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On the Porch, in Summer

Patrick Brian Cooley

			

First Place, Poetry
The Old Man sits, cross legged
applying milk-chocolate paint in thick layers
like frosting,
then spreads them thin.
The dog, Blondie, overeager for his attentions
runs up and nearly hurls herself into the paint.
She is reprimanded coarsely. I guide her away—
tail wagging uncomprehendingly—down the stairs.
I pause to watch her play in the grass, but she simply lays.
It is here I notice a board—broken—removed:
Beneath is a world of dried gossamer spun by living spindle.
Unthinking, with curious finger I encroach.
Defying the sovereignty of nature,
I gingerly press at a small casing,
which dislodges and tumbles to the ground,
spilling eggs like dried amaranth into the breeze.
‘It must have been there ages,’ I think,
‘Perhaps the heat killed them—shame.’
I turn to look toward the yard,
But from the corner of my eye, movement.
With eight fleet feet she flies across the wooden beam and stops:
There’s nothing left to mind.

1
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June 22, 2015: Inmate Intake
My mom and I were lying on a bed
in our living room down at our house, which
had only been ours for about half a year.
As we watched movie after movie, I began
to realize that I would be without her for
a long while, a long, dreadful while. All I
could imagine was how she felt. Did she
feel sad, scared, and angry at the world? Or
was she as calm as she was acting, ready
to go start her journey and get it over with?
Sleep wasn’t even considered that night,
as we both knew it would be our last night
together until the long, quiet car ride to West
Virginia. Throughout the whole night, I tried
to hold my emotions in, but even our dogs in
the house were acting weird, like they knew
something was about to change.
I had packed all of my stuff the day
before, having friends come and see how I
was doing and to tell her goodbye. My mom
had not only come back into my life, but my
friends’ lives too, giving them a motherly
figure that a few of them didn’t have. Here
I was, about to join their ranks, going from
Mom never being around to her getting taken
from me when she’d finally come back. Why
would she do something like this?
The day I finally found out the truth
was horrible. I went to my mom’s house,
now just an empty, caution-taped house
of dust, just about every weekend. I never
knew anything was going on, never actually
noticed the way she and my stepdad were
acting with their sleep-deprived nights. Then
one day while hanging out with my friends,
I got a text that devastated me: “Dude, your
mom’s meth lab just got busted.” What was
I supposed to do or say? Why didn’t I listen
to my dad and others when they told me her
house was bad and what she was doing?

Wesley Trent Payer
First Place, Non-fiction

I didn’t want to believe it. But when I got
home, there she was, all the evidence I
needed.
Now here we were, six months later,
on the night before she had to go. You
could have heard a pin drop through the
whole house with all of the silent, continuous
thinking going on - her thinking about how
it was going to be, how she was going to
survive, and me thinking about where I was
going to live, how school was going to be
when everyone started talking about it. I
could hear the shakiness in her voice every
time she spoke, every time she said everything was going to be okay. I knew it was
going to be okay, but I didn’t want her to
leave. I didn’t want her out of my life again.
I wanted her to stay lying right beside me, to
never leave, so we could watch movies for
the rest of our lives. When the clock struck
6 A.M., though, we knew it was time to get
ready and take the last car ride with each
other for a while.
It killed me to watch her go through
the house, reminiscing about memories. We
had only owned the house for about six to
eight months, but it was the longest time I
had ever lived with her, the longest time I
had ever spent with her. She was always in
and out of my life, moving from place to
place, only coming to see me every once in
a while. And here I was, once again, going
motherless, a pain I had felt for years, but
this time was different. It was different
because she was there for me. She had
always cared about me, but this time more
than ever before. I remembered all the times
I would come home after having a bad day
and go lie with her in her room, watch TV,
and talk about my problems. She was my
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world now, and I could protect her like I
tried to do when she lived in the other house.
I watched her get beaten half to death by my
stepdad for years, a pain that was always
there making me worry every day if she was
alright. And now, I didn’t have to worry.
She was there with me. I was her protector.
I wouldn’t let anyone touch her, but I knew
in a few, dreadful hours I wouldn’t be able to
help her anymore. As she said goodbye to the
house and her pets, I could see the sadness in
her face, starting small from when we began
watching movies the night before to a face
full of despair as we were walking out.
When we got in the car with my
grandparents, I could tell how badly
they were taking it. Even with the corny
jokes and half smiles, I could tell they were
hurting. The whole way up I didn’t know
what to think. I wanted to turn around so
we didn’t have to give her away. I hoped for
the possibility of her arrival being delayed
a few more months, but maybe this was for
the best. There wasn’t a lot of talking, just
a few mutters here and there barely needing
responses. I wanted to talk and be happy
and enjoy the last few hours with her, but I
couldn’t. It was like something inside of me
knew I was about to lose something big, and
it didn’t want that to happen.
We made one stop the whole trip, to
get something to eat at a restaurant about an
hour from her destination. We sat around a
small table, my mom, my grandparents, and
me, picking at our food. I tried to eat, but my
belly full of loneliness wouldn’t let me. We
made the best of it, all of us with our fake
smiles trying to have a good time, but I knew
I wasn’t the only one with a huge knot in my
stomach.
Afterwards, Mom and I walked over
to the Dollar General next door. I came
along to get some of my last moments alone
with her. Before we walked out, I hugged
her, not too hard to make her emotional, but
hard enough to let her know that I loved her
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and would no matter what she was going
through.
Finally, we arrived to the place none
of us wanted to be, the Hazelton Federal
Correctional Institution. As we inched closer,
I could feel my emotions coming on strong,
along with everyone else’s in the car. When
the car stopped, it was like my whole world
stopped, too. I thought of every memory we
had together, the ones that I loved, the ones
I wish I could take back, and the ones we
wouldn’t get to make yet. Right before we
got out of the car, she handed me a letter that
had my name with hearts around it and said,
“Please don’t open this until you guys leave.
I’m sorry for everything, Wesley.” Those
words rang in my ears.
As soon as we walked in, a coldness
hit me, but it wasn’t just coldness; it felt like
so much more. It felt lonely, but reassured.
It felt like help, the kind my mom needed.
Everything finally clicked for me right there.
I knew we were going to be alright. This
thought went through my head as she hugged
my mamaw, who was balling her eyes out,
as she hugged my papaw, who stood there
emotionless even though I could see the
sadness and disappointment in his face,
and, finally, as she hugged me. After everything we had been through - every night we
had lain there talking, every moment I had
thought about her finally being back, and
every thought that had been glad she was
out of that hell of a house - I had to give her
away again. I loved her so much. When she
hugged me, it was like hugging her for the
last time.
It was weird for me, not because I
was losing her, but because I didn’t even
shed a tear the whole time, not before we
left, nor on the way, nor as she walked off
down that cold, dead hallway. It was like I
was emotionless. And I couldn’t figure out
why. But then I thought some more: she had
always been into bad things, making bad life
choices and not doing the right thing. I
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realized that while she was leaving my life,
she was turning over a new leaf in hers. On
the way home, my mamaw, papaw, and I
didn’t drive in silence like before, but were
happy, smiling, and talking. I didn’t know
if they had realized what I had, that maybe
this was the best thing for my mom. Maybe
prison could be one of the best things that
happened in her life.
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Thought to Thought
			

K. C. Fitzgerald
Honorable Mention, Poetry

I swing from thought to thought
Knitting my discretion deep into my mind
The shadows of your personality whisper its secrets
Handling shards of your cruelness
Villainous cuts plague my hands
Toxic clocks display an incorrect time
I run on your frozen pond until you crack
Drowning in your icy waters
You do not save me.

5
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On Church Street
			
The air hung heavy with dimly lit
opacity, reflected in glittering onyx on
the streets below. A few cars passed by,
slowing briefly apace her resolute gait –
drivers staring, contemptuous, confused,
surprised, anonymous behind the glare of
clean glass and chrome – before speeding
along about their own business. The walk
from the bus stop was long, several blocks.
Only the hourly domestics used public
transportation, so there was no sense of
urgent need from the residents of the
neighborhood. Veera paused. She looked
up through the hazy mist, past the electric
will-o-the-wisps and read the intersecting
signpost, Church and Water streets. Turning
onto “Church St.”, she walked brusquely,
stopping in the center of the sidewalk with a
click of her sensible, black shoe, and turned
to face the estate door.
It was a considerable inheritance,
three towering stories, narrow at the front,
conspiring to hide the over six-thousand
square foot interior expanse. The home was
recently painted – within the last year – in a
powdered canary and eggshell, which was
complimented by the lush, verdant flora,
both native and exotic, and a jet black, heavy
wooden door. Veera tugged resolutely at
her woolen plum jacket, smoothing it
into her matching, knee-length skirt, and
readjusted her black leather attaché case in
her left hand. Balling her right, she knocked
decidedly thrice, and waited.
From within, Veera could hear a
startled rustling of crinoline and chiffon.
A sliver of light was born and extinguished
swiftly as the curtains to the front parlor
were drawn surreptitiously back and
returned. A conspicuous rattling came

Patrick Brian Cooley
First Place, Fiction
from below, at knee height, followed by a
harsh, “psssst.” Veera knelt. A large, blue eye
in heavy mascara and shadow stared back at
her.
“Round the back,” the disembodied
voice accompanying the eye breathed
heavily, “Please!”
Veera straightened, and made her
way round to the back entrance, reserved for
servants, day laborers, and others, where the
lady of the house greeted her.
“Come in, come in! Welcome to
our home,” she said, almost sincerely, in
the demurely trained Carolina drawl of a
former debutante, while securing an earring.
Smoothing her dress, she continued, “Sorry
for my appearance. We just got home a few
minutes ago ourselves, and I was just about
to change out of these clothes. They’re a bit
‘posh’ as they say for … uh, receiving
company, don’t you think?”
Veera stood in the threshold to the
kitchen, impassive.
“Harold,” Mrs. Breedlove queried.
Mr. Breedlove sat on a little chair of
chrome, upholstered in sea-foam-green vinyl,
pulled up to a chrome-and-white-Formica,
four-person breakfast table in the center of
the family kitchen. He wore a starched white
shirt, the first two buttons undone, letting a
crisp, white tank-top peak out from beneath,
with the sleeves unbuttoned and haphazardly
rolled up to three-quarters length. His skin
was paler than Mrs. Breedlove’s, the skin
of a man who lived in an office, the typical
arrangement for their class – he was
responsible for a healthy income, while she
was responsible for a healthy appearance –
though his hair was much darker, a chestnut
next to her tallow. Though they both bore
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blue eyes, hers liquid, his solid ice. A lit
cigarette hung precariously from his lips,
threatening to ash all over his nice, white
shirt. Its mate, a lipstick-stained Virginia
Slim, lay crumpled hastily in the ashtray
in the center of the table.
“Harold!” Mrs. Breedlove repeated,
enunciating each consonant, choking on her
own anxiety through forced calm.
Harold looked up, slowly.
Satisfied, she closed her eyes a
moment, and continued. “Harold will show
you upstairs, to the – ”
“Might I trouble you for a glass of
water?” Veera said, dry and soft. It was
barely a whisper, but the force of the request
sent Mrs. Breedlove stumbling back half a
step;  the watery current of her stare was still
on the surface, but raged like the Missouri
beneath.
“I – uh, I – suppose. Yes. Certainly,”
she stammered, and screwed on a tight smile.
“Harold.”
Mr. Breedlove sat stiff-backed, and
looked briefly between his wife and Veera,
disbelieving and disgruntled. With icy eyes
fixed on his wife, he rose resolutely, and
obliged.
As he handed Veera the glass, he
caught her eyes, and commanded, “Keep the
glass, and follow me.” Mr. Breedlove had a
very gentlemanly way of speaking, casually
softening any consonants at the ends of his
words. He didn’t wait for a reply, staggering
down the hall. Veera followed. She was led
up two flights of stairs, and down to the
very rear of the house, near the nursery and
children’s quarters to a narrow door. Mr.
Breedlove turned to face Veera. Leaning
against the door frame and crossing his
arms over his chest, he looked the young,
black woman over, and sneered.
“I know you probably don’t believe
me, but I can and will help your son,” Veera
began.
Mr. Breedlove’s laugh was like the
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report of a twin barrel shotgun, startling
and mirthless. “Oh, honey,” his words
dripped with disdain, “do you honestly think
you’d be here if I still cared? You’re here to
appease my wife. We have an understanding:
After this fails, we’ll ship him up to Weston,
in West Virginia.”
“Weston?” Veera began, but was
struck with realization, “T-A? TransAllegheny! You can’t be serious.  That
place is – ”
“Don’t you judge me! Don’t you
dare – ”
“But that place, it’s a butcher sh – ”
“Don’t you DARE! Who are you to
judge me!” He was furious, pushing himself
off the wall and pointing his finger in Veera’s
face, the whisky rolling off his breath in
waves. Veera clenched her fists and set her
jaw. His face reddening, he spat, “You have
no idea, no idea what it’s been like. Now I
have a friend, an old military buddy, from
Korea. He’s a doctor there now, says it’s better than it was. Legit and modern. He’ll get
the help he needs, and we can move on with
our lives. Now just shut up! Just shut your
mouth and get to work. The sooner we’re
done with this, the sooner we can be done
with it.” With that, Mr. Breedlove pulled
himself down the hall and out of sight.
Veera took three steadying breaths
before her hands released and her jaw
unclenched, and she moved into the room.
It was a small cupboard of a space,
barely big enough for the twin bed, side
table, and dresser that occupied it. There was
a small, wooden chair in the far corner of
the room, and Veera began to make her way
towards it while keeping one eye on the frail
boy in the bed. He was strapped down with
cloth belts at his chest, waist, and thighs,
with an additional belt securing each ankle
and wrist to a complimentary post. His skin
was sallow, eyes jaundiced and bloodshot.
His dark hair, like his father’s, was plastered
to his head and face in sweat. Deep, purple
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circles hung cotyloidal under his eyes. Eyes
which stared hungrily, scanning Veera’s
path across the room. His thin, pale lips
split, revealing yellowed teeth set in
receding gums, as he let out a slow, halting
hiss. Laughter. Reaching the chair, her
back to the beast, Veera began to prepare.
Setting her satchel and the glass of
water against the back of the chair, she undid
the buttons on her stiff coat, and draped it
across the ridge of the chair, her blouse left
snugly buttoned at her neck. Next, she undid
her hat pin, and placed it and her hat in front
of her satchel. Leaving her gloves on, thick,
black leather, like a falconer’s, she turned to
face the adversary.
She resembled the boy, though less
severe and in a darker hue. Her hair was dry,
a tight, stiff curl, a matte black lacking luster
or shine. Her eyes weren’t sunken, like the
boy’s, but heavy, purple circles hung from
them like overripe fruit. Her lips were pale
and ashen. She bore the pallor of someone
anemic, dehydrated. Her sandpaper tongue
scratched itself along the roof of her mouth
as she swallowed, and spoke.
“Well?”
The boy’s head cocked curiously
sideways, brow arched.
“Is this it?” she continued. “Is this
your big magic trick? Your worst imaginable
affliction? Jaundice?”
The demon sneered through the
boy’s face. “Hold your tongue, wretch, or
we’ll hold it for you. With or without you
attached,” it chuckled lazily at its own threat.
“That’s not much of a threat,
considering,” she indicated the straps. The
beast hissed a chuckle again.
“These bonds can’t hold us. No
bonds made by man can hold us. We are
Legion!”
“How original.”
The demon furrowed its brow, and
growled. “Mind, the holy water and crucifix
in your satchel give you a false confidence,

but you’re still the unloved bastard mutt
daughter of a whore and a pedophile.”
Veera grinned, a cold, cruel
expression. “I didn’t bring holy water, and
I’ve never cared much for jewelry.” She
turned, retrieved two small packages from
the satchel and the glass, and returned. She
set the glass on the footboard of the bed,
tucked the leather bladder under her arm,
and unwrapped the first item: a small, ivory
figurine, bottom half snake, top half goat,
with the arms of a man. The demon moved
the boys head backwards against the pillow,
surprised.
“You know us,” it croaked, “or at
least one of our names. We’re...touched.”
Veera said nothing, but continued to
smile. Pouring out the glass of water onto
the bare floor, she uncorked the bladder
and emptied its contents into the glass.
The pungent aroma began to fill the air
immediately, and the boy’s eyes widened in
response to the demon’s shock. “Yes,” Veera
cooed, “the menstrual blood of a virgin,
gathered on the third day of her cycle, under
a full moon. Very, very tricky to come by –
awkward, too.”
The demon flicked the boy’s tongue
out over his lips. “Give it to us.”
“No.”
“Give it to us!”
“No,” Veera teased, and set the glass
behind her, atop the dresser.
The boy’s body lurched against the
restraints as the demon howled, locked eyes
with Veera, and hissed. “Fine. But don’t say
we didn’t warn you.” With that the boy’s
body lurched upward from his navel, arching
his back against the restraints, and emitted
a low moan that grew increasingly into a
pained, human shriek. A putrid smoke-likesteam rose from his body and swirled into a
vague shape, a shrouded figure like smoke
trapped in glass hovered over the boy, now
collapsed and breathing shallowly on the
bed. The figure moved serpentine through
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the air, closing in on Veera as it stretched
out its incorporeal claws, and closed them
around her neck. “Remember, we warned
you.”
“I know,” Veera replied, struggling
to loosen her gloves, “your kind always
makes that mistake.” Suddenly there was a
great crunching sound, like twigs of glass
snapping, followed by a wet, sucking noise
as Veera drew the purple-black heart from
the core of the beast. Its own claws dropped
from her neck, as the vapor of its body began
to condense and drip like a black, acid rain
onto the wooden floor, where it steamed and
dissipated into the ether. In its last moments
of being, it watched in silence as the young
woman devoured its heart, and was reborn.
The tight curls crowning her head were
renewed in luster, like coils of obsidian,
her skin dewy, her eyes bright, lips full and
dark, purple, stained by the insidious heart.
Finishing, she licked the juices from her
black talon tipped fingers, savoring each
drop.
The boy stirred, safe in his bed, as if
waking from an unpleasant dream.
“Wha? Where? Is it, is it gone? It,
it – ”
Veera crossed smoothly to the boy,
and placed one clawed finger over his mouth,
“Shh, rest now.” The boy’s eyes rolled
back into his head, slipping from conscious
concern. Wiping the stain from his lips, and
sucking the last of the juice of her thumb,
Veera studied the boy’s face for just a moment, soft and peaceful. Almost innocent,
she thought, her fingers hovering at his temple. She was tempted in the moment, power
coursing through her, renewed, to peer into
his potential, a hint at his future, to know,
was he worth saving?
Withdrawing her fingers, Veera collected her belongings, her cheque, and left.

9
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Marmalade

Patrick Brian Cooley

			

Second Place, Poetry
I’d forgotten a bag of homemade preserves
at his parents’ house,
when we were house sitting for them.
As reward for their retrieval,
I’d promised his sister her pick.
She chose a jar of Grapefruit & Gin marmalade.
His grandmother found it while visiting,
some months later – tucked away in the pantry.
She liked the taste.
In fact, she bestowed upon it the greatest honor
a Mississippi matriarch can:
She glazed a ham with it.
They told her he’d made them,
So they wouldn’t have to explain my existence.
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To Be Me
			

Rachel Starnes
Honorable Mention, Poetry

When I fly, I soar high above the clouds,
higher than Superman could have dreamed:
I hold the weight of the world on my back;          
my energy knows no bounds.
I am invincible.
The restlessness makes me want to
crawl out of my skin; I fall from starry skies,
past earth and past hell.
I can no longer hold myself up.
I want my body to meld into the bed
and the voices in my head are all I can hear.
I want to curl up into myself.
The pain in my stomach is like a huge rock rolling,
ripping and tearing at my intestines.
Panic sets in, bile comes up in my throat.
Only the warm water can ease the pain.
Only the water is my friend.
The drops of water mix with my tears.
I desperately want to reach for the cold sharp steel.
I know it will be temporary,and after the release comes
self-loathing, hate, regret.
The cycle continues as I open old scars.
The worst scars are those in my head.
Just in time, Hope wraps me in his warm embrace.
He quiets the voices, reminds me of my worth.
Reminds me that I am loved, reminds me I have a purpose.
Reminds me the anchor
and the kite will soon balance.
I give in to his embrace, for tomorrow
I will struggle to stay afloat in the ocean that is my life.
The cycle will start over, as it always does.
My mind will always betray me.
I can never trust myself.
There is no cure.
Just hope.
This is what it is like to be me.

11
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The Boy in the Green Jacket
It wasn’t what we would consider
a normal preschool today. In those days,
at least in our area, preschool wasn’t
mandatory – it was a luxury and a privilege
afforded only to the fiscally lucky or deeply
unlucky, the “at risk” youth – but prescribed
in exclusive doses either affluent and
private or subsidized by the government.
We wore flannel shirts with tiny balls of
fluff, patterns worn at the elbows; once
vibrant cartoon characters emblazoned on
sweaters were now faded to soft pastels;
over-sized puffy jackets, either piled near
the base of a tree, draping its roots in dayglow hues or the banners of various sports
teams, or worn but left open to the cool,
comfortable air; our shoes were worn at
least a size too big (to grow into) and stuffed
with a second pair of socks. It wasn’t hard to
guess to which group we belonged, strutting
about oblivious in our second-hand best.
As yellow light decanted through
drying leaves like stained glass set in auburn
and umber, leaded with graying bark, the
fallen leaves crunched under our feet as we
ran through the dappled light of mid-autumn.
We kicked them up at each other, the broken
shards and yet-whole alike, indiscriminate in
our games, laughing in a round with the trees
who laughed back in our own voices. We
took turns jumping on the merry-go-round,
rusted in spots where the faded paint chipped
away, or swinging on creaky swings, or just
running around, careless in the world. We ran
free.
One of the boys I didn’t know well
– our interests seemed to rarely, if ever,
intersect – was playing by himself on the
edge of a creek bank. He had dark auburn
hair, like rusted mahogany, and wore a puffy

Patrick Brian Cooley
Second Place, Non-fiction

jacket, green with a stylized “G” emblazoned
on the sleeves and back. His flannel shirt
was threadbare, and he wore a stained white
t-shirt underneath, tucked into his jeans
(elasticated at the waste and ankles). His
shoes were laced loosely. I still wore Velcro.
Two boys stood behind him, dressed similarly, but in the colors of sports teams other
than his own. They stood with one another,
but separate from him, observing without
outright joining.
I stared at the three of them, their
behavior curious, unusual to me, hunched
over and secret with darting, guilty eyes.
The boy in the green jacket stood on the
bank of the creek, which ran along the edge
of the playground, thrusting the dead limb
of a young tree accusingly like a pointed
index finger. Finally, I ran over. Perhaps he’d
found an interesting rock, I thought. I liked
rocks. They were pretty and free and I
could collect them on my walks around the
neighborhood with my mother and sister –
though my mother was repeatedly forced to
draw the line at bringing home gravel. He
hadn’t found a rock. A small, wet, brown
creature (like one of the lobsters at the
grocery store I naively thought were pets
or decoration, like an aquarium, but in
miniature) clawed at the rocks with its many
legs, trying in vain to find some refuge
among the leaves and twigs in the creek.
When I reached them the last spasms
of life were leaving the crayfish’s body,
its chest gently crushed. He looked at me
conspiratorially with a sinister grin. He said
something. I don’t remember what. I don’t
think I was really listening. The other two
boys edged in closer, perhaps emboldened by
our growing ranks, and the boy in the green
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jacket thrust his stick down again.
It was at this point I began shouting,
“Stop!”
He gave a startled leap back,
sneering, flabbergasted. “What?”
“Stop! You’re hurting it! Why are
you hurting it? Stop!”
Once the shock wore off he
began arguing back, with the other two
boys joining in – a three-part harmony of
masochistic bravado. Each was encouraged
by the others’ steadfast insistence. The boy
in the green jacket grew angrier, his face
transforming into a splotchy red mosaic of
hurt and confusion.
“Quit being a baby! Shut up! Mind
your own business! Go play somewhere else,
baby!”
I couldn’t. I couldn’t ignore what
he’d done. He had to know it wasn’t okay.
Our teacher, Ms. Solomon, came
over, a wonderful, stout woman in a gray
sweater that matched her short, cropped
hair. She seemed to instantly understand
and worked some kind of magic I still don’t
entirely understand to simultaneously make
us both feel better, calmed, and reassured.
Her compromise was to take the crayfish’s
body inside and perform a dissection, to
make it scientific and educational.
Twenty-nine children and one adult
stood against one broad wall of the spacious,
rectangular room, painted gray, decorated
with various educational posters and lined
with tables for crafts, reading, and eating –
usually not all at once. I stood alone, several
tables away with my back to the proceedings.
I caught myself repeatedly trying to stare out
of the corner of my eye, my natural curiosity
betraying my disgust. Still, I maintained my
deeply held, four-year-old principles and
refused any active participation. My
curiosity curdled, however, convictions
hardening as I saw the black-lacquered eggs
spill out onto the brown paper napkin. I
turned away once more.

13

When I got home, my mother – who
was gifted with the ability to read her children from 30 paces – immediately asked
me what was wrong. My stony resolve, the
silence which to this day is indicative of my
darkest rage, dissolved, and I began to weep
the entire ordeal into her embrace. She was
quiet for a long time, even after I’d finished
venting. The questions I had were bigger
than I knew, bigger than she felt I could
handle. I’d never seen death before, not so
intimately, though I understood the concept
in an abstract sense, as part of the food chain.
Death was sometimes ugly, but justified by
necessity. My mother wasn’t ready for me
to understand the true cruelty of death, to
understand the world needed no justification.
“Some people don’t understand the
pain they inflict; they don’t see it as real,”
she compromised.
“But he killed it. For no reason. It’s
wrong,” I maintained.
“I know,” she said. “I know.”
The boy in the green jacket and I
never became friends.
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Drawing in Breath from the Sky
			

Kevin Carrier
Third Place, Poetry

A slice of Italian prose
Lay quivering on the kitchen table in front of me
I stare it down
Stew sets simmering on the stove in the corner
The mechanic she is in love with
Is moving to Phoenix
For better work and more pay
She thinks to herself
If red were for poison
Then the wrench would not turn
The engine would not ignite
The headlights would never leave me
Walking on the moon
She let the sun fill up my footprints
I run down the lane
Believing I see a bird
Resting quietly on a lonely branch
Drawing in breath from the sky
And i feel pain now
Because i learned something today
And it ruined me
It destroyed me
Now I fall back into legend
A tired mist or spray
That gently kisses faces
But stays with no one
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Smoke

Kevin Carrier

			

Honorable Mention, Poetry
I gasp,
Lungs cloudy
Voice tarnished
And grey
I feel a chill in your eyes
Slicing through bone
Curtains are drawn
You are standing in the doorway
In the hall
Your grit still on my tongue
Frameless pictures taint the walls
The rugs are rolled up
And kept under the stairs
Puddles of moonlight
On the hardwood floor
When you are near
I refuse to be loved
.
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The Fun Ones
		
Some people think bird poop is lucky.
A bird takes a flying dump on your car or
your shoulder, and while most of us would
moan and groan and curse that flying jerk
face, some people would merely take off
their jackets and smile. For some it’s a horseshoe or a four-leaf clover, or a specific song
on the radio, but it’s that rush of adrenaline,
of hope at spotting one of these “signs” that
excites you. It’s the same spike of emotion,
the same adrenaline that fear produces, and
it’s that adrenaline, that spike, that feeds
them.
“I hate when he does that,” Jack says
as he takes his seat beside Tom. “He always
gets me when I’m walking in.”
“That’s cause you’re easy. You scare
like a six-year-old girl, and that pleasant
little jolt will leave him fed and happy for
months while that constipated look on your
face will feed me for years to come,” Poppy
spoke up, giggling at Jack behind the curtain
of her hair. Mr. Vice flicked the lights, the
gruesome face he had used on Jack slowly
morphing back into the familiar face of their
beloved teacher. He turned to the front of the
room, flipping on the projector, his monotone
voice filling the room as he instructed them
to turn to page thirty-six while Jack muttered
something about the lack of resemblance
between him and a six-year-old girl, sending
Poppy into another bout of giggles. Tom shot
Jack a sympathetic look though he couldn’t
help but smile when he turned around.
In a matter of months the school had
gone from a certified police state to a more
mild version of the Wild Wild West, and with
homecoming and the weekend meeting up,
guns had been swapped for Frisbees and
footballs, and saloons for hallways filled

Chelsea Temple
Second Place, Fiction
with silly string and chants about crushing
the Wolverines. The sheer volume of everyone was volcanic, but the fun ones never
seemed to mind the noise.
Chrissy smiled bright as she saw
Tom. He pressed his nose to the rose-colored
hair at her temple, looking up once to make
sure that they weren’t catching anyone’s
unwanted attention.
“Hi,” he whispered. “Hey fella,” she
replied, her cheeks tinting with blush.
“Big night tonight,” she said, pulling
away as she saw Mr. Hopper heading in their
direction. She knew they didn’t work that
way, but she was intent on keeping “those”
moments for when they weren’t around.
“Yeah,” he sighed, answering her
question. They had been practicing for
weeks, coach drilling the plays into their
heads until Tom was sure he could run them
in his sleep. He was determined to win, as
if the whole thing was riding on his head
instead of on the team’s. They were the ones
who would have to listen to East’s taunting
and bragging for the next year if they lost,
not him. No, this was one game they had
to win. Sensing the tension that flooded his
shoulders, Chrissy changed the subject.
“I got my dress for the dance tomorrow.”
“Great,” Tom replied, leaning to kiss
her on the cheek. “I’m sure it’s beautiful. I
can’t wait to see you in it,” he added as he
took in Chrissy’s smile, glad that at least he
knew how to do his job.
With laser-focus and the kind of will
that meant he was never easily dissuaded,
Granger was a wonder on the football field,
but a nuisance nearly everywhere else. He
tried to put it off the best he could, but after
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walking Chrissy to class, finally getting more
than a peck on the cheek, Tom knew it was
better to just get it over with.
Punctual as ever, “New Spark,” as
Tom called him, wouldn’t show up until right
on time for class, leaving Granger more than
enough time to harass Tom with his
concerns.
“We need to talk about tonight.”
“Can we please not?” Tom asked. “I
thought we already had everything settled.”
Granger ran a hand through his hair,
his frustration popping out the top instead of
out of his eyes.
“I’m worried about the game,”
Granger spat out. “I think we should meet for
another practice, and as the captain it’s your
job to call it.”
“If I think we need it,” Tom cut in.
“Which I don’t.”
“But,” Granger started, following
after Tom as he moved to his seat, “Jack still
doesn’t know where he’s supposed to go,
and Matty just….”
Nothing was going to be perfect.
Tom knew that, but he didn’t see the point
of stressing about it. His grades were up so
high his parents hardly cared what he did
on the weekends anymore, his college apps
were ready to be sent out, his future was set,
and winning tonight would be like shooting
a cherry off a perfectly made cake. Settling
Granger with a look, Tom took his seat.
There would be no extra practice tonight;
they’d be fine without it.
“We can’t change the future,” Tom
said finally. “It is what it is. What’s going
to happen, will. It’s not all about winning or
losing anyway.”
“Tell that to the losing side,”
Granger muttered, but Tom had spoken.
Majority ruled with the team, and none of the
other guys had seemed too stressed about extra practice, so Tom knew that they’d be fine.
Granger wasn’t happy, but then again
he rarely ever was, so Tom decided it didn’t
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make too much of a difference. Heading
home after school seemed to be the best idea.
Tom needed to make sure his parents were
ready for the game, though he’d be picking
up some boys from the team and driving to
the school himself. There was no way they’d
want to miss this.
Of course, if it wasn’t for Jack they’d
be on time for everything. Jack stuffed his
bag in the trunk before shuffling into the
front seat. The guys in the back seat glared,
but always followed Jack’s “shotgun
forever” regardless of his tardiness. Jack
was pink-cheeked and ruddy, but not from
the cold.
“Are you ready?” Tom asked,
knowing he couldn’t be that excited to be
starting tonight.
“More than,” Jack replied, sounding
giddy. Maybe Granger had found him and
had gone over things a few more times after
all. Tom smiled and started the ignition,
ready for the games to begin.
They had practiced, they were
prepared, and they were winning. He knew
coach was proud, his face spiking every
time one of them barely avoided a hit, or
managed a surprise tackle to one of the other
team. This was what he had been asking for
in practice, and Tom and the rest of the boys
were set on delivering. By halftime they
were up twenty-one to seven, and were in
possession. It wasn’t the greatest game
of their lives, but they were winning by a
comfortable margin. Tom knew it didn’t
really matter if they won by fifty points or
by one as long as they came away with the
victory. Everyone in the crowd was there for
the halftime show anyway.
Everyone says senior year is the
most important and the most stressful year in
high school with all the entrance exams, the
hardest classes, and the decisions that will
affect the rest of your life, but Tom thought
saying goodbye was going to be the hardest
thing they would have to face.
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Some of the guys settled by the
edge of the field line, while a few were so
confident in the results that they scuttled off
to the locker room for a proper rest before
the second half, but the rest of the team had
a job to do. Having kept their promise of
feeding and caring for them, it wasn’t easy
to lead them out of the school and onto the
field, but somehow they managed. Forcing
them to their knees, only David seemed to
have any sympathy whispering a “Please,
Mrs. Carter” before helping her meet the
grassy field.
Tom knew it was for the best. It was
their job to pave the way for the future, and
that meant letting the fun ones have their
way. It had been put to a vote, and the
majority had spoken. They made it clear that
they wouldn’t force them. They met with the
young ones, the future decision makers of
Earth. They treated them with respect, and
left them to decide. If they didn’t like the
way they ran things, if things weren’t better,
then they would leave, but if they were, then
there was something else they had to honor.
It was the adrenaline that came with
fear, that exhilarating feeling you get when
walking through one of those haunted houses
on Halloween, and they loved it. They fed
on it, a little jolt lasting them longer than
Thanksgiving dinner would for one of us.
Plus, they were pretty great teachers.
Granger moved to the front of the
crowd, anxious to start the halftime show.
He’d been practicing for this moment since
he heard about it, and the bloody showoff
that he is was intent on milking the spotlight
for all it was worth. With a wave of his arm,
Jack took his place beside him, a pleased
grin on his face as he handed him his tool.
Jack threw off the white cloth covering the
others, and handed them out to the other
boys on the team, not tripping once, a feat he
hadn’t managed in the first half.
Tom nodded at him in approval,
steadfastly ignoring Granger’s I-told-you-so

face. The crowd was quiet as Granger spoke.
No one was bothering to hide behind their
mask anymore. Each hideous face in the
crowd and on the field was on display and no
one could look anywhere but at them.
Granger told them about the fun ones,
about the decision that they put on the table
for them to make, about the discussions, the
pros and the cons of the offer. Tom told him
that it was important that they knew they
had thought this through. Everyone thought
millennials were just spur-of-the-moment
types. Well, this would prove them wrong,
Tom knew.
Tom spotted his parents in the crowd,
and he had never seen such a look on their
faces before. Proud, he was sure. This was
what they had always told him. They wanted
him to take initiative, to be bold, to bring
his dreams to him instead of spending his
time chasing after them. The crowd
sucked in a collective breath, whimpers of
excitement filling the air as Granger closed
his long-winded speech.
Now, it was up to Tom. Not too fond
of public speaking, Tom had opted for this
part of the show, raising his hand would be
easy.
Granger spoke, “The people have
spoken, and the next generation has made
their decision.”
Tom pulled his hand into a fist, and
with the knowledge of the vote he gave the
crowd a thumbs-up before tilting his hand
downward.
Granger smiled at him, arrogant and
haughty before gesturing to the players
behind their beloved teachers.
***
The dance was a bit of a letdown
after the game if Tom was honest, but he
was right, Chrissy did look great in her dress.
They posed for pictures with their friends
and some of the guys from the team, and
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danced until they were sure their feet were
going to fall off.
After the game, and their stunning
victory, Tom’s parents rushed to his side
assuring him that they thought he was ready
now, old enough to be taken seriously as an
adult, and that if he wanted that he could
forget about his curfew after the dance, but
Tom was tired and Chrissy’s feet hurt, so
with another kiss to her pretty red lips Tom
decided it was time to go home. He called
after Chrissy one more time to tell her he’d
be there bright and early Monday morning
to pick her up for school, and flipped the
ignition, his car roaring to life to take him
where his bed was waiting and hopefully
where his parents were still awake so he
could tell them what they had planned for
graduation.
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Busboy
			

Patrick Brian Cooley
Honorable Mention, Poetry

The rag steams in my hand,
freshly filled with mild detergent and water,
scrubbing away the filth,
the detritus left behind by a mad-dash lunch break.
The women,
they sit behind me and slightly to my right in an extended booth.
There are at least five of them,
though they speak with the volume of eight.
“My daughter says to me,” says one, with clarion drawl,
“she says, Mama, I know it’s wrong,
but they’re just so funny.” They guffaw and bray in knowing approval.
“It’s so true though!” one trumpets,
“They’re so fun,” another lows;
“I just love ‘em,” a fading trill;
“Hate the sin, love the sinner,”
with cooling finality.
Daggers brandished as compliments.
They subside into self-assured cooing, sipping on their respective drinks:
Sweet tea and Chardonnay.
I am the rag and the filth, an amusing stain.
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For This Child We Have Prayed
“For this child we have prayed” –
the only thing I could think of was this verse
from the Bible that we had read over and
over since the day I found out I was
pregnant. It was 3:00 am on May 19, 2014,
when I awoke to not only the sound of my
husband Andrew’s alarm clock, but also to
the agonizing pain radiating through my
back. I knew in my heart it was time to bring
our precious baby boy into this world. I told
Andrew about my pain, and he asked if
he should stay home. “No,” I said, “it’s
probably another false alarm.” I had already
gone to the hospital once the week prior
thinking it was time.
I sent Andrew off to work and tried
to lie back down for a while, hoping the pain
would ease. I snuggled up to my blankie,
a queen-sized, purple satin comforter that
I have had since the beginning of my own
existence. I turned on the television for some
background noise to take my mind off of
my back nuisance. After watching some
mindless television, I decided I would go
to Walmart and use the last of our gift cards
from the baby shower and after, go to
Andrew’s parents’ house to lie on their
heating pad. I needed to pick up some last
minute things to take to the hospital. I
thought it might be good for me to actually
get up and walk around and hopefully ease
the pain.
After only a few minutes of
walking around in Walmart, however, I
started to get a strange feeling. It felt like I
had uncontrollable bladder spasms causing
me to urinate on myself in little spurts. I
would take a few steps, then a little squirt, a
few more steps, then another squirt. Since I
was quite saturated with what I thought was
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Kayla Mullins

Third Place, Non-fiction

urine, I felt it would be a better idea to go
home first and take a shower before going to
my in-laws’ house.
As soon as I got home, I hopped in
the steaming shower. The hot water felt so
great on my aching back I didn’t want to get
out. I stepped out of the shower all fresh and
clean. I dried off and began to put on my
clothes. “It might be a good idea to put on
a pad, in case I leak anymore,” I said to
myself. As I put the pad in my underwear
and pulled up my pants, it happened. The
flood gates opened and my water officially
broke. “This is it!” I shouted. I called
Andrew at work to let him know it was time
and that I was going to call his dad to come
and get me, since I was not able to drive
myself (I was scolded when I drove myself
during the false alarm). My adrenaline was
racing. I called and texted my parents and
my in-laws to let them know this was it. “No
false alarm this time, my water just broke,”
I explained to everyone.
Tick. Tock. Time seemed to stand still
as I waited for my father-in-law, Jay, to come
and pick me up. It was only a 20 minute
drive from his house to mine. An hour and a
half passed before he finally pulled into my
driveway and explained that he had to take
out the garbage, put in a load of laundry,
and take a shower before he could come and
get me. I was absolutely flabbergasted at his
statement. The birth of his 11th grandchild
was about to take place in my living room
because taking me to the hospital wasn’t at
the top of his to-do list.
The hospital was 45 minutes away
from my house, and Jay drove at the speed
of smell. Everyone on Interstate 81 passed us
as he stayed under the speed limit for some
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unknown reason, and that’s when the real
torture started. The pain started as a small
cramp in my lower abdomen and grew more
intense with every passing car. Between
my father-in-law’s slow driving and the
intensifying cramps, I was becoming very
flustered. The shooting pain came every
four to five minutes and lasted for at least
two minutes each.
When we finally arrived at the
hospital at 3:00 pm, Andrew was waiting
for us at the emergency room entrance. I
threw him my wallet that contained all of the
appropriate medical and identification cards
and told him to check me in. I waddled up
to the labor and delivery department to
tell them it was time and I needed a room
immediately. The first nurse I came to
weighed me and stuck me into a triage
room where I was hooked up to monitors.
The cramps were the most intense yet, and
I knew these had to be the contractions.
After some time, Andrew finally found me
in Triage Room #2. I told him to text and
call the rest of the family to let them know
what was happening. I couldn’t do it myself
because I had to concentrate to get through
each contraction, which was now happening
every three minutes.
After what seemed like forever, a
slightly over middle-aged nurse came in with
a look on her face that radiated she would
rather be elsewhere. “So you think you’re in
labor?” she asked me with such disdain. “I
don’t think I’m in labor; I know I’m in labor
because I know I haven’t been lying here
peeing on myself for the last two hours!” I
snapped back as the next contraction hit its
peak. “You really need to be nice and not be
so hateful,” Andrew said to me. I lost all of
my words and could only muster an expression on my face that he still describes today
as straight from the devil. The nurse got a
sample of the fluid that seemed to continuously pour out of me and sent it off to the lab
to verify that I truly was in labor.

By 5:30 pm I was finally in my
own room. The lab had confirmed that the
liquid coming out was amniotic fluid and
I was truly in labor. I tried to get settled in
and fluffed my blankie around my head. I
couldn’t imagine trying to endure the pain
without the comforts of my blankie. I met
my nurse for the evening, Mandy. She asked
me about my pain and if I wanted either
Stadol, a medication to help knock off the
edge, or if I was ready for the epidural. I told
her to give me Stadol because I was terrified
of the epidural wearing off. My sister-inlaw, Sara, told me she had Stadol when she
was in labor and they had to wake her up to
push, so I was very much looking forward
to the pain ceasing. Three doses later and I
still felt every contraction and every ounce
of pain that radiated through my body. “Are
you giving me something for pain or just
normal saline?” I asked Mandy. “You should
be completely out by now with as much as
you have been given,” she replied with total
shock on her face. “I think it’s time for the
epidural,” I said through gritted teeth as yet
another contraction peaked. She agreed and
called the anesthesiologist on call to come in
and start the epidural.
Just after 11:00 pm, the
anesthesiologist arrived and went over the
possible list of side effects. I signed the
consent form and was told to sit on the side
of the bed and lean over. I did as I was told,
and it was over in just a few, short minutes.
Almost instantly, the pain was gone, but I
couldn’t move my legs. It seemed as if I
were paralyzed. Now that the pain was gone,
I could finally feel my stomach grumbling.
I hadn’t eaten all day and was starving.
Unfortunately, I knew I couldn’t have
anything in case of an emergency in which
they had to take me to surgery. All I could
eat were ice chips, cold and flavorless ice
chips.
Family members flowed in and out of
my room while we played the waiting game.
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Every so often a nurse would come in and
check my dilation and then leave again. I
wasn’t in pain anymore, so the only thing
I could do was sit in my bed, channel surf,
and wait. Of course, the only thing on
television was something related to food.
Oh how I wanted a Baconator from Wendy’s.
I tried to imagine my boring, flavorless ice
chips were the amazing bacon cheeseburger
that I craved so much, but no such luck.
Tick, tock, tick, tock. Time was
moving at the speed of a senile snail. As we
waited, I tried to find ways to occupy my
time, but without success. Andrew lay on
the couch and watched videos on his phone
until he fell asleep. Oh how I wished I could
sleep, but adrenaline still ran through my
veins like wildfire. The bottom half of my
body was numb. I couldn’t even try to move
it to reposition myself.
At 6:00 am on May 20, 2014, the
new dayshift nurse came in to check my
dilation. It was finally time to start pushing.
She left the room to call in the doctor and get
everything prepped and ready. Dr. L. was the
doctor on call that morning. I was not happy.
I had seen him a couple of times in the
office and really disliked him out of the
whole group of doctors that I had seen due
to his lack of social skills and bedside
manner. When the nurse paged him, he was
in the middle of a caesarian section, meaning
I would have to wait. I begged my nurse to
tell him I was ready to go now.
“Beep, beep, beep.” The pump that
contained the medication for my epidural
started chiming. It was time for a new bag of
medication. My nurse explained to me that
they wanted me to feel something so I would
know when it was time to push and when to
back off.
Dr. L. finally decided to show up
and said it was time to push. Someone broke
down the delivery bed and put my feet in
the stirrups. Andrew, my mother, and my
mother-in-law, Linda, were in the room with
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me, along with a flotilla of nurses, all eager
to see our bundle of joy arrive. “When you
feel pressure, start to push,” Dr. L. explained.
I started to feel pressure so I bore down
and pushed as hard as I could. “Push, push,
push!” Everyone took turns coaching me and
kept reminding me to breathe. The more I
pushed, the more pain I felt. Just as I feared,
my epidural wore off completely. Not only
was the pain from the contractions back with
a vengeance, but there was a new pain in my
left hip. Something was wrong; there was excruciating pain like I had never experienced
before. After a quick examination, the doctor
found the source of the horrendous pain: my
left hip was dislocated because of my son’s
head.
After two solid hours of pushing,
Dr. L. said, “I can help you if you want me
to.” I knew what that meant. We would have
to abandon the birth plan that I had been
so adamant about. I did not want to use
forceps or anything like that to pull him
out. I wanted to go through labor somewhat
naturally. With the exhaustion and agonizing
pain, I consented and told the doctor to do
whatever he had to do to help get my baby
out safely.
At that point, Dr. L. performed an
episiotomy, cutting me open to prevent any
tearing and to be able to insert the forceps. I
felt the blade slice me open and the cool
metal of the forceps. The doctor dislodged
my baby’s head, which was stuck in my
dislocated hip, and told me to give a good
push. I sat up and pushed as hard as I could
and suddenly my son shot out and hit Dr. L.
in the chest. He was so slippery from the
amniotic fluid the doctor couldn’t get a grip
on him and had to pin him between the
backside of my thigh and the bed just to
grab ahold of him.
At 9:44 am, our child, Emmitt
Andrew, entered this world. The nurse
immediately took him away to clean him
up and get all of his measurements. Emmitt
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weighed six pounds, 10 ounces and was
20 inches long. I couldn’t really see all of
the commotion that was taking place across
the room because the doctor was still
working on me. My mother-in-law, Linda,
stayed by my side and told me how well
I had done and tried to tell me what was
going on with Emmitt. The doctor pushed
out the placenta and stitched me up. It took
37 stitches inside and out to bring me
somewhat back to normal.
Finally, after waiting for so long to
hold my sweet angel, the nurse brought
Emmitt over to me and placed him in my
arms. “So, you’re the one that’s been kicking
me for the last nine months?” I asked with
a grin and tears in my eyes as I met my first
born son.
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Toxic Marbles
			

K.C. Fitzgerald
Honorable Mention, Poetry

Sucking up your galaxy with a straw
Jamming happy needles into my palms
Counting the seconds in-between your blinks
Drenching the day time with the sound of your voice
Fuzzy clocks kiss the aggressive seconds goodbye
I fill my ivory bathtub with the Atlantic Ocean
Carefully counting a million toxic marbles
Glassy orbs grow stronger with despair
My fucked up love is held back with golden zippers
Taunting truths graze behind an impenetrable wall
I wash the sickening smell of religion from my skin
Meaningful elixirs awaken my tropical ideals
Pushing my soul through Central Park in a stroller
I will never find what I would die for

25

Echoes and Images . Northeast State Community College

Metamorphosis
			

Brad Simon
First Place, Visual Arts
mixed media on paper
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Benny
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Allison Smith
Honorable Mention, Visual Arts
charcoal on paper
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Rainbow Connection
			

Emily Overbey
Honorable Mention, Visual Arts
mixed media on paper

Spring 2017 . Volume 27

28

Angelic Shadows

Emily Overbey

			
charcoal on paper
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What Lies in the Dark

Shayna Richardson

			
charcoal on paper
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Wesscourt Lane
			

Shelby Minogue
Honorable Mention, Poetry

I’ve been waiting for you, right here on the corner of heartbreak. It’s never daytime and
the people in this town love to drink. The streets are bricks, the wind and the trees f***
aggressively, and gray clouds follow you around like a shadow. It’s like a huge town and
no one speaks, strangely I like that part. The seasons don’t change, it’s always brisk, so
bring your teal sweater. Bright colours don’t exist and slow tunes are the only options in
the jukebox. No one likes to eat, the bars are full and you pinch your cigarette between
two fingers just like this. We love the sky here, it’s kind of how everyone relaxes. We’re
all writers and with a pen is how we dream. No one sleeps, clocks are illegal, and a smile
will get you a dirty look. Free me.
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Bound Skull
			

Brad Simon
Second Place, Visual Arts
charcoal on paper
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Emotions

Hannah McClain

			
mixed media on paper
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The Skull

Tiffany Washburn

			
charcoal on paper
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Alexithymia

Jenna Jacobs

			
acrylic on canvas
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Symphony of Ravens

Erica Birchfield    

		
mixed media on paper
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Another Day For Mary Shelley
			

Cheston Axton
Finalist, Poetry

The cock crows early this morn’
His ruckus,
waking the children before first light
Frost holds fast to the branches of a dying maple
Withering quietly into abeyance
Mary Shelley is ready to fight it back
She wraps herself in warmth’s embrace
His hug as sweet as any from her parents
The wind’s chill will not break her spirit this morn’
The Other Kids rub sleep from their eyes
Pushing away remnants of the Sandman’s touch,
Too reluctant to start their morning routine
They brush their teeth, get dressed, and trudge downstairs in a dismal fashion
A prison march to breakfast
They never did like going to school
Mary Shelley never minded it though
Always something new,
something exciting,
and lunch.
She often found herself listening intently,
trying to take in as much as possible
An over-filled water balloon,
ready to burst with newly obtained knowledge
With this then maybe, just maybe
She could be happy
She could be safe

37

Echoes and Images . Northeast State Community College

Cry of the Timberwolves

Kevin Carrier

			

Finalist, Poetry

All of the windows were closed,
It being cold outside
My grandfather hung up the telephone
“Get dressed boy,” he said
“We have to leave.”
In minutes
I was standing by the door
In my boots and warm winter clothes
“Come on, we need to leave now.”
My eyes took time
To adjust to the early morning night.
He held my hand so I would not fall
And we walked straight into the forest
Following no path or star,
The lower branches picked at my pants and coat sleeves
The ground was slick with dead leaves
I hated leaving all my things behind
A franc my father brought back from a business trip
A dried rose from my mother’s funeral
I cherished above all
Delicate and fragile
As she was
After a couple of hours of travel
We had to stop so he could rest
He breathed heavily
We reclined side by side
Against a fallen tree
Facing the darkness
I asked him
“Are there wolves out here?”
“Yes son,” he replied, “Timberwolves”
He pulled an old leather case from his sack
I had never seen before
As he opened it
The moonlight caught the end of the barrel
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The glare closed my eyes
“But that’s not what you should be worried about tonight”
He pulled two bullets from his shirt pocket
And slid each carefully into a chamber
“This was my brothers,” he said
“Your great uncle that is
Gave it to me after he got married
Said it made his bride nervous”
There was rustling in the thicket behind us
The sound of voices
My grandfather stood
The pistol at his hip
“Put that down!”
Came a familiar voice
Foreign in these surroundings
But still familiar
“Think of the boy!”
My grandfather turned and looked into my eyes
They were my mother’s eyes
“I am”
The quiet peace of night splintered
A den of Timberwolves howled
I will be trapped there always
Under the darkness of those trees
My grandfather before me
The petals of that crimson-black flower
Spilling from his parted lips.
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Washington County
Animal Shelter
			

Shianne S. Milbourn
Finalist, Poetry

Two big doors are what separates us from the world outside and inside here.
All I see are cages and crates and some aquariums.
Dogs, cats, lizards, birds, rabbits, and a pig trapped inside their jail cell until their lucky day.
“Hi, my name is Jake. I am a 3-year-old Border Collie.
I get along great with kids and dogs.
My owner could no longer afford me, so please adopt me.”
A name and description are placed upon the front of each cage.
Inside an animal with either a shy, hyper, aggressive, calm, or fun personality
just looking for a family and someone to love.
A young couple walks among the cages of canines, seeing which one will be a lucky winner.
They pass the pitbulls, the huskies, the labs and Chihuahuas, and move closer to the puppies,
typical.
An elderly couple glances at a Shitzu named Dennis.
I see the man reach his hand into the cage to pet him. A success, love at first sight.
He was chosen and gets adopted.
I stroll past the pitbulls, my personal favorite, and sneak my way into the cage of Brodie.
He is a hyper one.
He recognizes me and makes his way to the other side of the cage and begins licking
me uncontrollably.
The other dogs start to bark and howl and whimper.
A volunteer clerk begins to fill each of the dog bowls with donated food.
My que to leave.
As I make my way out, I see heads turning in my direction in sadness probably thinking,
‘please adopt me.’                             
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Split Tessellation
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Kayla Miller
Third Place, Visual Arts
mixed media on paper
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Fairy Tree

Allison Smith

			
mixed media on paper
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Consumerism Museum

Matthew Bennett

			

Finalist, Poetry

The parking lot is the stove that heats cars like skillets, at least on a sunny day.
Used to you couldn’t find a parking spot towards the door, not any more.
The mantle above the entrance bares a distant friendly flag, at least it used to.
The bridal shop on the right, storage for stores long gone on the left.
The floors a popular pattern from the late 80s.
The overall architecture reminiscent of the decade.
The whole building a former boomtown of consumerism.
Bubblegum dispensers save the main entrance walkway from being depressing.
I know the truth, though; the gum is stale yet decent.
Just like the elder’s conversations that fill the void.
The elder women in their pant suits.
The elder men in their button up shirts and blue jeans.
They lounge in the food court.
A food court that no longer serves food.
Still I sense all the aromas it once held.
A pizza shop, the Chick-Fil-A, and a cookie place.
Stick around long enough and hear these elders say:
What a wonderland this was back in the day.
A symbol to gather the youth.
A place of belonging for people of all ages.
Now just a memory, fading.
A video game enthusiast walks into GameStop.
A glasses wearer checks in for his appointment.
Roebuck’s partner still here;
but the sales clerks stand around bored out of their minds.
The young woman at the jewelry counter raps her freshly painted nail on the glass counter.
The middle aged man in the tools department paces the aisles.
The young appliance salesman on his cell phone brags about looking for another job.
Roebuck’s partner won’t be here much longer.
I miss the CD store the most;
going through the used records was the best.
I also miss the toy shop, shoe store, and arcade machines.
Now they are all gone; must be some rich man’s dream.
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Unlovable

Madison G. Phillips

			

Finalist, Poetry

Here I am. Eating cake for breakfast.
Tears are just pushing, but won’t come. Avoiding things I need to do.
With only one thought in my head.
“I shouldn’t be here.”
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Tweetsie Trail
			

Shianne S. Milbourn
Finalist, Poetry

An endless gravel path sided with fallen leaves of caramel, gold, and rust color.
A jogger passes by and gives slight wave of acknowledgement.
The breeze is mild, the heat is tolerable, and the forecast looks cloudy.
It should be a good morning to get some exercise in.
As my pace is picking up I notice the 0.4 mile marker.
There is a mother pushing a stroller and her toddler following close in front on a tricycle.
Passing over the bridge now I see an 18-wheeler hauling a load to Wal-Mart.
Busy traffic on a Monday morning, as always.
0.6 marker is right in the corner of my eye.
I continue my jog and keep passing the same people I see every morning.
There’s Jim with his Labrador puppy.
Madison running with her ETSU pride.
Alex and his twin little girls walking before school.
0.8, 1.0, 1.2, and 1.6 are the mile markers I see.
I jog up to the 2.8 to get a good look at the Quarry.
Only few people are ever here.
The overlook is of a dark blue water hole surrounded by mountainous walls and trees.
It’s always a beautiful sight to see just for a couple minutes to gather my thoughts and breathe.
I turn around and start slowly bringing my pace back up to a jog.
More people fill the trail as the sun slowly rises to its full extent.
I cross over the bridge once more.
My Monday morning jog is now at an end when I see the back of the entrance sign.
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Forlorn Stranger

Kevin Matthew Bennett

			
October 1978. Leaves rustle along
the ground. The night air is cold like his
heart. Griffin stares across an open field
through the windshield of his custom ’71
Chevrolet Nova. To his friends he is known
as Griff, but now he feels he has none. A
forlorn stranger. Griff is parked off the side
of a highway overlooking a field that seems
to go on forever. Yet the field is dead and
empty; fall harvest came and went leaving
the ground barren. Barren just like Griff’s
feeling for the world. “Thunder Road” fills
the silent but tense void inside the car. The
song is produced from a cassette copy of
Bruce Springsteen’s Born to Run album,
spinning wildly along in the cassette player.
To Griff, Born to Run isn’t just an album,
it’s a Bible. Griff sees Bruce Springsteen as
Jesus and the E Street Band as his disciples.
Rock and Roll is his God. The Nova’s engine
idles on like the thoughts going through
Griff’s mind. He contemplates his situation
while pretending to play piano along his
dashboard.
Griff runs through the same thought
over and over again; should he go or stay?
Go or stay? Nothing quite like being 18 and
free with a fast car to boot. Seemingly the
train called life is about to depart, and that
high school diploma is his ticket out of here.
Anywhere but here has got to be better, Griff
thinks. California, New York, Tennessee,
anywhere is better than here. Suddenly, a
decision is made.
The Nova pounces forward leaving
a cloud of dust and leaves. Griff makes his
way down the highway. He glances at his
watch and reads five minutes ‘til midnight.
The time to think is over; it is time for
action. Like a train the Nova starts out slow,
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Third Place, Fiction
then after a few gear changes it lunges into
full speed. Five miles until he reaches the
railroad crossing where Griff has planned his
fate. The crossing where the midnight train is
always right on time. The Nova pushes over
100 miles an hour to meet the train. Griff
says to himself in tune to the engine
rotations: “Anywhere but here, anywhere
but here.”
An overreaction? Perhaps, but to
Griff not a chance. This has been a long
time coming. What drove him here was
your typical teenage blues. His parents don’t
understand him, or so he feels. His girlfriend
left him for that jerk in the Mustang. The
same guy Griff beat last summer at the drag
strip. Griff wasn’t so lucky this summer. A
bad accident left him and his car totaled for
the drag season. His girl and his so-called
friends forgot him and moved right on to
the next big winner and left him alone in the
hospital. He got out with little a car and a
summer left, yet he scraped together what
he could, worked hard, and built a new car.
Still he couldn’t replace the summer, nor his
friends. Now he is going to show them all
who’s boss.
The train whistle wails sending the
sound rolling over the open fields like a herd
of buffalo. Breaking up the herd comes Griff
right through the middle, madly down the
highway. Griff spots the train a few miles
down the tracks. An idle little light moving quickly through a sea of darkness. The
train engineer doesn’t see the Nova coming.
The railroad crossing is almost too perfect
for what Griff has in mind. A chance, life
is all about chances. Jump the tracks and
crash into the train or beat the train and... he
doesn’t want to beat it.
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Griff sees the train; he is right on
time. Griff lines up his car on the highway
with the middle of the railroad crossing and
slams on the accelerator. The Nova roars out,
fish tails, but keeps going. All too perfect.
Both going the same speed. The engineer
still doesn’t see him. Too late now. The Nova
crashes through the railroad stop and lifts
off over the crossing. The cassette player still
blasting Springsteen. Time slows. Griff looks
to his left and 6 feet from his head is the
train’s head lamp, then five feet, then four
feet. Time freezes.
At what he considers possibly the
worst time to think, Griff stops and thinks.
‘What is the big deal? So what if those
chumps I called friends from the strip bailed
on me while I was down. Wendy, forget her.
Who needs em’? What matters is that my
folks were there, a couple of old pals from
high school. Yeah, I guess things weren’t
so bad after all.’ He is reached the point of
teenage enlightenment.
The Nova floats in mid-air pointed
towards the sky in front of the massive steam
train. The Nova is now a crucible of Griff’s
thoughts and ideas. A reflection to the past:
the bullies in grade school, his dog getting
run over, keeping decent grades in school,
the brother he lost in the Vietnam war,
Griff’s accident. No matter what happened,
Griff and his family got through it together
and stronger than ever. “I got through all
that. Why can’t I get through this?” Griff
says out loud to himself. “No one’s stopping
me, but me.”
For the first time Griff sees past his
teenage angst and into the future. He can be
whatever he wants to be. No one is stopping
him but him. “Why now?” Griff exclaims.
“Why is this coming to me now?... Why
not, no time is better than the present.” As
dangerous as it is, it took a chance on life to
reach Griff’s enlightenment.
About that time Griff realizes his foot
is off the accelerator of the Nova. Thus time

ceases to go on or accelerate. Just as Griff is
in control of his own destiny, he
also gains control of time for a brief
moment. With both hands death-gripping
the steering wheel, Griff slams on the
accelerator and chooses life. Time unfreezes.
The Nova slams onto the road like a ton of
lead. The light in the sea of darkness keeps
moving, business as usual. He beat the train
just as he overcame his grief. The intro to
“Born to Run” blares out of the car’s
cassette player.
Griff is off on the side of the road
again. Instead of his usual cursing in
disbelief, he is praising God. He opens the
glovebox and reaches for the wooden cross
necklace his mother gave him, right beside
his brother’s dog tags. A mile back is the
railroad tracks where his miracle just
happened. As he hangs the necklace over
his rearview mirror he realizes home is
just a mile ahead.
The Nova takes off again, slowly
this time. Speed limit steady into the night.
Griff makes his way home still praising God
under his breath. The cassette player is
silent; the only sound is the rumble of the
engine as his Springsteen tape has taken
the place of the cross in the glovebox. His
home’s porchlight is like that of a lighthouse
to a lost sailor. Griff pulls into the driveway,
shuts off the engine, and heads inside. He
briefly reflects once more on what all has
happened as he heads off to bed. The forlorn
stranger is no more.
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Bonnaroo “Fun” Run
Sometimes when you have to go,
well, you have to go. This thought has gotten
me in trouble more than once, but there is
one moment that I truly regret going to the
restroom.
It was my first time going to
Bonnaroo and excitement was in the air.
I had heard many stories of having fun at
Bonnaroo and one of them was surprisingly
the traffic. Traffic usually lasted about three
or four hours and most everyone involved
would travel amongst other cars partying the
whole time. This partying typically meant
drinking and other, perhaps, frowned
upon activities. As it has commonly been
heard with drinking, there comes a time to
urgently relieve yourself. While having this
urge, my judgment slipped and I didn’t let
anyone know that I was going to step into the
woods for some privacy. I never thought that
having to go to the restroom would lead to an
arduous game of catch up.
Tennessee in the summertime
was hot. My friends were about 20 miles
from the Bonnaroo gates and beer was our
beverage of choice. I, of course, had my fair
share of the amber goodness and felt the urge
to relieve myself of the pressure building
in my belly. Living in the moment, I didn’t
think to tell anyone in my caravan that I was
stepping away from the volatile traffic. As
I was standing away from everyone, traffic let up. While whistling some legendary
rock ‘n’ roll solo, I turned around to a blur
of cars. Dread blanketed my happy thoughts
of Bonnaroo. After gathering myself from
the daze of disbelief, I took to running down
I-24 with the scalding Tennessee sun on my
shoulders.
There arose a salty taste in my mouth.
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Daniel Radle

Honorable Mention, Non-fiction
I halted my run to double over and extradite
the contents of my stomach. Feeling lighter I
took off again after the silver bullet that were
my friends’ vehicles. At about this time a
state trooper screamed by me, then stopped.
A muscular arm leaned out of the window
and ushered me to the passenger seat. I
gratefully slipped into the seat. Apparently,
being marooned was a common practice
during Bonnaroo traffic and the officer
obliged to drive me to my crew. The bottle
of water he handed me was like nectar to
the gods. I nearly suffocated while chugging
it down. The air conditioning blasted me
with an artic chill that burned my throat with
every breath. Abruptly, the John Fogerty that
was playing on the radio was interrupted
by a static-muffled voice on the CB in the
cruiser. I couldn’t understand the jargon, but
soon realized that traffic and the cruiser had
stopped. The trooper’s look filled me with a
moment of sadness. I had to get out. I gazed
disdainfully at the road stretching with cars
parked along the side. The air was thicker
than before, but I unwittingly started hoofing
it down the shoulder of the highway.
Despair is a feeling you get when
your cries for help are not being heard. I
could see my friends in the distance and
instinct told me to scream. I am certain I
sounded like a whisper to my friends as I
was still quite a distance away and I was
certain there was loud music playing. All
of the cars began moving again and I was
defeated. As I crept further up the highway,
considering how I might taste to the vultures
up above, a symphony of joy approached.
I turned to see a Jeep Wrangler dancing
provocatively next to me. The contents of
this miracle were four dazzling young ladies
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basking in all of their glory.
“Need a ride stran…” I jumped on
the side of the car before they could finish.
The jeep was full of life. The
scantily clad sirens introduced themselves
and punched the pedal to the floor. A sense
of danger and delight filled me as a clung
to the roll bars. I was handed some water
or maybe it was vodka. I didn’t care. I was
snared by them. There was hard rock playing
on the radio and the femme fatales sounded
like sirens from the Aegean. Time slithered
by slowly as we passed a joint amongst us.
This was heaven.
The daze wore off after a few
minutes. “What was I doing?” I thought to
myself. I have to get back to my friends.
Surely the girls would understand. The ladies
lamented by suggesting it would be easier to
find my troupe at the gates where everyone
was stopped. I did not accept this answer, so
as we came to a stop I reluctantly embarked
again on my quest towards salvation.
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Sterling Muse
		
It was one of those showers where,
near the end, the water over heats you, which
makes stepping out of the shower a pleasant
and refreshing experience. Scott Sterling
quickly dries off with a plush green bath
towel. He wraps the towel around his waist
and tucks the top corner into the towel to
secure it. He walks over to the mirror and
studies his clean face. His complexion is
impeccable, his strong jawline and nose
distinguish his handsome face, and his hair
looks best when it is wet, dark, and shiny.
Scott squeezes some Colgate onto his
toothbrush and polishes and cleans his
fantastic set of teeth. As he creates a list of
conversation topics in his mind for tonight’s
event, he shaves and puts on deodorant. He
strides into the navy blue bedroom, into his
walk-in closet and selects a black tux. The
tux is grateful to be chosen and excited to be
accompanying him.
“Darling!”
“Yes, dear”
“Take a look at the dresses on the
bed. Which do you prefer?”
There are two dresses on the bed. The
one on the left is red, and the one on the right
is white, both with thin straps and made with
even thinner fabric. He can’t wait to see her
in it.
“The white.”
Caroline walks over to her husband,
kisses him on the cheek and straightens his
tie.
“I’m so proud of you”
Scott smiles at his muse. “I couldn’t
have done it without you”
Caroline finishes getting ready
while Scott goes out on the balcony of their
apartment. The crisp October air surrounds
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Kristi Celene Fitzgerald
Honorable Mention, Fiction
him. While looking over Manhattan, Scott
lights a cigarette and prepares himself
mentally for the night. The sounds of the city
fill the air as smoke fills his lungs. Scott’s
entire life thus far has been leading up to
this night. Scott Sterling’s art exhibit in the
Museum of Modern Art in New York City is
opening tonight. This is his dream unfolding
in front of him after five years of work. He
thought his dream would taste sweeter than
this. I guess after you spend years imagining
it, the reality can never live up to the taste
an active imagination can create. A line from
Oedipus Rex comes to his mind. The journey
makes up your life. It isn’t the goal or the
destination that makes you grow; it’s the
journey, the struggle, the work.
Scott finishes the cigarette, walks
back into the bedroom and lays his eyes
on Caroline Sterling. Her blonde hair falls
elegantly down her bare back, and her blue
eyes land on him and seem to tell a million
stories with one glance. Scott is convinced
she is a goddess among mortals.
Caroline has put on a Lana Del Rey
vinyl. Lana’s voice dances through the room
as she sings “Shades of Cool”. Caroline
grabs her husband’s hand and melts into him
as they slow dance in their bedroom. This is
exactly why he is so in love with his wife.
They dance and share a moment of bliss on
this important evening. Caroline creates the
moments of bliss in their life, and Scott feels
deeply indebted to the universe for handing
him the opportunity to bare the burdens of
life with this enlightened woman. The two
of them have decided that their connection
runs deeper than space and time. Their souls
have always been and always will be, slow
dancing together.
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Scott has not always been an artist,
but Caroline has always been a writer. At an
early age Caroline’s soul was looking for a
way to be seen and set free. She discovered
the infinite power of words and started using
them to create pictures and emotions.
There’s a moment in everyone’s
life where they decide, consciously or
unconsciously, what they would like to do
with their time on Earth. The ones who
consciously choose then must find the
courage to try to make it a reality. Some
do; some don’t. The moment when Scott
realized he wanted to be an artist was very
shortly after he finished reading a poem by
Caroline. Her words ignited an urge to
create, and he began painting. Her writing
made him realize that the key to fulfillment
was to make a career of allowing your
uniqueness to be seen. He had never met her
before reading her poem and decided that he
must. He sent her an email with a photo of
his painting, and they met the next Saturday
at a coffee shop. Creativity spewed from
their conversation, and the rest is history
that will make them live forever.
For the last five years of their
marriage Caroline recreated emotions
with her words and Scott manifested those
emotions into visual masterpieces. They
feed off each other’s creative energy and the
whole world is able to reap the benefits.
The camera flashes illuminate the
Sterlings as they step out of the limousine.
The couple looks like they have fallen out
of a 50s movie, and they saunter into the
museum. The night of congratulations and
praise reassures Scott, who always wonders
if his art is worthy of all of the attention.
Caroline would still be who she is
today without having met Scott. Scott hasn’t
the slightest idea where he would be without
his wife. He can tell his wife knows this, but
she would never say it. The artist is nothing
without their muse. Scott’s muse is Caroline
and Caroline’s muse is herself.
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Ice Cream Will
Never Taste the Same
I couldn’t see the lines on the road
from the view I held on my bicycle. My tiny,
young legs peddled as quickly as I could
with only one objective in mind: get to Dairy
Queen before my friends. My road was a
dead end street covered in a canopy of lush,
green trees beginning to wilt in the summer
heat, but I paid no mind to my surroundings
as I whipped down the bumpy, pot-hole filled
one lane road careening towards the red
and white striped haven. Luckily for me, if
I stood in the right spot, I could see the ice
cream shack from my home, giving me an
advantage over my friends by being the
closest to our favorite place in the tiny
village of Carleton.
Dairy Queen ice cream was one of
the only things that kept me and my mongrel
friends sane during the overbearing summer
heat of southeast Michigan. The humidity in
the air sometimes left me with the thought
that if I tried hard enough, I could probably
suck the moisture from the sky through a
straw. The sign out front stood obnoxiously
tall over my head, winking rays of sunshine
down on me as I sauntered into the building.
My favorite ice cream to get was a peanut butter malt, and drinking one of those
chilled, creamy, nutty cups of heaven felt
like opening your very first birthday present
of the day.
After thoroughly enjoying myself
at the parlor, I cycled back through the
hole-laden trench of Hand Street back to my
palace, where I proceeded to receive some
of the worst news of my life. The very next
week we began packing up our entire lives
for Tennessee, where I could no longer cycle
to Dairy Queen and savor my peanut butter
malts in the company of my beloved friends.
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Delaney Dunne

Honorable Mention, Non-fiction
After years spent in the lovely state
of Tennessee, I drove back to my once
dreamscape called Carleton. The potholes
remained the same, if not swelled like a belly
in size, and at the end of Hand Street stood
my decrepit, weed-filled home; the luster
of childhood imagination had worn away.
My glasses that once allowed for me to see
beautiful things through have now been
taken off, revealing a depressing image
instead. I drove towards my dearest Dairy
Queen, expecting the one thing I loved above
all else to have been spared from the sad
reality of aging. However, my fantasy
couldn’t last.
The once gleaming refuge now stood
as wilted as the trees surrounding it. The red
and white paint peeled away from the wood,
as if disgusted from what lay inside, trying
to get away. The spinning sign that once
announced the newest and most interesting
drinks was now moss covered and pathetic,
and only one who possessed x-ray vision
could see the messages underneath the filthy
glass.
Yet I persevered and went into the ice
cream parlor to taste my favorite drink and
was let down one last time. The peanut butter
stuck to the sides of the cup like melted
marshmallow and the malt flavoring made
the drink taste overly artificial and, frankly,
quite nasty. No memories of the mouthwatering drink I once loved came to mind,
only the thought of finding the nearest trash
can.
I left my mitten shaped state from
that visit with an overpowering weight of
sadness on my shoulders. Leaving that town
was like putting a final cap on my childhood,
allowing for a whole new perspective to
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enter my mind: one where aging and time
could capture a piece of me and tear it
into tiny pieces. I can now discern between
fantasy and reality with powerfully painful
experiences to back me up, yet it is one of
my most valued characteristics of myself.
So, I thank Carleton for changing me into a
better, wiser version of my young self.
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Judges
Tamara Baxter, this year’s Non-fiction judge, stated 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 Smokey 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 [retired] 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 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.”
Deanna Bradberry, this year’s Fiction judge, is a veteran writing instructor for Wythe County
Public Schools and Wytheville Community College. She is the chairperson for the Wytheville
Chautauqua Festival’s Creative Writing contest committee, and she has previously been the
editor for Stitches, The Appalachian Teachers Network publication. She has written for several
publications including Stitches, the Virginia English Bulletin, and Now and Then: The Appalachian
Magazine. Ms. Bradberry has a B.S. and M.S. in English from Radford University, and she studied
poetry at DePaul University through the National Endowment for Humanities Summer Institute.
Laken Bridges, this year’s Visual Arts judge, is a West Coast native with Southern heritage and
considers Central-Southern Appalachia home. Her work utilizes a variety of media including printmaking, drawing, digital photography, and sculpture. Bridges’ studio practice involves thoughtful
observation, engaged experimentation, constant research and genuine curiosity. She strives to bring
a critical eye to her work and enjoys challenging herself both technically and conceptually. Bridges
holds a BA in French and a BFA in studio art from East Tennessee State University and an MFA
in printmaking from Clemson University. Presently she is an adjunct professor of foundations and
drawing at Appalachian State University and East Tennessee State University. Prior to her work at
these schools, Bridges completed an artist-teaching residency at the University of Rio Grande in
Rio Grande, Ohio where she taught printmaking and digital photography and conducted bookmaking workshops for high school students. Bridges has exhibited work in South Carolina, Georgia,
Tennessee, Virginia, West Virginia, Ohio, Missouri, Oregon, and China.
Gerrie Fischer, this year’s Poetry judge, has recently had poems and short stories published in
Enoya Review, Westcot Journal, About Place Journal, and The Silver Blade. She holds an M.A.
from the University of Maryland and several doctoral certificates. She lives and works on Block
Island and enjoys a happy life with her husband and their four dogs.
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Contributors
Cheston Axton is the product of his mother, Robin Axton, and apprentice to Tempi Hale. As a
mischievous little scamp, he would often find himself in adventurous worlds, or saving some race
from near extinction, and this led him to the literary arts. Now he writes about his adventures,
fears, laughters, and other such criteria, in the pursuit of making it his primary employment, while
also navigating his path towards his doctorate degree. Through the guidance of several professors,
his girlfriend, and the support of his mother, his graduation from Northeast is nearly at hand.
Kevin Matthew Bennett lives in Bristol Tennessee and is currently majoring in History at Northeast
State. He loves to write poetry and short stories, as well as listen to music.
Erica Birchfield enjoys art and how different materials interact with one another. She states,
“I have wanted to become an artist since I was five years old, so making it this far is an amazing
step for me.”
Kevin Lynn Carrier is an English Major at Northeast State. His work has been published in Echoes
& Images and The Blue Fifth Review. He lives in Bristol, VA with his husband Chris and their dog
Frankie.
Patrick Brian Cooley is a student at Northeast State planning on graduating this summer and
moving on to a four-year university in the fall. He graduated high school in Brandon, Florida, and
lived for four years after that in northern Italy. He has always had a passion for writing and is an
honors student double majoring in English and Theatre.
Delaney Dunne is a senior at Dobyns-Bennet High School who is currently enrolled as a dual
enrollment student at Northeast State. She is 18 years old and has lived in Tennessee for five years.
Kristi Celene Fitzgerald is a Pittsburgh native with a soul that is painted a thousand different
colors. She is sometimes moved to tears by a well-crafted sentence. The power of words intrigues
her, and she plans to explore the emotions and beauty they create for the rest of her Earthly life.
Jenna Jacobs is a studio art major. She has always loved art and would not want to spend her life
doing anything else. She wants to pursue a career in illustration.
Hannah McClain enjoys all types of art and media. She will graduate this semester.
Shianne S. Milbourn loves to write and read. She enjoys attending music festivals. She works as a
server at Cheddar’s and loves her job.
Kayla Miller has always loved art. She plans to take what she has learned from studio art classes at
Northeast State and continue creating art in the future.
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Shelby Minogue is a Theater major at Northeast State Community College. She enjoys writing,
and being creative, and plans to transfer to a university after graduation.
Kayla Mullins has been considered a professional student, but will finally be graduating from
Northeast State in 2017. She is married to her childhood sweetheart and together they have a
wonderful son.
Emily Overbey is a studio art major taking art and general education courses at Northeast State.
She plans to continue taking art classes to complete her program of study.
Wesley Trent Payer is a regular college student just trying to succeed, and I was told by one of his  
professors that his memoir was very good, and that he needed to submit it to the Echoes & Images
contest. He really loves his family, and that’s why so much heart went into this paper.
Madison G. Phillips is a sophomore currently attending Northeast State, working on a degree in
Theater. She has a deep love and passion for the arts and is excited to be sharing their poetry for the
first time!
Daniel Radle lives in Johnson City with his family. He is studying Engineering at Northeast State.
Shayna Richardson has two passions in life: reading and creating art. After completing her classes
at Northeast State, she will transfer to ETSU and continue taking studio art classes.
Brad Simon is currently in his third semester at Northeast State. Due to the support and instruction
of Donna Wilt at Northeast State, Brad wants to continue making art.
Allison Smith is currently in her third semester at Northeast State. She loves art and is pursuing a
career in animation.
Rachel Starnes is a 26 year old sophomore at Northeast State Community College. She had to wait
eight years between her freshman year and sophomore year due to issues with bipolar disorder. Her
poem reflects her struggle with this mental disorder.
Chelsea Temple works at Walmart, and states that some of her short story was written on the back
of receipt paper. Her goal is to be a writer.
Tiffany Washburn is a studio art major. She states, “I love art and always have!”
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Echoes and Images 28
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.
The contest is held in the fall semester, and the results are announced in the spring
semester.
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.
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