cigarette. As she sat across from me,
I couldn’t help but to notice how beautiful
she was. Her long, blonde hair curled below
her shoulders. Her bright blue eyes shined
like they were ready to take on the world. In
all honesty, though, I don’t think she cared.
She lounged around in sweats and baggy
shirts all day and rarely did she take the time
to put on makeup. It was a shame to let that
beauty go to waste. Then I looked at my dad.
His skin was always dark due to working ten
hour days in the sun, rebuilding carburetor
after carburetor. His hair was jet black, and
he had the prettiest green eyes. They should
have been models. Yet, neither one seemed
to pay much attention to the other. It was
almost like living in a house with someone
that you didn’t like, yet you were obligated
to have them around. That’s when I did it. I

Spring 2015 . Volume 25

2

asked the one question I would never be able
to take back.
“Momma?” I asked hesitantly. She
looked a little startled, like she had been off
in another world, and I had dropped her back
to earth.
“Hmm?” she replied, seeming the
least bit interested.
I took a deep breath, “Do you love
Daddy?” There, I had said it. I didn’t know
why it felt like it had taken every ounce of
strength to speak four little words. Momma
looked at me almost like she was relieved.
I saw her almost snicker, take a drink of
her beer, and mumble almost like she was
talking to herself, “No, I’m just here for a
roof over my head.”
If there were a way for my heart to
stop, and at the same time keep me alive,
that was what had happened. Did I hear
what she had said correctly? Was my brain
playing tricks on me? I silently prayed to
God that Daddy didn’t hear. Daddy loved
her. I knew he did. I thought Momma loved
him, too. Wasn’t that how it was supposed to
be between Momma and Daddy? I looked at
Daddy, still doing the dishes. He looked back
at me and smiled. But this was a smile I had
never seen. It wasn’t happy; it was... broken.
I didn’t want to see it anymore. I left the
kitchen and went to the bathroom to brush
my teeth. It wasn’t real, what had happened
in there. It was just another game of pretend,
like when Momma took us to California
without Daddy knowing, and we pretended
to be superstars. When Daddy found out, he
didn’t think it was a fun game. He got mad.
He never liked our pretend games. I didn’t
think he was going to like this one either.
I went into the living room to tell
Momma and Daddy goodnight. Momma was
on one couch; Daddy was on the other. I ran
up to Momma, arms stretched out wide. I sat
on her lap and kissed her cheek. She smelled
of beer and smoke. I was pretty sure the beer
in her hand was a new one.

3

“I love you, Momma.”
She looked at me and held her gaze
for a moment, like she never wanted to look
away. “I love you, too, baby.” I smiled and
kissed her cheek again and ran over to
Daddy. I kissed him on the cheek, and
we shared our “I love yous.”
I went to bed without trouble that
night. I don’t know what I dreamt about
or what really woke me up; I just knew I
was awake. It was really late. I could tell
the kitchen light was on because there was
a small sliver of light seeping through my
slightly ajar bedroom door. No one was
awake. Or was there? That’s when I heard
it, the rustling of boxes and bags. I just
figured it was Daddy. He was always awake
at random hours of the night doing anything
boring to help him fall asleep again. Then
I heard voices. Momma was awake, too. I
didn’t know what she was saying. She was
talking to Daddy. I didn’t know if I should
get out of bed; I didn’t know if I would get in
trouble for spying. I quietly crawled out
of my bed and looked out of the crack in
my bedroom door. I could see Momma
standing by the front door with her bags
packed. Where was she going? If she was
going to play pretend, I wanted to go, too.
I guess I made a noise because she looked
back and saw me peeking at her. She looked
at me and smiled. Then as easily as that
smile had crawled upon her face, it was
replaced by something else. It was numb,
emotionless.
That’s when Daddy said, “Don’t
come back.”
He was talking to Momma. Why?
Why couldn’t Momma come back? Was he
playing pretend now? Momma opened the
front door, looked back at me, picked up
her bags, and walked out, closing the door
behind her.
She didn’t leave. She couldn’t have.
I thought she loved me. That’s what she told
me. Should I have gone after her? Should
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I have told her to come back to where she
belongs? I wanted to run after her and tell
her to take me with her. I wanted to let her
know how much I loved her. But I didn’t. I
sat there and watched the whole thing take
place without saying a word. I had let her go.
I stopped staring at the door, waiting for the
impossible to happen. I crawled back into
my bed and cried every last tear I had left in
my body. I’m pretty sure Daddy didn’t hear
me because he went back to his room and
cried himself to sleep, too.
The next morning I forced myself out
of bed. I walked into the kitchen and found
Daddy sitting at the table.
“Where’s Momma?” My question
was hardly an audible whisper. Daddy
looked at me; his eyes were red and swollen.
“She’s gone...” He just trailed off like
he couldn’t believe it, or didn’t want to.
We sat there together in silence. I
looked at my daddy and saw his pain. Why
did I ask that question? Why did I ask Momma if she loved Daddy? Because of me,
Daddy lost the woman he loved, and I lost
my momma.
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Everyone Needs a Hobby
			

Abigail Bell
Honorable Mention, Poetry

I keep souls
On the top of a shelf at the back of the store
Never such a strange collection
Never such profound reflection
Interjection
Resurrection
Records of long-dead affection
Bits and pieces long forgotten
Ripening fruits that now are rotten
I steal them from everywhere
Come from where?
From here and there
I’d take them from anywhere
Dried up flowers, pressed with care
Bedazzled with a lock of hair
Inscriptions in script, inscribed with flair
Bookmarks showing wear and tear
I keep them there, so stop and stare
And journey through them, if you dare
I cannot tell how you may fare
To see a soul’s a dangerous thing
To think of soul’s a dangerous think
To be another, live another
(Father mother
Sister brother
Lover of another lover)
Voyage taken years before
Race won or lost ere you were born
Sometimes there’s a photograph
Baby laugh
Epitaph
Rabble, jumble, riffle-raff
Index cards of notes for class—
Passed, perhaps, in past long past
Dust-collecting, crumbling on the wall
On my shelf I keep my souls
Puzzle pieces, scattered all
I’ll never have the puzzle whole
But still I sit, collect my souls
And wonder

5
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No Way Back Home
			
I didn’t want to be here.
I knew I would get to go back home,
but when was the question I couldn’t bring
myself to ask out loud.
The curves of the mountain road
came quick and sudden. Over and over like
a roller coaster. I hated roller coasters. Each
turn made me more nauseous than the one
before it. I prayed, silently, like in the song,
for Jesus to take the wheel. My stomach
knotted as the black Camaro made a sharp
“U”. I didn’t know how many more
sickening turns I could take.
Having no idea where I was, I gulped
hard and looked out the window for any sign
of life. There was nothing to my left but the
looming mountains and nothing but leafless trees and a steep drop-off to my right.
I slid down and curled into myself as best I
could. For the last hour, or hours (it might
as well have been) there had been no street
signs, no houses, nothing but rain, rock, and
dead-looking trees.
I took a chance and looked at Kevin.
His knuckles were white, gripping the black
steering wheel. I looked back at the naked
trees, sliding further into the cloth bucket
seat, but it did not keep me from seeing the
trees flying by the window like a muddy
brown stream. Or my reflection in the side
view mirror.
A pair of brown, almond-shaped eyes
stared back. I wanted to turn away, but they
held me with a fear I had never seen. The
same fear that turned him on. Eyebrows that
had never been altered, knitted themselves,
nearly touching. Pale, pink tinted lipgloss
that was almost gone. In the center of my
round face, a bent nose, the only feature
showing physical evidence of the shame.

Andrea Greer
First Place, Fiction
Please slow . . . my silent request
stopped as we whipped around another
corner. I stiffened, longing to grab the
armrest, knowing I couldn’t.
Steam from the day’s rain, billowed
upward in plumes from the trees planted
firmly in the sides of the mountains. I didn’t
know who Kevin was today, but it didn’t
matter. He reached out to grab my hand,
and I had no choice but to let him take it.
My hands were clammy– his were rough,
dry, familiar. He squeezed my left hand, the
one he was holding, causing my heart to
hammer. This was something I always tried
to control. If I watched how I breathed, took
my time with each breath, it helped me to
stay calm. I’d had enough practice, but today
it didn’t seem to be working.
The car swerved right, slinging me
into the door. Kevin still held my hand. My
shoulder ached, most likely already bruising.
It wouldn’t matter. I was sure he would be
adding more of them soon enough.
The further we went up the mountain,
the tighter and curvier the road became. At
times I could see the grey of the mountain
close enough that if Kevin’s window had
been down, he could have reached out and
touched it. I silently wished he would crash
his precious car into it. Maybe then, for once,
I could get away. Or die. I didn’t really care
either way.
Kevin revved the motor; it strained
with whatever horsepower he had managed
to make it over the last two years. Then, the
Camaro slowed, suddenly, unnaturally. I
would have slammed my nose into the black
leather dash if the seatbelt hadn’t jerked me
back.
Kevin let go of my hand to honk the

Spring 2015 . Volume 25

6

horn. A red Honda had slowed him down.
Staying right on the bumper of the slower
vehicle, he braked, letting the lead car have
space. Then he jerked it into second, and
then third gear, speeding up until he made
me believe he was going to rear-end the
Honda. I quietly wished he would.
He laughed, a crazy sort of laugh, a
howling, mocking laugh. It was the same
laugh he used after he’d shame me. I could
feel Kevin looking at me. I refused to look
back. A low satisfied-sounding growl broke
the air. I didn’t know if it was because he had
nearly run the car off the road or because
we were almost to our destination that was
exciting him.
We got a little further up the
mountain road when the Honda found a spot
to pull off onto. Kevin began speeding again,
but it wasn’t long after that he pulled off
onto a dirt road. I held back a whimper. It
wouldn’t be long now.
At least five minutes passed after
getting onto the dirt road before the car came
to a stop. I was thrown forward. Hard. The
seatbelt tightened; a sharp pain shot through
my neck. There was a pounding in my head.
My heart raced, and I fought against it,
trying to control my breathing, but I didn’t
have much luck.
A ripple broke loose in my stomach
from both hunger and fear. I wanted to look
at Kevin as he got out, but I chose to look at
the clock instead. My mom would be home
in about thirty minutes from her second job
at the hospital.
“Get out,” came his low,
commanding voice.
My sore wrists, bound, struggled to
open the door. I finally had a grip on the slick
handle when Kevin decided it was taking me
too long and yanked the door open.
“Get out.”
I said nothing. I knew better. The
sudden urge to run aroused my feet. No use.
He grabbed the rope; it bit further

7

into my raw flesh, trying to reach my bones.
How would I explain my injuries this time?
Once, Kevin had broken my nose.
I had tried to fight him off, and he grabbed
the closest thing to him, a book, and hit me.
Kevin got his way because I wasn’t strong
enough. I was only twelve at the time.
I told my mom at the emergency
room that I had walked into a door. She
didn’t believe me. I used to be a ballerina.
I won the “Most Graceful” award at every competition. Walking into doors and
breaking my nose was not something I did.
Though she didn’t believe me, Mom never
asked any more questions. I wish she had.
Maybe I would have told her about Kevin.
The trees all looked the same the
further he took me into the woods. I took a
deep breath. It didn’t matter how many times
it happened; I could never quite shut it out.
My fists balled as Kevin turned back to me
and smiled.
We stopped walking when he came
to a small stream. Even the stream seemed
lifeless. There was more muddy bank than
there was stream. It had almost dried up– the
water barely strong enough to trickle through
the sludge and rocks. The evening rains the
mountains had received weren’t enough.
What it needed was a springtime gush, a
reason to flow. . .
I knew it was time to do something I
hadn’t tried in years.
Kevin slung me down against the
hard, cold ground. A piercing pain impelled
my spine. Without use of my hands, I somehow managed to stand back up.
He grabbed a belt loop of my jeans.
I cringed as he undid the button. A sob
escaped. He smiled, with perfect teeth and
squinty eyes.
“What’s wrong, Becca?”
I recoiled at the sound of my nickname. My breathing quickened.
“I asked you a question. Now answer
me.”
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“I- I- I want to-.”
“That’s why we’re here. You always
want it.”
I shook my head no.
“You want it just as bad as I do. Always ready for it.”
I shook my head again.
“You know it’s your fault, don’t
you?”
I struggled, but he held me firmly
against him. Despite the cold, the heat of his
body seemed to rise.
“That time you left the bathroom
door unlocked, and I saw you.”
“Ke-vin. Pl-please. Take me home.”
The tears came full force. He wiped them
away, gently.
“Tsk-tsk, Becca.” He leaned in and
kissed me hard. He tried to force his tongue
into my mouth, but I pressed my lips
together so he couldn’t get in.
Kevin pulled away, still holding onto
my jeans. “You bring this on yourself. You
know that, right?” He started to pull my
jeans down. I tensed. The sick feeling I had
in my stomach when we were on the mountain road came back. “You wear these tight
pants and tiny t-shirts just to drive me crazy!”
I shook my head.
“You make me want you, and it’s
your fault.”
My breathing came short and fast; I
was on the verge of hyperventilating.
He had my pants around my ankles,
and one hand was on my back. “Blue,”
Kevin said savagely as he stroked the elastic
of my underwear, “Such a nice color. Don’t
you think?”
My lungs burned from trying to get
enough oxygen. What had possessed me to
speak? The stream trickled behind me. I let
myself drop. I was out of his grasp. I turned
and started to get back up and run, but I
tripped. My bound wrists violently caught
my fall.

“It’s your fault,” he said in a low,
calm tone.
The tears kept coming, but I was
done giving in. I was done letting him have
me in unspeakable ways. I shook my jeans
the rest of the way off. Kevin came at me
just as I rolled over. I kicked him in the
groin.
Kevin yelped and grabbed himself,
but it didn’t last long. No sooner had I gotten
myself up than he had me around the waist,
his flashy gold watch digging into my stomach. “So, you want to go back home?” I
kicked out over and over, but I barely made
contact with his shins. I threw back my head
in an effort to headbutt him, but he threw me
back onto the ground before I could. Somehow, I landed facing him.
He leaned over me and yelled, “Answer me, dammit!” His jaw clinched, and he
pulled back his arm, fist clinched. “Do you
want to go back home?”
Before I could nod my head, a hard
dull pain blasted my left temple, and my
vision went white.
I stood before an audience in a small
auditorium. Looking down, I noticed I was
wearing my white leotard and tutu. It was my
last recital. Playing for me to dance to was
the Blue Danube. But when I tried to move
to dance with the music, I couldn’t. Was this
stage fright?
I looked out into the audience for
my mom. She was rarely able to come. My
father had abandoned us not long after I was
born and she had had to work two jobs for
as long as I could remember. Then, I saw
her in her waitress uniform, rushing in at
the last minute as always. She would leave
before the performance was over too, so that
she could get to her second job. She was a
good mom. She wanted me to have what she
couldn’t. That never mattered to me. What I
really wanted was her. I wanted to be one of
those girls whose mom was her best friend.
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The music started over, and instead
of dancing, I had the sudden urge to tell her
what Kevin had been doing. I tried, but no
sound came out. She shooed me with her
hand impatiently, wanting me to get on with
my dance so that she wouldn’t be late. Maybe if she didn’t have two jobs, I could have
confided in her. Then again, she wasn’t that
kind of mom.
I awoke to a splitting headache. That
hadn’t been the first time Kevin had knocked
me out. I was lying in the backseat of the
Camaro. I sat up to find that he had driven us
somewhere else. There was an old gas station
with peeling white paint just off the side of
the road. Just down from it, on its left, were
more trees. Ugh, if I never saw another dead
tree in my life. . . I spotted Kevin just beyond
a clearing; he looked to be doing some sort
of weird exercise.
The orange sun was fading just past
the bare trees, giving Kevin just enough
light. He should have been taking me home
by now. I should be home right now. Was
this my punishment for fighting back? To
worry my mom?
I got out of the car so fast that it
wasn’t until I had gone a few steps that I
realized my wrists were no longer bound,
though the red marks from them were there.
I walked toward him but kept at a safe
distance. I didn’t know how long my victory
would last. Then I saw that he wasn’t
exercising but digging.
“Hey,” I yelled. But he ignored me
and continued to dig. Why didn’t he look up?
What was he doing? He let out a grunt and
wiped his brow with his sleeve. I noticed a
spot of red on his white sleeve as he lifted up
his arm.
“Kevin! You need to take me home,”
I said exasperated. Still, he did not look. I
stepped closer, stopping about ten feet in
front of him. He looked around. Then he
went back to digging.

9

I took half a step. “You can’t just
ignore me.” I crossed my arms.
Kevin stopped digging. I stayed
where I was as he turned and began walking
away from a hole. I watched as he walked
back to the Camero. I was glad he didn’t
come near me. He didn’t even look at me.
Kevin opened the door. Reaching in
to get something, I heard him mumble, “You
should be sorry. It’s your. . .went too far this
time.” I swore I saw him shaking. He held a
large, black bag in his arms. He walked toward me but kept his eyes down on the bag.
“Kevin.” I was growing impatient.
He dropped the bag into the hole.
Thunk. It was then that I realized how big
the hole was-- about five feet wide all around
and at least three feet deep. Had he killed
another dog? This was a big one, I thought,
taking note the size of the bag. He must’ve
hit it while I was asleep.
“I’m sorry. . .” he said. I couldn’t
make out anything else. Yeah, he would be
sorry when he got home. The dent the dog
must have left. . .
I thought about going near the hole,
but since Kevin was there, I decided to wait.
He picked up the shovel. Where had
he gotten a shovel? After he started throwing
dirt in, I decided that Kevin or no Kevin, I
was going to find out what he had done this
time.
I took a step forward. Kevin threw
two shovel fulls of dirt over the plastic, making it crinkle.
The sun setting behind the naked
trees made the branches look like hands
reaching out. The wind blew through bare
limbs. I should be shivering– my favorite
blue jacket was still in his car– but I didn’t
feel cold even though it was mid-November.
You can do this. I took two more steps. I
must’ve been more nervous than I thought,
because it didn’t feel like my feet were
touching the ground, even though my soles
were thin.
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Kevin threw in four more shovel fulls
of dirt. My breaths became quick and short. I
looked down; my shoes were missing.
What had happened? Where were
my brand-new cheetah ballet flats? And why
weren’t my feet cold?
The mound of dirt beside the hole
was shrinking. I shook my head; it was now
or never.
When I made it to where Kevin
stood, I saw a tear slip down his left cheek.
My stomach turned. Nothing upset Kevin.
Nothing. I had known him all fifteen years of
my life, and I knew enough to know he cared
about no one other than himself.
Kevin shook his black bangs out of
his eyes. Then he lifted his arm, covered with
the sleeve where the red spot was. He wiped
away the tear. Now was my chance.
I took a quick peek inside the hole.
There was the black, plastic bag filled with
what I thought was a dog. Then, I saw a
strand of hair with the same mousey-brown
color as mine. (Mom didn’t think I was old
enough for highlights.)
“Kevin!” I shouted right beside of
him. He kept shoveling. I yelled his name
over and over. I wanted to cry but realized I
couldn’t.
I fell to the ground.
After a few minutes, the clank of the
shovel hitting rocks caused me to look up.
He was packing the dirt. Trying to hide whatever he’d done.
The treasure Kevin was hiding was
now completely covered. I wanted to shout
again, but I felt too weak. Kevin began walking to his car. I got up and followed him.
He stopped after a few steps causing
me to stop too. He turned his head. His deep
blue eyes shot through me. I clinched my
fists. My jaw tightened. I braced myself.
Nothing happened.
He should have been looking at me,
yelling, or hitting me, but it was as if he
didn’t or couldn’t see me.

Kevin turned back to his black Camero. Dust from the mountain roads coated
it, leaving it dull. I knew he would have to
wash it. That’s probably where we’d go next.
He got in the car and started it up.
I began walking towards the car but was
stopped short. An invisible wall kept me
from going any further.
Kevin revved the engine three times
like always. I beat against the wall with my
fists. I kicked at it. It was no use.
What was I going to do?
I had to get home!
The tires squealed on the Camero.
Dust, smoke, rubber flew all around the car
and passed my barrier. But I did not cough.
I felt no need to. The car fishtailed as it went
from dirt to pavement. I watched as my
step-brother drove away.
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Orphaned Eyes
			

Second Place, Poetry
Clutching his sandpaper hand
Magenta fur and saucer sized eyes
Glistening in the afternoon sun
They walked the scribbled sidewalks and alleys
Colored outside the preset lines of the city’s blueprint
Her stomach growls
Howling the song of a free dog
Singing to the great shining tennis ball in the sky
“Carbuncle... I’m hungry...”
Voice is scratchy
Like chickenpox in her throat
The metallic curbside lunchbox holds our meal
Today, they shared a tuna sandwich
Soured milk and a half-rotten apple
Her partner had ate his helping earlier
Discarding the fruitful remainder
Carbuncle tells her not to mind the smell
It’s repulsive
Like her dirty clothes
Various stains containing hidden stories
Taking hold of that sandpaper hand once again
She plays
She naps
She survives
Day turns to night
Making their way back home
Their cardboard castle waits in the shadows
Playing a lonely game of hide-n-seek
Gray pillars tower over their home
Darker clouds look down on them
Fading flowers of crayon origin, bleed away
Against its’ waterlogged backdrop
She still admires it though
Her Mom and Dad will come back soon
When they do
She’ll show them
They will be safe in her crayon-made castle
If they return...
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Cheston Axton
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The Cobblestone Path
			

Paul Elderwith Taylor III
Honorable Mention, Poetry

When your hands tremble,
Your forehead wrinkles,
Your cheeks tense,
I contemplate.
When your chin quivers,
Your lips shutter,
Your voice waivers,
I speculate.
But it’s when your eyes begin to glisten
And your sentences are transformed into roadmaps in my
mind,
I associate.
I see your signs – your signals.
I – too – know.
I have walked that path and cut my feet on the cobblestone.
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First Time Experience
It was a hot summer day, humid and
stuffy inside my grandpa’s brand new 2003
Ford F-150. The thermometer above his rearview mirror read 98 degrees Fahrenheit. We
arrived at Myrtle Beach, after a long six-hour
drive. I slept most of the way, because of a
long night with hardly any sleep. I was about
to turn five, and it was my first time at the
beach. I was completely stoked.
As we opened the door of the truck,
the fresh breeze carried the smell of hot
summer sand. It felt good to have fresh air
after a long, steamy drive from Chuckey,
Tennessee. My grandma and I rushed into
the motel main office. She paid the bill while
I grabbed the room keys, and the rest of the
family loaded the bags onto the luggage cart.
We opened the doors to the rooms, and a
cold breeze from the air conditioner stormed
our faces; it felt amazing. As we unpacked,
my cousin and I quickly changed into our
swimming trunks. I was excited to finally
experience this new thrill.
As we headed out, beside the pool,
a small porch and several steps lead down
to the ocean. The steps were soaking wet
from all the water people dripped from their
bathing suits and body. As I reached the last
step, I almost fell flat on my face. Catching
myself, I gave a little chuckle and went on. I
stepped onto the sand; it was extremely hot,
from the hot sun bearing down on it. I soon
got used to it, thrilled to finally have this
experience. My grandparents watched as we
made our way into the ocean. I was scared,
but my mom convinced me nothing bad
would happen as she grabbed my hand and
lead me in. At that time in my life, I didn’t
know how to swim and I had had bad
experiences with swimming pools.
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Jameson Wills

Second Place, Non-fiction
I could see my cousins laughing at
me. They were in the deep water and waves
were swinging them back and forth. I didn’t
want to look like a wimp, so I went in a little
further. As I did, I wasn’t so scared anymore.
I splashed my mom, and in return she did the
same.  I was enjoying myself when a huge
wave, out of nowhere, swooped me under. I
came up with a mouth full of salt water and
swallowed by accident. The salty water left a
terrible after-taste. I got out of the water and
chilled out with my grandparents for a while.
My mom and I went back to the room. My
eyes were extremely irritated and I felt sick
to my stomach from the salt water.
While the rest of the family were
still down at the beach, my grandpa took
Mom and Grandma to the store, for some
supplies and eye drops. When they came
back, I was already in the bathroom,
vomiting. It was around eight o’clock when
the rest of the family finally came back.
Mom tried inserting the eye drop solution in.
My eyes have always been really sensitive,
so my cousin held me down, while my mom
forced my eyes open to insert the solution in.
The next day, I was afraid to get back into
the ocean. Instead, I went to the swimming
pool with my cousin. It was a very hot and
humid summer day, 96 or 97 degrees
Fahrenheit. With the sun beaming down, it
felt more like 110 or so. Mom then put sunscreen on me, Bullfrog 50 SCP. I was somewhat allergic to it because, after a while, my
skin became very irritated. So, I left the pool
a while later and rinsed my skin off in the
shower.
After I got out and dried off, I put my
clothes on and went back out to the poolside.
My cousin was still in there. Two hours later,
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he finally decided to get out. When he came
up the pool ladder and stepped out, he looked
like an overcooked lobster. I asked him why
he didn’t put any sunscreen on and why he
stayed in there so long, but he just gave me a
silly look and walked towards the room.
We went out to eat shortly after,
to Thorny’s Steakhouse or Mikey’s Crab
Restaurant (it’s one of the two, but I’m not
really sure on which one). Those restaurants
are, by far, my all-time favorites at Myrtle
Beach.
As we got back to the rooms,
my cousin went to take a shower and
when he got out, I could see the pain in his
expression. He looked like a red, shriveled
up prune. I couldn’t help but laugh. He got
mad and lay down.
The day after, we went on a fishing
boat and cruise. It was a great experience.
We approached the dock, and I already
smelled the fish. We boarded the boat, and
I almost slipped, because of all the water. It
was maybe three hours long, and it was not
boring at all. When we left, they handed us a
jar of water containing a baby shark.
The day before we left, we spent the
morning at the beach. I forced myself to get
back into the ocean. This time was great. I
didn’t swallow any water and went out a lot
further than I did before, fighting the waves
and getting swayed back and forth. It was
ecstatic. I really enjoyed myself and was no
longer scared. That’s when I decided to take
swimming lessons when we got back home.
After we left the beach and went
back to the motel room, we packed up our
belongings and left the parking lot. We went
to a pancake house, ate breakfast, and then
went on our way. Before we left Myrtle
Beach, we went to several stores. I got so
much memorabilia like shirts and souvenirs
to take back home. When we left the last
store and headed home, seeing the “Now
Leaving Myrtle Beach” sign, I was already
ready to go back.
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The Human Condition

Nicholas Hodge

			

Third Place, Poetry

Light fell out of the refrigerator like spilled milk.
Linoleum tiles drank it deep and breathed back a soft glow.
Week old beans stared at the being standing in light like spilled milk.
The human stared back and still didn’t know.
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Only the Sensation of Breath

Victoria Hewlett

			

Honorable Mention, Poetry
i have sighed,
let out breaths of
golden summer swirls and
cold wintry fog
i have seen more than one instance
of raw beauty and
alignment
i have spent nights unsure of my own flesh
and i have spent nights tucked up close
against someone
i have looked at the stars and acknowledged
my own thought horizon
i have become content with the eyes that
stare back from my reflection
i have let the light of life enter my pores
sink into my bloodstream
intoxicating me with
mystery
i have seen too much
but known too little
and now my senses seem
unreal
i am only sure of the
sensation of breath
i only know i’m floating
in some space - time dimension
i have made peace with this life
i have humbled myself before the sky
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Aalis

Cheston Axton

		

Second Place, Fiction

Aalìs’s hushed voice seemed to
echo in the emptiness of the closet. Darkness
had always been a welcome friend; it made
her feel safe when her mother, Charlotte,
became the devil himself. In the darkness,
she didn’t exist to anyone but the characters
in her book. She could fade into the security of oblivion, and remain in the safety of
solitude, hidden away from the violent gale
consuming her home.
“Shhh Cheshire... I don’t think Mom
will find us this time,” she said softly to the
worn, leather-bound edition of Alice’s
Adventures in Wonderland. “I hope she
doesn’t find us…”
Her innocence filled the tiny space,
enhancing the immaculacy in between her
many abrasions and scars. Mementos from
loving abuse not so long in the past. Each
blemish, an iron weight upon her, confining
her to the domesticated prison the house had
become.
She wore a satin dress crafted
in a black and white plaid pattern with a
glimmering, black sash around the waist
and dress shoes, matching in shadowy color,
with one inch heels supporting her posture
on the white carpet floor.
Her golden hair, which hung just
below her shoulders, faintly illuminated
the darkness, as her soft blue eyes, like the
clear sky of a spring afternoon, watched
the emptiness of the bedroom through the
wooden slits of the closet door. Each second
of vacancy offered her peace before the
inevitable beast dragged her from the
safety she desperately embraced.
Charlotte’s angry shouts came rushing from outside her bedroom, and felt as
though each word was violently beating her
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closet door, trying to gain entrance into
her sanctuary. The verbal assaults and
threats attacked the thinly wooden doors
in an attempt to take their wrath upon the
nine-year old child locked inside. Aalìs
closed her eyes tightly, trying to remove
herself from her present reality.
Charlotte brought the half-empty
beer bottle up to her cracked lips and tossed
it back. The amber liquid warmed her body,
as her tangled, brunette strands of unkempt
hair, like gnarled branches of a dying tree,
snagged themselves onto the various objects
she stumbled into, trying to break free from
the hideous monster from which they had
grown.
Her eloquently cut, silk dress, now
discolored, had accumulated stains and
dried food over the past couple of days,
and was adding more of the filthy embellishments with each unbalanced step. The cream
color had once been a snowy white, and had
been capable of turning the heads of many
men, but now portrayed a disgusting mess
of frayed ends and wrinkled fabric. A
pair of muddy high heels finished her
uncanny appearance as she staggered from
the living room to the hallway, pulling down
the framed memories lining the walls.
She took a moment to scan her hazy
surroundings. Had Aalìs gotten out of the
house without her knowing? Not likely, since
she had been watching the front door the
whole time. Maybe a quick dash to her bedroom. Such a pointless struggle for safety.
More than likely she ran to hide in her closet
or under the bed.
“Aalìs! Where are you!? You
little bastard! You answer me when I call for
you!” Drunk with rage and liquor,
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she screamed her commands. The smell
of alcohol clung heavily to the woman’s
clothing and engulfed her breath with its
pungent stench. “When I find you girl... not
even God will be able to save your sorry
ass.”
The bedroom door crashed open
with an unstable charge from Aalìs’s mother,
flinging toys and decorations into the wall.
The shattered pieces collapsed to the floor in
a blanket-like fashion, and scattered across
the white carpet sea. All that remained was
a collage of dolls’ appendages and ceramic
parts that now littered Aalìs’s bedroom floor.
She’s here! Aalìs closed her eyes,
and took in a deep breath. She remained as
invisible as she could while her lungs begged
her for a clean breath. Fear seized her body
tightly and, tears coalesced around her eyes
barely able to hold their balance upon her
cheeks. Each shake shifting their unsteady
volume.
“Aalìs... Where are you, sweety?”
Charlotte’s voice took on an unstable calm.
Like the tone of an abusive lover trying to
calm her victim before the next wave of
assaults, her voice was remorseless and
uncaring. Stumbling, she made her way
around the room, searching for her prey, a
wolf scouring its environment for a timid
rabbit to devour.
God, if you do exist ... Please take
me away from here. Please! Help me .....
Her voice resounded within the confines of
her mind, trumpeting forth a plea, hoping
for someone, anyone, to come rescue her.
Releasing the long-held breath gave way to
a sudden slamming of the closet door. White
wooden shades scattered in the air around
her as the door collided with the plaster wall.
The sunlight in her bedroom pierced the
sheltering darkness as the silhouette of an
evil figure stood before her with a sadistic
smile rising on her face.
“I found you... you little bitch!”
Charlotte’s hand quickly thrust out from the

bright shadows and clamped down on Aalìs’s
hair. Pain instantly shot through her head as
her mother yanked her from the dark hideaway she had created. Falling forward, she
quickly placed her hands on the top of her
head in an attempt to protect herself from her
mother’s attack.
Her face bounced off the floor,
leaving it numb, as a warm trickle of blood
trailed down her nose and across her lips,
staining her face before dripping to the floor
in expanding red dots.
“Mommy, I’m sorry!” Her voice
shook with terror as she huddled on the floor.
“A-Aalìs...”
“Mommy... I love you.....” She said
in a shaky voice.
For a brief moment, all the tension
that had dwelled in the room vanished.
Aalìs’s mother looked at her daughter with
unclenched teeth, and, for the first time in a
long while, with the loving expression of a
true mother. She moved her hand toward her
daughter’s face to wipe away the small trail
of blood she had previously created in
drunken anger.
Aalìs stood motionless as she awaited
the loving embrace. Her eyes clamped shut
as the hand inched closer and closer, but then
the stinging of a slap knocked her back down
to the floor. Charlotte slung the beer bottle
creating a loud crash that echoed throughout
the room as it crashed into the wall, its dark
brown glass littering the floor alongside the
other debris.
“How DARE you say that to me!”
Charlotte screamed at her, as the blood rushing in her hand tinted it pink. “You’ll never
be good enough to be my daughter!”
She raised her leg, and swiftly kicked
the young girl. The dirty shoe conformed to
the shape of Aalìs’s stomach before returning
to its starting position.
Agonizing throes had begun to wrack
her as blow after blow landed on the young
girl’s broken body. Aalìs’s lungs struggled to
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intake air, but no matter how hard she tried,
she could not get a single breath to enter her.
It felt as if the ever-present gas had suddenly
left the room, and she was left there to suffocate.
“Get up! I’ve barely started, and
you’ve already been beaten.” Her mother
yelled. Spittle spewed from her mouth as
her alcoholic blind rage consumed her.
Another swift kick to Aalìs’s ribs induced
heavy coughing and more gasping. She
was a ship on a windless sea.
Mommy, I don’t understand. I can’t...
breathe. Her voice rasped inside her head.
She wanted so hard to cry, but even
tears felt too afraid to show themselves before her mother’s wrath. After what felt like
hours, the pain became numb. The warm,
sticky feeling of spit was all that remained,
as it ran down her cheek.
“I should have aborted you when I
had the chance. You’re pathetic...” With the
last of her energy abating into an uneasy
calm, Charlotte turned to the door.
Aalìs felt the blood drip from the cuts
in her hand as she moved it among the broken shards. Red clouds smeared the carpet,
while she searched, sought, reached for a
something to aid her. Her shallow breathes
brought forth pulsing pain and her face
burned.
Aalìs… Aalìs can you hear me. She
opened her right eye, releasing an overdue
tear.
“Who are you…?” she asked with a
soft, raspy voice.
Aalìs’s mother abruptly stopped
before the door and clenched her fist once
more.
It’s me… Cheshire. I’ve come to
answer your prayers Aalìs. Let me into your
heart. I can help you. The voice inside her
head was calm, confident… and familiar. It
was almost like it was a part of her.
“What did you say to me, girl?” Her
vision remained towards the vacant hallway.
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Waves of anger swirled inside her as she
waited for a response.
“Come closer and listen…” Aalìs’s
voice commanded her. Its tone was strong
and solid.
“Excuse me!”
“My message was as clear as glass,
Mother. Come closer…”
Within seconds, the vile woman had
turned herself around, and began moving
in the direction of her battered daughter.
Silence fell upon the room. Like a tower
over her child, she stood unwavering, and
waited for the moment she could offer a
reprisal to her daughter’s newly found
confidence. Aalìs’s body remained still.
“Don’t be too afraid to speak now!”
Her voice increased in volume.
A faint giggle left Aalìs’s mouth
as she slowly rose from the floor. Her face
covered in blood, with a ghostly smile rising
upon her face. The long sliver of broken
glass she held dripped with scarlet drops.
“What… did you do to yourself!?
Who are you!?” Fear gradually overrode her
anger.
“Allow me to introduce myself...
mother. I am Aalìs Cheshire, and I’ve carved
a smile upon my face. Now I am always
happy.” The macabre expression moved with
each word. Aalìs placed her index finger on
her bottom lip and traced the slit upward.
Charlotte watched, as blood rapidly slid
down her daughter’s finger and hit the floor.
“Are you ready to smile mother?”
* * *
“Cheshire… Do you think Mom will
be okay now?” Aalìs’s hoarse voice ached as
she spoke.
“I’m sure she will be fine Aalìs. She
is resting now. Are you okay?” His voice was
compassionate as he eyed the young girl. The
wide mouth no longer holding a smile.
“I am fine now... Thank you...”
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The warm, red liquid surrounded
Aalìs as she sat next to her mother reading
her cherished book.
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Goosebumps

Nicholas Hodge

			

Honorable Mention, Poetry
It breathes so easily,
Wind across my neck.
Fluid pinpricks trailing up my skin
Defying gravity.
The hairs on my arm
Wave to the atmosphere.
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Academic Failure
“Fail!” That’s all I thought of when
a paper that had an enormous “F” on it,
popped up on my desk, meaning I failed
the test that I had studied so long for the
night before. I had recently moved from
the county. My mother and I were just two
people, a single mother trying to get by
with her only son. The whole reason why
we moved here was so I could get more
help in my schooling. Ever since I was
younger, I struggled in school. I was the one
who always finished last on a test, I was
the one who had no idea what the teacher
was ever saying, and I was the one who
day dreamed in class because I never had
the slightest clue what was going on, but
everything changed on one day.
It was late in the day, and by now
it was time to go home. I sat on the broken
down curb, like I always did, to wait for
my mom to come pick me up. I often
contemplated hard about why, I, a fourth
grader, who attended Jefferson Elementary
School, had such a hard time in school.
My mom often saw my struggle in school.
She would often get worried about it and
push me to study more. I would cry at nights
because I just could never get it, and I would
collapse from exhaustion. My mom had me
tested at a facility to see if I had any learning
disabilities. We had gotten the results back
that week, and I had turned up positive for
ADHD and Dyslexia. ADHD is a learning
disability that allows the person to become
easily distracted and unable to focus.
Dyslexia, the other learning disability, makes
the person become confused about letters
and numbers and how they look, like b’s
look like d’s and 6’s look like 9’s. I would
often become confused and uninterested in

Jordan Feagins

Third Place, Non-fiction
what the teacher was saying.
After school that day, Mom passed
the house instead of turning in. I asked,
“Where are we going, Mom?” She replied
with a soft, angelic voice,” We are going to
your new tutor.” I was so overwhelmed with
fear. I never liked tutors. I always felt like I
could somehow get caught up with my work,
but never did. She explained that this was not
any ordinary tutor; she had taught for many
years and helped many kids like me. I had no
idea who she was, where she lived, and why
we had to go today.
Mom drove down the most beautiful
neighborhood I had ever laid eyes on. As we
drove down the street, there were enormous
oak trees that seemed to be a hundred feet
tall! Bright red and yellow leaves fell from
the heavens; it almost seemed like it was
out of a movie. I could taste the cool, fall
air as is it whipped through my hair, leaving
behind traces of goosebumps. Mom then
slowed down the vehicle till we came to a
rolling halt. To my right, I saw this pristine
house that looked like it was out of a
Better Homes and Garden magazine. It was
so beautiful. It had an average sized driveway that looked like it had been sealed lately,
but still had some cracks in it. She had a
gorgeous flower garden that lined both sides
of the driveway, giving that look of a classic
American home. The house itself, brownish
in hue, looked very old. It had a set of stairs
leading up to the door on the left. At this
moment I started to get extremely nervous
about meeting this lady that was supposed
to help with school and help me understand
everything I was going through.
After we parked, I started the long
trek up to the door. The stairs were cracked,
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letting me know that the house had been
there for many years. She had a magnificent
yard, so many vibrant colors, with white
panda lilies and orange roses. It was a
vast garden with a quant koi pond near the
posterior end of the garden. I took a big
whiff and could smell the many fragrances
of the flowers and freshly cut grass.
I then proceeded to knock on the
door. A very proper, older lady, with an
enormous smile on her face, came to the
door and yelled out, “Jordan, it is nice to
finally meet you!” I was so nervous and shy.
I quickly replied, “Thank you, it is nice to
meet you, too.” She then invited me in, along
with my mother, and showed us into her
living room. While we were scurrying into
the room, we passed the kitchen, and I could
not help but notice that the kitchen looked
like an exact replica from the 50s. It had
your typical, generic kitchen that looked like
every other kitchen back then. It had pasty
white walls that resembled something of a
quilt layout. It had a white countertop with a
bowl of fruit, which added a little color to all
the white. We were now in the living room.
It had old floors that creaked with every step
we took. She had a dining room table that
looked like a valuable antique piece. It was
made of mahogany wood with a red tint to
it. It was a robust piece of furniture, one
that demanded respect for its age and pure
beauty. The adults spoke for a lengthy period
of time as I sat in a chair by the table.
Once my mother finally left, the
tutor, whose name I came to know as Mrs.
Peal, came in and began telling me about
herself. She stated that she formerly worked
at Jefferson Elementary for fifteen years and
had held many other teaching jobs at other
schools. We also discussed my situation:
how I struggled in school and how I had a
very low reading level for my age. One could
not help but feel bad. She then told me that
we were going to start completely over, a
new beginning. She was both encouraging
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and enthusiastic. We started a program called
the Wilson Method. It had a total of twelve
books, and she said that we were going to go
through all of them. She had previously only
had one student try this system of learning.
However, that former student had not made
it very far. I watched her whip out a purple
book with a number one in its corner. She
flipped it open and turned to page one.
We literally started from scratch.
I was learning about the vowels and
consonants all over again, but on that day,
we specifically worked on the vowels.
Almost each one made two or more sounds
with it. When I was in school, they had only
briefly brushed over the vowels and did not
spend much time on their use. With her,
however, it felt like a light bulb had suddenly
turned on, taking over the darkness that once
filled my head. Everything started to make
sense: how they all fit together, how they
work together to spell words, and how
they work, period. She could tell she was
getting through to me based on my facial
expressions. We continued to learn more
and more about our simple alphabet of letters
when all of a sudden I heard a loud “Ding
Dong!” It had come from an old grandfather
clock, which had struck the hour of four.
It was soon followed by a loud ring of the
doorbell. She exclaimed, “Well, I think that
will do for today, Jordan!” I looked up at
her with a big smile. We then slowly strolled
towards the door where we found my mother
waiting for us. As I left she said, “I hope all
that made sense.” I look back and exclaimed,
“You have no idea!” We then exchanged
goodbyes and left. We all waved at each
other as my mother and I pulled out of the
driveway.
The epiphany allowed me to make
sense of words. Words shape our lives. They
shape who we are, who we will become, and
who we have been. Without them, we would
be savage and illiterate. We would just be
pointing at things and making noises. Words
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shape our culture, our technology. This experience truly changed my life for the better. I
was finally starting to understand everything.
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An Autumn Memory
			

Cassandra Massengill
Honorable Mention, Poetry

Fall leaves begin to descend from their parents green, yellow, brown, and every warm color in between.
An autumn soaked breeze scented with the mountain’s air a hint of leftover smoke from an old fire.
An ancient pickup truck in the front yard silently sits
amongst the old odds and ends of a recent mechanic’s job.
In the truck’s bed lies the old full-sized tool chest,
synonymous with the working man of the south.
The chest, hard metal with a raised diamond pattern covering it,
the perfect mat for a young girl’s escape from reality.
Carefully, the young girl climbs into the bed of the truck,
gracefully places herself upon the tool chest.
Tool chest as her seat, the rear window of the truck as her back rest,
she picks up where she left off in her new favorite novel series.
Eagerly disappearing into her own mind,
the words conjure fantastical images,
hauntings, wizards, castles, playful spirits, feisty talking paintings.
Hours pass as her eyes quickly eat up every word upon each page,
a story unfolding before her instantly.
A slowly setting sun peeks through everything,
the mountain’s valleys and the vast array of dying trees.
Concentration broken only by the call of her mother,
“Come wash up for dinner!”
Insistent the girl cannot possibly be able to see the words,
lack of direct lighting her argument’s topic.
Debating and resistant,
the young girl finally obeys and leaves her perch.
She approaches the front door,
quietly looks behind her one last time,
admiring the beauty of the ancient truck,
its tool chest among the autumn drenched breeze,
a newly made fire’s smoke scent,
the rainbow-leaved trees.
She sighs a breath of contentment
enters her home, already planning
for tomorrow’s reading session.
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The Window
			

Alexandra Drumwright
First Place, Visual Arts
pen and ink on paper
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Emperor’s Flower Pot

Deborah Beeler

			
cut paper
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The Fowl and the Key

Crystal Dockery

			
mixed media
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It’s a Bird! It’s a Plane!
			
No, it’s Henryetta!
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Moriah Jones
Honorable Mention, Visual Arts
photography
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Our Vets

Moriah Jones

			
photography

Spring 2015 . Volume 25

30

Supermarket Jungle
			

Shelley Ray
Honorable Mention, Poetry

A sea of people wandering
like zombies they shamble up and down the aisles.
Some of them have lists, come alone, with children.
So many choices surround them.
The lady stands staring into space at the soups,
wondering what she will choose for her dinner,
so many choices, questions, decisions.
A couple argues at the meat counter
which protein will meet its fate for them.
Pushing buggies up and down the aisles
like it’s an interstate, traveling to their next item,
wandering aimlessly like robots with their lists,
grabbing things methodically from the shelves.
The stock boy grins eagerly,
asking if he can assist anyone
in finding anything.
Arriving at the checkout, everyone looks so afraid:
the mechanical belt delivering your hard thought decisions,
beep, beep, beep,
pay your money, take your bags and leave this supermarket jungle.
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Stylish Target
			

Diane Smith
Second Place, Visual Arts
photography
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The Masquerade

Peyton McKinney

			
pencil and ink on paper

33

Echoes and Images . Northeast State Community College

Curiosity

Zackary S. Sturgill

			
mixed media on birch wood
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Stay Classy, Don’t Do Drugs

Zackary S. Sturgill

			
mixed media on birch wood
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Towers		

Bethany Thomasson

		
acrylic on canvas
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Shapers
			

Paul Taylor
Honorable Mention, Poetry

I have read tales of liquid twilight travels,
Of swimmers and thoughtless widow-Makers,
Of incomprehensible messages on the beaks of blackened birds,
Of little cat feet and bearded shoppers,
Of blinded fighters and lighted basements,
Of island getaways and men dressing as ladies,
Of leaves of grass and human plants,
Of the wild musings of wondrous wall coverings,
Of Misfits and misguided intentions,
Of a treasured Scout and Jem,
Of rowboats and nature’s rigidity,
Of neckties at soundless flyer waterways,
Of man-beasts and dragons,
Of family caskets and colorful nightgowns,
Of self-reliance.
Murder – suicide, love – hate, birth – death, religion – reality.
Each different – Each similar
Obscurities cover clear minds like translucent veils,
Thieving thoughts from unwilling owners.
Choking childhood texts from budding bosoms,
Leaving logical and illogical lingerings.
Treacherous is the path to traverse by knowledgeable travelers.
It was the path of our mothers and fathers – their mothers and fathers.
It was the path of our brothers – our sisters.
It was mine – it is yours.
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Untitled
			

Katie Moody
Third Place, Visual Arts
watercolor on paper
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Grow

Kelly Tolley

			
watercolor on paper
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Blind Date
			
Amanda sat at the table in suspense.
She looked around nervously as she jiggled
her knee; she was waiting for someone, her
blind date. Amanda had always been against
the idea of blind dating, for two reasons.
One, she thought only desperate people go
on a blind dates, and two she thought it was
dangerous- you didn’t even know the person;
they could be a psychopath for goodness
sake! But at this point, Amanda had become
one of those desperate people. It had been
almost two years since her last relationship,
and it didn’t help that her mother was
constantly reminding her of her age and
how she would never meet anyone, being a
teacher and working around children all day.
So, as it turned out, one of her good friends
at school had told her about a friend of hers,
who would be perfect for Amanda. Without
hesitating, she jumped at the opportunity for
a potential relationship. Amanda had a bad
feeling about this date, but ignored it. Anyone would be fine at this point if it meant
shutting her mother up. Amanda checked her
phone for the fourth time since she had arrived at the restaurant.  He was about fifteen
minutes late, and Amanda was starting to
worry that he had decided not to come. She
looked around, seeing all the smiling faces of
parents and their children and wondering if
she would ever get to be in their shoes. Maybe with luck this guy would be the man of
her dreams, and they would start a beautiful
family together; that is if he ever showed up.
As she scanned the restaurant one last time,
she noticed someone walk through the door.
He was absolutely gorgeous! About 6 foot,
she thought, with black hair and a beard.
Gosh did she love a man with a beard. The
man walked over to the hostess and asked

Heather Christian
Third Place, Fiction
something. The hostess pointed Amanda’s
way and her heart began to race. “This was
it,” her brain exclaimed! This was the
man of her dreams, she thought, already
imagining their lives together.  Plus, just
imagine the look on her mother’s face, she
mused, as she pictured her awestruck
expression when Amanda brought him over
for dinner. “And our children…” she silently
rejoiced. “Oh, my gosh!  Our children
will be perfect!” With her brains and his
looks, there’s nothing that they couldn’t do.
Amanda quickly snapped out of her fantasy
to stand up and wave, realizing a second too
late that the man was shaking his head to the
hostess. The next instant a woman ran up
and they embraced, and then made their
way to their table.
Amanda quickly sat down, filled with
embarrassment. “This is stupid,” she thought.
“He’s obviously not coming; I might as well
go home and save myself from any more
embarrassment.” Just then Amanda heard
coughing. She looked up to see a rather old
man staring down at her. “Can I help you?”
she asked. “Are you Amanda?” the man said
in between coughs. “Um yes…” but Amanda
was interrupted by the man. “I’m Jim your
blind date.” Before Amanda knew it, she was
watching some man who could be her grandfather talking with his mouth full. “So…
how old are you?” Amanda asked between
Jim’s coughing. “I’ll be 75 in two months.”
Amanda choked on her food. “I’m sorry,
how old?” she tried to ask while coughing
and gasping for air. “Seventy-five in two
months… you know you should really
do something about that cough it’s rather
annoying,” Jim said to her in a rather stern
tone. “Really?!” Amanda silently raged.

Spring 2015 . Volume 25

40

“This old fart is lecturing ME about how
annoying coughing is, and he’s practically
coughed up a lung since we’ve been here.”
“How old are you?” Jim asked with yet
another mouth-full of food. “Oh…uh I’m
26,” Amanda answered. “Twenty-six, huh?
Shouldn’t you be married by now or at least
dating someone? I swear, you kids these
days wait till the last minute to do everything. You remind me of my grandson; he’s
around your age. Justin’s his name, and he
doesn’t want a thing to do with a relationship. Says he hasn’t found the right woman
yet. You know what I call that?” Before
Amanda could answer Jims question, she
was interrupted. “Laziness is what I call it!
Nothing but being lazy and waiting around
till the last minute to do anything. Why back
in my day you married the first girl you saw
and…” Amanda began to tune Jim out while
she poked her salad with her fork. Of course
this would be her luck, she lamented. Getting
stuck on a blind date with some old geezer
who had nothing better to do than rant about
the young people. She could hear her mother
now. “You should have gone into nursing
like I told you. Then you could have met a
nice doctor and wouldn’t be in this mess!”
Amanda inwardly groaned, and was
about to excuse herself to the bathroom to
call her friend and ask how in the world she
ever thought that Jim, a man old enough
to be her grandfather, was a good match for
her, when she suddenly heard a loud gasp.
Amanda jumped up from the table to see
Jim lying on the floor gasping for air.
“WHAT?! JIM ARE YOU OK?” She
yelled, only to get no answer from Jim.
“SOMEBODY CALL AN AMBULANCE,
PLEASE!” She yelled to one of the waiters. The next few minutes were a blur, until
at last Amanda found herself sitting in the
back of an ambulance watching in fear as
the EMTs swarmed around Jim. After they
had gotten to the hospital, the nurses told
Amanda where to wait until they had further
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word about Jim’s condition. Amanda waited
for what seemed like hours. “Poor Jim…I
was so awful to him. He was nothing but a
lonely old man looking for some company,
and all I did was ignore him. No wonder I
haven’t found anyone yet; I’m a horrible
person.” Amanda thought to herself as she
stared at the floor.
“Excuse me, but are you the
woman who helped my grandfather in the
restaurant earlier?” a deep voice said above
Amanda. “What?” she whispered as she
looked up. There standing before her was a
young man smiling down at her. He was
probably around 5”11 with shaggy brown
hair and brown eyes. “Um, yes,” Amanda
said, while just staring at the strange man.
“Ok, good. I was hoping you were. My
grandfather couldn’t remember your name
to save his life.” He said, laughing a little.
“What?” Amanda sputtered, “We were on
a…..I mean we were just chatting before he
– wait, he was having a heart attack… is he
ok?”
“Oh yeah, he’s fine. He has these
little episodes from time to time when he
forgets to take his medicine. And don’t take
it personally if he doesn’t remember your
name. My grandfather still can’t remember
my stepmom’s name, and she and my dad
have been married for about seven years
now.”
“Ok, that’s fine about my name. I’m
just so glad he’s alright,” Amanda said as she
began to stand up. “My name’s Justin,” the
young man continued, as he began walking
down the corridor with Amanda. “Jim’s
my grandfather….but I guess I already told
you that,” Justin said, laughing and flushing
slightly as he grinned. “It’s nice to meet you;
I’m Amanda,” she said while shaking his
hand.
“Thanks for being there for my
grandfather. You really helped him out,“
Justin said. “Oh no, it was nothing,” I said.
“I really didn’t do much. The EMTs and
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nurses are the ones you should be thanking.”
Justin laughed again, and then stared down
at the ground while scuffing his shoe. “Well
at least let me buy you some coffee from
the cafeteria; it’s the least I can do,” Justin
smiled.  “Uh…yeah, sure; I would love that,”
Amanda returned the smile.
“So, what do you do for a living?”
Justin asked while they walked down the
hallway towards the cafeteria. “I’m a
teacher,” Amanda said, bracing herself
for the usual questions of why would you
choose that, and how much money do you
even make being a teacher? “Really? Wow!
That’s awesome. I love kids!” Justin said,
smiling. “Yeah, me too. That’s why I wanted
to become a teacher,” Amanda said as relief
washed over at not having to explain her
career choice again. After a few minutes
of asking each other questions, Justin said
“You know, I’d never wish my grandfather
to be ill, but if it’s true what people say, that
something good always comes from something bad, then I’d have to say it’s been
meeting you! You seem like a really cool
person……Do you think you might like to
go out to eat sometime – once my grandfather’s out of the hospital, of course!” Amanda blushed, and then told Justin she’d love
to. “Maybe,” she mused as she continued
toward the cafeteria with Justin, “this whole
blind date thing wasn’t a complete waste of
time…just maybe.”
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Fluxus Empyreal (Flow Heavenly)
When I was twenty-six there
was a chilly day in March that was made
abundantly colder by the specter of Death.
Although I was notified of his coming, he
still expeditiously purloined the life from a
kind and gentle eighty-four year old woman
whose existence was infused with my own.
We were bound by blood, by love, and by
memories.					
I had just returned home from a
laborious day of installing insulation. The
fiberglass, like tiny quills, protruded from
my every pore. A nice, hot shower was
just what I needed to wash away the day’s
grime. Just then my cell phone rang, and
unbeknownst to me, this call would alter
my life forever.
I heard the dolorous voice of my
grandmother and knew quite suddenly
that something was terribly wrong. The
words she spoke infiltrated my mind and
momentarily numbed me. She called to
inform me that my dear, sweet greatgrandmother was being called to the great
beyond and I needed to hurry if I was to
give farewell to this quintessential woman
who was the matriarch of our family.
My heart fell from my chest to my
feet and I stood frozen on the spot, fearful
that any step I took would crush it under my
weight. Many long-concealed tears flowed
freely down my face, eagerly racing to splatter my shoes with their sorrow. The shower,
which before seemed so important, was now
mediocre.
Still unclean, I once again climbed in
my truck and felt envy for the cluelessness
I had only five minutes before. I may have
driven the twenty-five miles to the hospital
in a vehicle, but in my mind I traveled back
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Jonathan Calhoun

Honorable Mention, Non-fiction

through the last twenty-five years of my life.
I could see her through the eyes of
my childhood self, a younger, more vibrant
woman, cooking a monstrous breakfast
with giant, homemade cathead biscuits,
sausage and eggs. She loved to see her large
family eat and would cook anything our
young palates desired. She kept us fed, but
she also kept us in line. I chuckled a bit
thinking back on her chasing us “young-uns”
with a hickory switch when we misbehaved.
I remembered this strong-willed woman
trudging through the mountains gathering
many plants like Princess Pine, Galax, and
Leucothea to sell at local florists. A devout
Christian, she was at church every Sunday,
and she made sure that all the children were
right there listening, learning, and praying
together.
Putting her whole life into
perspective, I thought of the many
tribulations she endured, from the Great
Depression when she was only seven, to
the pain filled years of her elderly life. I also
thought of the many joys she encountered,
like falling in love and getting married, to
the birth of her children. What a miraculous
story she wrote with her life, but sadly, on
this day, she was typing the final paragraph.
Pulling into the hospital parking
lot snapped me back to reality. I dubiously
walked to the main entrance. The closer I
got the more fear tugged at me, holding me
back. I hesitated for a few minutes, hoping
to strengthen and compose myself before
moving on. I wish now that I hadn’t.
Stepping off the elevator, I was met
with a wave of sadness. Many of my loved
ones were in the hall; some were silent
while others sobbed uncontrollably, but pain
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marred the faces of them all. The agony I felt
for family who knew her longer and more
intimately than I was indescribable. I felt
so much despair for my grandmother who
had just lost the person who had cradled and
nurtured her as a small child. What fond
memories of her mother was she desperately clinging onto? How many stress free,
laughter filled moments echoed through her
memory banks, pulling tears from her heart
and releasing them from her eyes? By empathizing with her, hopefully, I relinquished
some of her pain.
Stricken with the realization that I
was too late, I dashed down the hall to her
room. There her body, a feeble matchstick
shell of a woman, lay before me. Because
muscles ceased to function, her mouth
was agape. Her eyes were open, staring
blankly at the ceiling, the vivacity gone
but not long departed. I could still feel her
presence and longed to know the mysteries
recently revealed to her. I wondered what
filled her thoughts during her final, flesh
confined moments. Was she scared and
confused at what was to come, or so heavily
medicated that her mind was incapable of
perceiving anything? I truly hope she was
content and could see her God before her,
His welcoming arms open, so full of love
that any suffering just melted away.
I wish I hadn’t let fear hesitate me.
It will haunt me always knowing I stalled,
missing those precious final moments,
forever unable to say my final good-byes
to such an influential and important person
in my life. I arrived posthumously and she
was gone. It devastated me to realize that no
more new memories were to be made and
shared with my great-grandmother. Her
energy was now free from the restrictions
of a body filled with pain, suffering, and
immobility.
This touched me and from that
moment on I see loved ones with a whole
new sense. When I look at them, while

saying good-bye, I often wonder if this will
be the last time I will ever gaze into their
eyes. Never again will I take for granted the
time I’m allowed to spend with family before
it expires.
I often wonder what wondrous events
were waiting for her in the next stage of her
existence. I hope her essence, unimpeded,
can now be heard in the laughter of small
children, a comfort felt to all in need, and
seen in magical places like the daydreams
of butterflies.
I dedicate this in memory of Mary
Elliot Bowers, born January 21, 1922, died
March 19, 2006. She is now an angel, who,
after so many years of doing God’s work,
finally earned her wings. The life and
unconditional love she shared with so
many others will be celebrated and never
forgotten.
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The Laments of War
		
My father once said I was destined
for something great. I can still remember the
glow radiating from his face as I graduated
from basic training. “You’ll shock the world,
son. The Lord will do something amazing in
your life,” he said with his signature comforting smile as he embraced me with a hug
that I recognized from childhood. Obviously,
God had never been deployed to Vietnam.
Of course, if my father knew of my intense
dislike for my religious upbringing, I would
have been out of the house, flat on my ass,
and without a job. My father never understood that there is nothing divine or patriotic
about seeing my brothers ripped to shreds or
blown to pieces. Nothing is heroic about
being washed in the blood of innocent
people. Looking back, God had to have
been absent from the hell that was My Lai.
I arrived in Vietnam in
December 1967 with the rest of the 11th
Infantry Brigade. The first three months on
the job weren’t too bad compared to other
companies. I met Lieutenant Tillis the same
night I arrived. “You are to fight for me,”
he commanded. “ But I order you to kill for
your brothers. All enemy contacts will be
designated “Charlie.” And Charlie is the
nastiest piece of human shit you will ever
meet. You see his ass, waste him. Understand?” “Yes sir!” We replied harshly. We
were prepared to kill, or so we thought.
“Get some rest men; at 0500 we’re going
hunting.”  For the first months we went out
on patrols, raised a little hell when Charlie
popped his head out from behind a tree or
bush, won the hearts and minds of the local
population, and became acquainted with the
exotic side of our enemy’s home. The trees
and forests covered the jungle floor, casting
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Bradlee Clark
Honorable Mention, Fiction
beautiful shades of green onto our squad as
we marched. The mountains were as vast
as the snow white clouds that rested in the
heavens above. I can never forget those
mountains, my dear. They rolled across the
landscape concealing hidden waterfalls that
slowly careened over the countless rocks we
saw as we continued to hunt for our illusive
prey, Charlie. I almost wanted to believe
this is what Vietnam was going to be, as if
this country was a product of divine creation
like my father spoke of. How foolish of me.
Vietnam was a product of war, and War is
hell.
I still remember losing our first
brother, Jon Barker, 1st Private Barker,
my bunkmate. He was a strange character,
constantly crying in his sleep, never talking,
and he was always shy around the rest of the
squad. The one good thing about him was
that he rarely broke formation, rarely. Either
led by fate or the hand of the divine, Barker
broke formation during a patrol around one
of the thousand rice patties my squad had
to pass by on a daily basis. There was an
older woman crying on her knees next to
the mud-covered road near the rice patty.
Her tattered dress was soaked from the
monumental rainfall an hour before. The
homestead was nestled between two small
hills that lay at the foot of a large mountain
range. The smell of rain still lingered in
the air, but the valley was incredibly silent
except for the sobbing of the old woman.
“Barker, get the fuck back here,” the
lieutenant commanded. Yet Barker continued
trotting towards the woman in front of our
squad. Why the stocky son of a bitch went,
I haven’t a clue; perhaps the reaper was
disguised as an old whore that day. Barker
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sprinted to her aid only to be blown back
from the weight of led penetrating his body.
Twice in the leg, one fatal shot in the chest,
he fell with a thunderous sound as the mud
from the road splashed and covered his lifeless corpse. The carnivorous appetite of
war had claimed its first victim of the 11th
Infantry. The woman jumped to her feet
and threw her hair back revealing a
malicious smile, obviously due to the taking
of an American life. With the infamous AK47 that she was holding, she turned to my
squad. The rifle’s wooden stock resting upon
her shoulder signaled the ensuing firefight.   
“Return fire!” the lieutenant screamed. The
crosshairs of multiple M-16’s lined over
her body, and just as she had done to
Barker, we ripped the hag apart. She fell to
the muddy road as the water mixed her blood
with Barker’s. Another shot rang out almost
hitting Lieutenant Tillis. We all fell to the
ground as mortars dialed in on our position.
Only minutes before was the valley quaint
and adorned in natural beauty, and within a matter of seconds all hell broke loose
upon the earth. The mortars fell a few yards
away from where I had embraced the earth
mixed with the hag and my fallen comrade’s
blood. We were at a loss for cover as three
more men fell, and then two; four more
were wounded. I heard a frail voice, of one
of our men, through the mayhem yelling
for his mother. I sprinted to his location to
find him ripped open along the stomach;
his entrails poured out of his open cavity
onto the ground. He was incredibly cold
and shook uncontrollably. As he went into
shock, I knew this would be his last image
of the world before he passed on. Anywhere
was better than that valley, I thought. The
sniper fired another shot and hit the college
boy, who had enlisted, in the head. A pink
mist flew from his cranium and mixed with
the sprinkle of rain that had recently started.
“Pick up your shit and head for the tree line,
now!” The lieutenant lead a charge toward a

considerable amount of cover compared to
the openness of the barren road. “Charlie is
going to love this, boys! He thought he could
jump us, eh? We’ll see how he takes to this.
Watch that tree line, Son,” he said to me. As
fighter jets screamed over our position near
the clearing between the road and jungle, I
turned to face flames of such heat and intensity. Napalm burned the trees, the farm,
the road, and our fallen brothers. The stench
was unbearable as fresh corpses were roasted
upon the earth. Our fallen were left as
black as the fertile ground they once stood
upon. The flames that enveloped their
bodies whipped and danced as if they were
celebrating their eternal victory over the
fallen men of war. Is this the destiny, the
patriotism, the honor my father alluded
to upon my graduation?
A couple of months later, I
sat looking out the open window of the
helicopter on another trip to my destiny,
My Lai. I grew numb from Barker’s death.
The past months taught me the horrors of
war. As the choppers’ blades cut the thick
jungle air, the 11th infantry rode to the drop
zone in our winged steeds of war. A voice
blared over the radio, “We’re a few minutes
out from the DZ. If Charlie doesn’t want
to fight aggressively, burn his damn house,
destroy his food, kill his livestock, and wipe
him out. The Zips thought they were tough
shit during Tet. Let’s decimate them.”
The first wave of the attack was led by air
cavalry with rockets and machine gun
fire. My initial thought was the 11th was
on janitor duty. The helicopters descended
upon the landing zone like locusts. Several
helicopters dropped my squad off in a
serene area of thorny weeds, burning
bodies of fallen teenage boys, and dead
livestock. “Alright, gather up for a second,”
the lieutenant said with a sense of
anxiety, “My Lai is crawling with VC
and their sympathizers. Anyone that runs or
defies due process is to be identified
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as Charlie, copy?” “Yes sir!” My squad
replied accordingly. Lt. Tillis led us to the
village. He was a tall man with hair as
brown as the bark of the trees that covered
our anxious formation. Something was in
the air, a presence that we couldn’t ignore.
We were being watched. “Ah boys, don’t
you just love a good ole rat hunt,” he said
as we walked through a narrow section of
the road leading to the town. The leaves of
countless trees were beckoning us to stray
from the path; they embraced our rifles and
gear as we continued to march. Lt. Tillis was
a superstitious man, who was always seen
with a religious symbol in his possession or
draped around his neck. On this particular
search and destroy mission he wore a cross,
placed a Vietnamese good luck charm on
his helmet, and carried a copy of the Quran
in his backpack. After fifteen minutes we
reached the outskirts of the village, with
eyes open and rifles at the ready, we began
the search for our enemy, the elusive Viet
Cong. “Move! Check the houses, sheds,
anywhere and everywhere,” the lieutenant
demanded. We heard a door shut, and we all
turned to see a small family trying to escape.
“Charlie! Waste the bastards!” A soldier
screamed. Shock overcame my instinct to
respond to orders. They were civilians. The
M-16’s ripped open spewing waves of led
at the family. A toddler, no older than three,
clutched his mother’s arm right before he
was struck above the eye. The round left a
clean exit wound as the blood poured from
his shattered head. My Lai erupted into
chaos. My comrades were burning the
wooden houses in the village. As I looked
to my left, near the village center, I saw the
lieutenant with a young woman, forcing
himself upon her. He threw her down in
the village center and attempted to rip her
clothes off, but she fought him with such
ferocity, he was taken aback. She tried to
escape, but she wasn’t fast enough to outrun
Tillis. She denied him the pleasure of his
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twisted desires as long as she could. When
he had finished with her, the sadistic son of
a bitch cut her from ear to ear and left her
in the dirt for the hogs. Shocked, I stood in
awe at the horror of insanity. I stared into
the face of our leader, who had just
committed a crime of such depravity and
violence, an act so brutal, it couldn’t
compare to Barker’s death. “Damn shame,”
he said, wiping the blood from his cheeks
where she clawed him, “She had such potential.” I saw civilians lined in a row, like
corralled cattle, executed by my squad. “We
were once peacekeepers!” I screamed at the
lieutenant, only to be blown back by the butt
of his machine gun. “If you can’t handle war,
stay the fuck out of my way!” he said as he
continued firing his weapon into the homes
of families with several children. I saw
everything moving in slow motion. Women
were being raped, children executed like
criminals; old, young, sick, healthy, all were
cut down. Their blood flowed so evenly over
the soil, the same color as mine. I looked to
Heaven screaming for mercy, for vengeance
in My Lai. As I looked from the empty sky to
the atrocities that unfolded in that village, I
realized My Lai was alone. I stood alone.
I was never the same after that. I
killed without remorse from that point on. I
never hesitated to waste some poor bastard
that looked twice at me in that god forsaken
country. Of course, you were the reason I
retained most of my sanity, dear. You stood
by me when the nation I killed and fought
for, saved and bled for, turned its back on
us soldiers. Now, I must ask you for forgiveness. I know the past few years have been
rough with my continued search for a job,
the lack of time I spent with the kids, and my
failure to satisfy you in more ways than one.
I can’t sleep because the demons from My
Lai constantly torture my dreams. I know I
never told you previously of my involvement
in Vietnam. I can still feel the cold corpse
of that college kid; I taste his blood in the
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rain every morning. I wake up and smell the
napalm roasting the village people, for God’s
sake. In church I hear the war as if I have
never left Vietnam. I don’t hear sermons of
salvation or forgiveness. Instead this nation
should be damned for its involvement in that
country? What was the point? What was the
purpose of such sacrifice? Dear, don’t think
of this as my suicide note; instead, see it as
my release from agony. Barker and that poor
college kid didn’t deserve death. Everyone
that was present in My Lai should have taken
their places. Their innocence was taken from
this world; their light can never be replaced.
This is my confession of war, my confession
of hate, and my acceptance of destiny. I never told you everything I did there. I never
told you of My Lai. I have to do this for me.
I love you, my sweet Allise. I love you Terri,
Diane, and Drew. Please take care of your
mother for me. Know and understand that
Daddy loves you all so much, and he always
will.
The war-torn soldier, now a shadow
of himself, rests his pen and paper at the foot
of the family Christmas tree. He notices the
snow. He understands winter’s grasp, and
fears the warmth of his future. He looks at
his family photo with his wife and children.
He stares at the barren Christmas tree in the
living room, next to his office desk. He remembers what it was like to be young again,
to believe the world was a harmless place.
However, his past constantly reminds him of
the way the world really is, the way man is,
the way he still is. Slowly he opens the small
drawer with the key that his father gave
him before he died. Inside the drawer is an
object of cold steel, passed down through
generations of his family. He places his
father’s loaded .38 in his mouth. As his
hands tremble like miniature earthquakes,
the pistol rests on his lower jawline. His
thumb slowly glides over the hammer, cold.
Click, the gun is cocked, one last shot to end
My Lai; one last shot to end his suffering.

As his finger embraces the slick trigger, his
eyes close,, and as his last breath is taken, he
remembers what his father told him. He was
destined for something greater.
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Liars, Cheaters, and the Occasional
Compliant Patient
Over the past several years I have
functioned as the Practice Administrator for
a private medical practice. This position has
opened my eyes to the reality of the drug
problem, not only in our area, but across the
nation. As a general or primary care practice,
we offer everyone a chance and attempt to
avoid stereotyping as we have found it is impossible to accurately judge by appearances,
intelligence, age, size, or even hygiene level.
By a patient’s second visit, however, we
are typically able to classify them as a liar,
cheater, or a genuine compliant patient and
then respond accordingly.
The liars can be difficult to ascertain
at times as they have plenty of experience
when it comes to lying, and often times, we
are not their initial doctors office. When I
consider all the patients I have dismissed
from our practice, a few stories stand out in
my mind. From lying in general about experiencing pain, claiming their medications
were stolen on multiple occasions, going
to multiple physicians to obtain additional
narcotics or “doctor shopping,” the list
could continue for hours. Doctor shopping
is generally considered the most serious
offense as it holds several criminal charges
as well, and one group of ladies always
comes to mind. I will call them “The
Golden Girls.” These ladies stole all our
hearts from day one. They presented themselves as the sweet, grandmother type, with
perfectly permed hair, matching outfits, and
ending most of their sentences with honey
or darlin’. They each became regular
patients and were required to see their
provider monthly for visits and monitoring.
Approximately a year after their
initial appointments, the Drug Enforcement

49

Victoria Smith

Honorable Mention, Non-fiction

Administration, known as the DEA, granted
access to a prescription monitoring database that allowed physicians to run a report
to review a patient’s prescription history. It
provides a comprehensive list of scheduled
drugs the patient has filled within a specified
time frame, the pharmacy at which they are
filled, the quantity obtained, name of the
prescriber, and the date in which the medication was filled. While we felt it was a waste
to run a report on such sweet ladies, the new
office policy stated a report had to be ran
each visit for every patient. In reviewing
their reports, however, we quickly realized
they had been visiting four other family
practice offices between Kingsport
and Knoxville and obtaining narcotics at
each. After the initial shock wore off, we
began verifying the reports with the listed
pharmacies. Each of the women admitted
she had been obtaining medications from
several sources and were subsequently
dismissed, with each of the other offices
being contacted and made aware of the
situation.
The second type are the cheaters;
they are often the most devious ones. This
type often leave you asking, “You hid that
where?” Each of the patients, whom our
providers prescribe scheduled drugs, must
provide a urine sample for drug screening at
every visit. Patients become quite creative in
their attempts to foil the tests. We often find
medicine bottles in the garbage with urine
residue still inside the bottle, where the
patient has paid someone to give a clean
urine sample to ensure they pass the drug
test. Patients are also often short on their
medications for various reasons and will
attempt to dissolve their last remaining
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tablet in the urine sample in an effort to pass
by having all medications they are prescribed
show on the screening. However, in most
cases the lab technician can see the tablet
as the smaller particles take longer to completely dissolve. I am amazed at how much
thought and effort goes in to these schemes,
yet how quick they are to overlook major
details.
One prime example, we had a male
patient in the office who was to see the
provider, and as always, provide a urine
specimen. Unfortunately for him, we were
running behind schedule due to an emergency earlier in the day. By the time we called
him into the lab for testing, the urine he had
brought in to pass the test was no longer
body temperature. This, in addition to the
very clear appearance of the urine, raised
several red flags. We deal with these types
of people daily, and in these instances
we will run a few basic tests that will
definitively confirm tampering.  We first
did a urinalysis dip test, which we normally
use to verify a UTI or to test sugar levels.
Upon reviewing the results his sugar levels
were astronomical. At that level, the patient
should have been in a diabetic coma.
Considering the patient is not a diabetic,
however, the logical and most often accurate
explanation was that he drank Sure-Jell®
prior to his visit. The canning jelly is often
known to make a drug screen present false
negatives. Unfortunately, it cannot replicate
the correct pH levels or specific gravity and
makes the urine saturated with ketones.
At that point we decided to confront the
patient with our findings. Of course, he
denied everything saying we had made a
mistake. While I was attempting to explain
the error was not with my staff, our lab
technician decided to do a pregnancy test
on the urine as we suspected it to be his
girlfriend’s who had accompanied him to
the visit and had visibly plumped since the
previous month. The test was positive! When

we made the patient aware of our latest findings, he knew he had no room left to argue.
With sudden worry and fear in his eyes, he
looked down at the floor and quietly walked
out of the building. We still don’t know why
the girlfriend drank Sure-Jell®, but we assume she must have been hiding some things
from him as well. He received his official
dismissal in the mail two days later.
The last category is my personal
favorite, the credible patients. These honest,
sincere, and trustworthy patients remind
you why we are in the field. They never fail
a drug screen, not because they cheat the
system, but because they are genuine people.
We can relate with them and they give us the
feeling of success and accomplishment. Our
office is helping someone by treating their
hypertension, recognizing signs of cancer
and ordering the proper test, managing
diabetes, controlling pain, and setting up
referrals to see a specialist for other
conditions. Their focus isn’t pain medication;
it’s healthcare. In today’s world, they are
becoming the exception rather than the rule
and these are the patients all providers wish
they had more of.
It is a constant battle to stay one
step ahead of the game, but we work
hard to separate the legitimate from the
deceptive. Through strict policies, random
pill counts, witnessing the patients provide
urine samples, using an outside lab for
verification and quantitative results of
screens, and utilizing the ever growing
nationwide network for prescription
monitoring, we are able to eliminate the
majority of problem patients. Our policy is
to keep everything equal, no exceptions.
This leads to a few irate, compliant patients
who, understandably, do not want their
collection witnessed by office staff. It is
unfortunate in life that the bad ones always
seem to ruin everything for the good. When
it comes to our liars, cheaters, and compliant
patients, we continue to help them to the
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best of our ability, even if they are unable to
see it as such right now. Our hope is, after
being exposed, these people will seek help
for their addictions and some day understand
we are in the business of saving lives, even
theirs.
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A Happy Little Walk
through
Hell
			
Once upon a time, there was a race
of giants who frolicked freely in the Forest
of Fuzzy Pink Unicorns, one of the most
notoriously evil areas of Hell. This is the tale
of The King of Essuoral, the land of the freed
men, who were in constant battle with the
giant hellish armies of Satan, and the demon
overlord of Mehcuegal, the thirteenth plane
of Death and Torment.
“Where is my drink, you insolent
baboon of a man!?” the king screamed at his
servant. “I need my wine in the skull of my
enemy; I thought I told you this hours ago!”
“Yes, your highness. I’m sorry, your highness.” The servant handed over a makeshift
chalice, a hollowed out skull, removed from
a soldier that was just defeated.
“That battle was so extravagant, I
feel sorry for any man who missed that,” the
king reminisced. The servant for the king
picked up the reddest of all the red wines and
poured it into the chalice, but it all poured
onto the floor, passing through the eye
sockets. “What is this!?!” the king angrily
screamed, his adrenaline pumping still from
the battle, where he slayed vicious beasts
and ten foot tall men. It was indeed the most
glorious battle ever witnessed.
“Your highness, it appears that all of
the wine is falling through the eye sockets.
Your highness, we must have overlo-” The
king had enough with this servant, and took
his head off with one, clean sweep. He only
kept him around for the tax cuts anyways.
The king was most displeased and looked
upon his royal court. “Well? Find me a beast
with no eyes, so I may drink from its skull!”
The court scrambled out into the
battlefield, which happened to be right outside the king’s hellish castle, searching for a

Tyler Kerstetter
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skull without eyes. The ground had a purple tint, and the sky was blood red. Bodies
of hellish beasts with their acidic entrails
covered the field, but every one of them had
eyes.
Soon, the king heard a vicious roar
and the screams of his court. A man of the
king’s court, a governor from the land of
Eoelihne, ran frantically to the throne to the
adamant king. “S-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s,” the governor had a stuttering problem, “s-s-s-s-s-sir,
there’s a b-b-b-beast outside.” The king had a
smile on his face. He immediately jumped up
from his throne and grabbed the largest axe
ever seen. He held the massive axe with one
hand and pounded his chest, running outside.
There stood a wurm with five heads,
all with razor sharp teeth and no eyes. His
royal court was being ripped to shreds and
eaten alive by this horrible beast. The king
ran towards it, blood glistening off his metal
armour and saliva dripping down his mouth.
He jumped onto the neck of the right head
and cut it off immediately, with the force of
a thousand winds. The monster dropped the
court and gave its full attention to the king.
As he jumped down, the four remaining
heads roared next to his face. The king stood
his ground and roared into the four heads
twice as loud. It was so threatening that two
of the heads ran away, leaving only two
remaining heads for the king to fight.
Dodging the great wurm’s lunges,
the king jumped onto the back of the left
head and bit into it, kicking the other head
while doing so. Ripping the head off with
his teeth, he spat it onto a court member
and cut off the last head. The king roared
once more, and the remaining court members
applauded, except the one on the ground
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with a 200 pound wurm head covering him.
The king lifted the head off of him with his
pinky and said, “Now I want that skull, and I
want my wine in it!” The court looked at the
king in pity. “But sir,” the blood and slobber
covered court member said, “this is a wurm,
and it has no skull.” The king cut off the
head of this man and fell to the ground, “..So
goddamn thirsty..”
In a completely different area, a man
walked over to a cliff. Looking down, he saw
nothing but a stream of lava. Up was nothing but red skies and the occasional bloodthirsty, fire-breathing dragon. He turned
back around and heard the lava waving and
the ground shake. “Why have you entered
my hellish realm, human?” a threatening
and booming voice said from behind him. A
giant with horns coming out of his ears and
lava dripping off of him had arisen from the
river. “Uhh, hey there,” the man said. The
demon laughed and slammed his monstrous
hands next to the man. “You’ve entered
Mehceugael, the thirteenth plane of Death
and Torment, my realm. Why are you here,
human?” The man calmly looked on both
sides of him. “Mehceugael?” the man asked.
“Yes, Mehceugael!” the demon screamed
in clarification. “I was just walking to my
kitchen, man. I got lost.” They both stood
silent for a minute. “You... ended up coming
to the thirteenth plane of Death and Torment
on your way to your kitchen?” the demon
asked, dumbfounded. “Yeah, dude. I’m not
real smart.”
The demon released his threatening
pose and sighed at the idiot man. “Do you
know where Gibeatrum is?” The man stared
at the giant. “Guess not,” the demon let out a
sound to acknowledge that he was thinking.
“Where are you from?” he asked. The man
stared blankly before saying, “Uh, I don’t
remember, man.” The giant climbed up and
shrunk down to just a little taller than the
man’s size, as all giants have magical
powers. “Come along then, let’s try to get
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you back to your damn kitchen.”
Back in the throne room, the king
was forced to drink wine from a cup like a
civilized person. He screamed and threw the
cup after every sip, but he was so thirsty.
There were only seven members in his court
now, the others having died or ran away
after the monster showed up. The king
made a high class man into his servant. The
humiliated man picked the cup back up and
poured more wine into it. Suddenly, soldiers
from the battle ran into the castle. “Your
highness, you ran away from the battle and
left us to die!” The court looked at the king
in an odd manner. The king got up and said,
“If you’ll excuse us for a second.” The king
grabbed the soldier and put his massive arm
over the soldier’s shoulder. “Are you trying
to make me look bad!?” the king silently
screamed.
He opened the door to see a battalion
of his soldiers he left to die after cowardly
running away. The king began, “Soldiers,
you all fought egregiously, and for that I am
chuffed. So, how about we put this whole
abandonment thing behind us and move on
with our lives, hmm?” The soldiers had a
bloodthirsty gleam in their piercing, cold
eyes, and that thirst was for the king’s blood.
Just as the king was about to change the
subject and run away with haste, a hellish
giant emerged from the spiraling, jagged,
evil, black trees of the Forest of Fuzzy
Pink Unicorns, with a man who looked
completely stoned playing the flute on his
back.
“Shit,” the demon said under his
breath as one hundred horses rode to him.
“What is it?” the man asked. “This king is
always killing my creations. He’s just
preposterous,” the giant said. “What’s
preposterous mean again?” The horsemen
rode up to the demon with the king in the
front. “Hello again, my dear friend,” the
demon said half-heartedly.
“Friend? You are no friend of mine,
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monster!” the king spat back.
“What do you mean we aren’t
friends? We’ve talked at least once before.”
The king dismounted his horse and
pointed his axe at the demon, “What are you
doing in Essuoral, Mike?” The demon put
his palm to his face. The stoner fell off his
back giggling, “Your name is Mike?” The
demon grew and spoke in his threatening
voice, “I’m passing through to take this idiot
back to his world. He was on his way to his
kitchen when-” the king began investigating
the man and put his axe away, “-are you even
listening to me?” The king didn’t notice what
the giant said. “You, boy; from whom have
you acquired that flute?”
The demon looked down. “Shit,” he
said under his breath again. “This gnarly
giant dude gave it to me, man,” the man said
idiotically. He handed it over to the king.
“You realize that you can’t give humans
anything from our world, right Mike?” The
demon put his palm to his face again. “I’ll
take the boy from here. You can head on
back to your little stream in the realm of
pixies and shit.” The demon grew twenty
feet and fire shot from his eyes, “It’s the
thirteenth plane of death and torment!”
“Whatever,” the king said as he
threw the man onto the back of his horse.
The demon sighed as the battalion rode
away. After traversing through the Horrible
Woods of Tendus, the Endless Valley of
Doom, and the Forest of Fuzzy Pink
Unicorns, the giant finally rested in his riverbed. Moments later, he heard the soft footsteps of sandals. Hello? Mr. Giant dude?”
“Goddamn it.”
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III
		
“I have never seen it rain like this
before,” she said as she turned the key in
the ignition. The car started, but with a
loud, almost unbearable growl. The rain
was having an effect on me; I could feel it all
over my body. Normally, this weather would
be another reason to stay inside. Yet Evelyn
had insisted we go to a party an actor was
throwing at his west side apartment in the
hills of L.A.
We stopped at a small mini-mart to
grab a drink and some cigarettes. I hoped
that would ease the effect the rain had on
me, as if I were in its own grasp. Like a
spreading infection, the radio began to show
the symptoms of the rain. As I fumbled with
the volume, an old Jeff Buckley song started
to play. The static seemed to rise faster than
the music, eventually over- powering it,
which was not a first for Jeff Buckley.
The streets of L.A. had emptied completely;
we passed only a few cars every now and
then. I assumed it was the hard rain that had
driven most people home. Finally, a voice
broke through the static of the radio, breaking my thoughts. I quickly changed stations
before the voice could whisper another word,
this time making sure I found something
I liked.
The drive to L.A. reminded me of
when I was a child. My father and I would
venture down from Glendora, always stopping by the same ice cream parlor. It was
owned by a short Italian man with a long,
handlebar mustache who could hardly mutter
any English out from underneath it. The
first time my father and I ate there, I had a
pistachio flavored slushy; it was the summer
we had the heat wave. I remember reading
the headlines in the newspapers, “Hundreds
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die from heat wave.” He just shook his head
as I heard him say, “Everyone needs a little
devastation.” Back then I had no idea what
he meant by that, and to tell you the truth,
I am still not one hundred percent sure.
Regardless, after he said that, I never took
anyone for granted again. My father said so
many things I would never come to understand. Only in turn, I used them to my
advantage. Somehow, that’s how we got
here, in the car and on our way to the party.
The heroin had begun to wear off,
but I could still feel it flowing through my
veins. The rain continued to pour down on
the windshield, the wipers defending themselves as fast as they could. The palm trees
began to blur and eventually turned into
escaping bats; I was hoping this was just
something to my illusion. Unsure, I lit a
cigarette to calm myself down. Between
the draws of my cigarette, Evelyn and I
had begun talking about old friends, ones
we had not seen in months and even years.
Ones we missed dearly, who we promised
to call tomorrow and check up on. We made
plans to get together and invite them all
over to our new studio apartment. I could
honestly say it was the nicest apartment we
had lived in throughout the past couple of
years. It came furnished with all of the
necessary items along with a few luxury
appliances. I will admit that we always
did take those for granted.
As the trip continued, I became restless. I could not sit still, not for one moment.
I peered into the back of the car and pulled
a record out of my bag. I had bought the
record at a store that just opened a couple
of blocks from our apartment. It was a
deleted Cure single from 1985. I didn’t
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even particularly like The Cure though
I had felt it was necessary to have in my
collection. I took it out of its mylar bag and
removed it from the jacket revealing yet
another sleeve. Slowly, I removed the record
from it, the round piece of shiny, black vinyl
in my hands. I inspected it thoroughly as if I
were inspecting a corpse during an autopsy.
I found a small scratch on the surface of the
B-side, which I could not help but stare at.
After a few minutes of staring, the scratch
became a line of ants marching across a
black desert. With sudden surprise, I slipped
the record back in its sleeve and placed it
back in the back seat. I looked up and realized we had finally reached our destination.
No one was home.
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Judges
Visual Art Judge: Charlesey L. Charlton-McCallister is a full time Assistant Professor of Graphic
Design at Tusculum College and has shown both regionally and nationally. She received her
MFA in printmaking from East Tennessee State University, and received certification of Adobe
Photoshop, Adobe InDesign, and Adobe Illustrator from Digital Training and Designs, in Addison,
TX. She has several pieces on permanent collection in museums, colleges, and private collections.
Her work has been shown in both New York City and Chicago. In 2008, MGM Studios purchased
her mixed media drawing Self Portrait for their permanent collection.
Poetry Judge: Lindsay Lusby’s poetry has appeared in Sugar House Review, The Lumberyard,
The Feminist Wire,The Wolf Skin, Fairy Tale Review, Midway Journal, wicked alice, decomP, The
Doctor T. J. Eckleburg Review, and The Coachella Review. Her chapbook Imago was published by
dancing girl press in 2014. With Jehanne Dubrow, she co-edited The Book of Scented Things, a new
poetry anthology from the Literary House Press. She is the Assistant Director of the Rose O’Neill
Literary House at Washington College and serves as assistant editor for the Literary House Press.
Her website is lindsaylusby.com.
Fiction Judge: Tamara Baxter stated that her life upon the Nolichucky River is the place from
which she draws memory for writing. From a review by Shane Toombs, “Nestled in the Great
Smoky Mountains is a talent as remarkable as the landscape that surrounds it. Tamara Baxter,
author of Rock Big and Sing Loud, resides in the Northeastern corner of Tennessee… she is a professor of English at Northeast State Community College. Though she also teaches literature, creative writing seems to be her forte. Baxter was born and raised in the same Appalachian environment in which her characters reside… she attended East Tennessee State University and completed
a collection of short stories for her master’s thesis, Pennies Kill the Fishes, and Other Stories. Rock
Big and Sing Loud has been praised for its original coupling of doleful situations with good-natured
wit. The result is humor that is dark, yet at the same time heartwarming—pure Southern Gothic…
The collection of sixteen short stories garnered Baxter several awards such as the Morehead State
and Jesse Stuart Foundation’s First Author’s Award for Fiction… Baxter has accumulated several
other awards for writing including the Harriette Arnow Award, a Leslie Garrett Award, the
Sherwood Anderson Award, and the National Rose Post Award for creative non-fiction.”

57

Echoes and Images . Northeast State Community College

Non-Fiction Judge: Chrissie Anderson Peters received her BA from Emory & Henry College (1993)
and her Masters of Science in Information Sciences from the University of Tennessee (2002). Her
dedication to writing rekindled in 2005 when she took a Creative Writing course at Northeast State
Community College, where she worked as a librarian. Since then, her work has been published in
Echoes & Images, Clinch Mountain Review, Pine Mountain Sand & Gravel, The Howl, and in the
acclaimed online publication Still: The Journal. Recently, she had a poem, “Lamentations on
Leaving,” and a Memoir piece entitled “Angel Dust” published in Clinch Mountain Review’s Fall
2014 issue. She has received accolades in several contests, as well as being accepted at the Hindman
Settlement School’s Appalachian Writers Workshop (2010-2013). She currently serves as President
of the Poetry Society of Tennessee’s Northeast Chapter and is also a member of the Appalachian
Authors Guild, Boone Tree Library Association, Tennessee Library Association, Tazewell County
Historical Society, and Grayson County (Virginia) Heritage Foundation (of which she is a Board
Member). Dog Days and Dragonflies is her first full-length publication; Running From Crazy will
be her second collection of stories/essays/poems.
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Contributors
Cheston Axton was born into the open arms of Rocky and Robin Axton on May 27th, 1987. Not
long after he was born, his family became broken apart due to the divorce of his parents. He spent
the majority of his life with his mother, and through her amazing care and determination, he was
able to grow up in a well-balanced home. Creativity had always felt strong in his blood, and at an
early age, he felt a strong desire to write. Cheston is currently working on a novel, as well as
several short stories to craft together for a collection.
Deborah Beeler is a Northeast State student who is passionate about watercolor.
Abigail Bell, a nineteen-year-old freshman at Northeast State, has been writing since she was
eleven, acting since she was six, and drawing and singing since she was born.
Jonathan Calhoun has always done some kind of construction or farm work until he became
disabled from a shoulder injury. Now he finds himself back in school, attending Northeast State
Community College, after eighteen years trying to find a career that he can physically still
accomplish. He has always been a hard worker. Northeast State has given him hope that he
can still contribute and succeed.
Heather Christian, a 2012 graduate from Sullivan South High School majoring in business, will be
graduating from Northeast In December and starting ETSU in January. She would like to thank all
the wonderful professors that she has had the pleasure of meeting over the years at Northeast. They
have made her first two years of college an amazing experience and now she is looking forward to
starting a new chapter of her life.
Bradlee Clark, an English major at Northeast State, is the eldest son of Bobby and Jo Clark. He
enjoys writing poetry as a form of reflection about the world and the events that shape society.
Crystal Dockery is currently a psychology major but an artist at heart. She is a fantasy and
science-fiction enthusiast who also enjoys listening to music. She states, “I devote nearly every
waiting moment I have to creativity, without art in all its forms, life would not be as much fun.”
Alexandra Drumwright, a freshman majoring in Animation, has been painting and sketching for
most of her life and hopes to one day work for Disney Animated Studios.
Jordan Feagins is a full time student at Northeast State Community College. He is an avid Civil
War re-enactor who also loves basketball, but says football is his passion. Jordan is the self-proclaimed biggest Tennessee Vol fan in the world. He currently works at Zaxby’s in Kingsport. One
of his favorite verses is Philippians 4:13: “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.”
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Andrea Greer is an English major at Northeast State.  She has been a hairdresser for 11 years, but
aspires to be a published author of fiction novels, young adult fiction, and children’s books. At this
time she is working on a Fantasy/ Romance novel that will be the first in a trilogy, and if the words
take her there, possibly a series. She has also written two children’s books (one of which was inspired by her own children) and is waiting to find an illustrator.
Victoria Hewlett, a freshman at Northeast State, currently on a transfer path with an interest in
journalism and politics, has written poetry for many years and is delighted at the opportunity of
publication in Echoes & Images.
Nicholas Hodge, a student in pre-engineering at Northeast State, loves doing all sorts of things
except for writing biographies. He writes to express niche feelings and relieve the mundanity of
things.
Moriah Jones is a psychology major. She states that she is “figuring it out as I go.”
Tyler Kerstetter was born in Florida, but moved to Tennessee at a young age. He enjoys writing and
being creative, and he’s graduating from Northeast with a degree in Digital Media and with hopes to
be an animator.
Payton McKinney, a young artist from Erwin, is majoring in Digital Media. She has been drawing
ever since she could hold a pencil and hopes to have a career in graphic design.
Cassandra Massengill, a twenty year old college student born and raised in East Tennessee, is
currently in her second year of attending Northeast State Community College and is majoring in
Pre-Pharmacy. She plans on going on to the ETSU pharmacy program. She hopes one day to work
for a pharmaceutical company and discover a cure for cancer, or at least an alternative to
chemotherapy.
Katie Moody is majoring in Studio Art and has plans on going to either ETSU or another university
after she graduates. In her spare time, she likes to draw and read.
Daniel Scott Rutherford is a student at Northeast State.  He enjoys writing and being creative.
Shelley Ray is an exercise science major. She enjoys photography, Volkswagens and technology. She
works at Geek Squad.
Diana Smith is majoring in Social Work with hopes of working with Hospice after getting her B.A.
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Victoria Smith is a student at Northeast State Community College pursuing an R.N degree. Upon
graduation, she will work toward becoming a nurse practitioner, fulfilling her life-long dream.
Currently, she manages a healthcare provider group and is active in several charities, including St.
Jude Children’s Research Hospital, Human Rights Campaign, The Breast Cancer Research Foundation, and Alzheimer’s Association. She is also a member of Phi Theta Kappa Honor Society and
Gay Straight Alliance. She has an expertise in finances and management and her hobbies range
from spending time with her family to sports and shopping. Most recently, she received the 2014
NAPW Professional Woman of the Year. She is married to her beautiful wife, Rachel Smith, and
together they have three children: Phoenix, Joplin, and Hendrix (after Janis Joplin and Jimi Hendrix). Her favorite quote is from Dr. Seuss: “Be who you are and say what you feel because those
who mind don’t matter and those who matter don’t mind.”
Tabitha Stambaugh is a Speech Communication major with the desire to help others effectively
communicate. One day, she hopes to get her Doctorate because she has such a passion for learning.
She loves to ride bikes and go on long walks with the love of her life as well as her canine child, a
chihuahua. She is thankful for her strong support system including her dad and siblings, her fiancé,
Lorna, Barry, and most importantly, God. Tabitha says: I wouldn’t be where I am today if it weren’t
for God bestowing his many trials and blessings upon me!
Zackary S. Sturgill is majoring in Interior Design. He is a fan of the theater, old films, and writing.
He is a dreamer at heart whose favorite poem is “Ode” by Arthur O’Shaughnessy. He is known by
his friends and family as a creative person who is obsessed with river otters.
Bethany Thomasson, a young artist studying at Northeast State, is a member of the Sci-Fi/Fantasy
Guild. She enjoys digital art, painting, and listening to music.
Paul Elderwith Taylor III, currently a Mass Communication and Speech Communication Major,  
is President of the Council of Leadership, Advocacy, and Student Success and the debate team as
well as an active in a number of other things on the Blountville campus.
Kelly Tolley lives in Jonesborough, TN with her husband. She enjoys pursuing creative outlets such
as painting, drawing, and writing. She states, “Discovering art has transformed my journey, and
now the world makes sense to me!”
Jameson Wills is a student at Northeast State Community College majoring in automotive. He lives
in Chuckey, Tennessee.
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Echoes and Images, Northeast State’s student literary magazine, invites
submissions of fiction, non-fiction, poetry, and visual art.
Prizes will be awarded in each category:
First Place:

$50.00

Second Place: $35.00
Third Place:

$25.00

The competition is open to current students at Northeast State.
All entries must be original and previously unpublished, and contributors
agree that the submitted work may be published by Northeast State in
Echoes and Images or other college publications, in print, or online.
Students may enter in all four categories.
Poetry, Fiction, and Non-fiction must be submitted online through the
Echoes & Images website. An online entry form must accompany each submission.
For Visual Art, students must submit their original works to the Humanities
Division Office, H129, and each entry must be accompanied by a fully
completed entry form obtained from the Echoes and Images website.
Results will be announced early in the spring semester.
Visual art entries must be picked up by the end of the spring semester.
Entries should be submitted in the Humanities Division Office, Room H129.
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