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The Girl in the Alligator Mask

Michael Howell
First Place • Fiction

Eli said: “I keep having this dream. I want to tell you

Eli looked at me and smiled, a wry smile.

about it. I’m standing in a bar with some of you all, and

“There I am, standing alone with an empty beer glass,

we’re talking, drinking. It’s Friday night and the bar is

wishing I had another chance to beat him; it feels bad

pretty full; there’s loud music playing. The beer is mak-

to lose how I did in front of all those people. But I take

ing me good and drunk, but not falling-down drunk,

my L and go back to my friends. At this point all of you

and the vibe is there, and all the girls are lookin’ fine.

all are giving me a hard time for losing to such a random

I have enough money in my pocket to keep it going like

kid, but it is all in good fun. So, we continue out

this all night so, you know, everything is great.”

the night having a good time drinking, hitting on girls,

Eli rolled down the window and took a deep breath
before continuing.
“It’s my round, and I go to the bar and there’s

and the same guy walks up and challenges me again,
so of course I accept. ‘Three, two, one, go!’ This time
I beat him! And everyone in the bar goes crazy.

a big crowd, but I get served right away because I am

He walks up to me and shakes my hand and tells me

well known. As I pass out the drinks to you guys and

he’s never been beaten before and then buys me a drink.

turn back to get my own beer, I brush against this girl

“I wake up with a smile on my face, feeling accom-

wearing an alligator mask. I mean, she brushes against

plished for something that didn’t even happen. But for

me. And she stops and looks at me for a second, then

some reason I am still ecstatic.”

continues to walk away. Real random. I think to myself,

Eli shrugged, played with the air vent, “I’ve had

This is going to be a really weird night, and if I’d woke

this dream four times,” and then he rolled down

up then I would have woke up laughing. You know how

the window again and spat into the fresh damp air.

it is with dreams, weird dreams, part of you knows it’s

“The first time it was like a shock to my system;

all fake, but if you are really lucky you don’t wake up.

I was so confused by it. I didn’t understand the purpose.

Everything works alright.

The third time it happened I still didn’t understand,

‘Then this kid walks into the bar; I don’t see him first,
but he screams, ‘it’s time to party!’ He’s just a skinny kid,

but it was still fun to dream about.
“The last time I had the dream, I’d almost forgotten;

wired up though, real wild looking, and in his hand,

it had been so long since the last one. I was just standing

he is carrying a bucket full of beer. It sloshes about

with all of us, in the bar, you know, having a really good

as he pushes through the crowd.

time, and this girl brushes past me. She is wearing

“I look up to see him standing in front of me and he

the same alligator mask. This time I notice something

says, ‘bet I can chug a beer faster than you can.’ Next

else- she has a dog in her hand and the dog has on

thing I know I’m standing in a crowd of one as every-

a sweater that says ‘pet me.’ So, of course I pet the dog

body backs away, except the kid who is grinning at me,

and start talking to this girl. After I start petting

and I say, ‘you’re on.’ I take my beer and give him one,

the dog, she takes off the random mask, and to my sur-

and I count down from three and we start, and to my

prise she is very pretty. She looks up and smiles at me,

surprise he wins. He drinks it all within two seconds.

a really warm smile. Comfort and joy. You know,

Damn, I think that is impressive, almost too impressive.’”

I’ve never met a girl I couldn’t learn to dislike, even after
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the randomness, but this one and me, we have this

It is 10:30 when we all get to the bar and we find

immediate weird connection. I can tell it’s going to be

a table in the middle. I buy the first round, and we all get

a good night.

to talking and having a good time. By the time it’s 12am,

“But the kid hadn’t forgot, and he took me from

it is time for Eli to buy the round. Now, at this point

behind, and when I turned to him, he was already

in the night I am feeling pretty good, and I am not

challenging me. But then the girl was gone.

thinking of the crazy dreams Eli was telling me he was

“Maybe she knew the plot, maybe she was in on it.

having earlier today. But I do notice how long it is taking

But I don’t have time to think, I am chugging my beer

Eli to come back with the beer. I start to get up to see

and of course I lose.

where he is, when I see Eli talking to some girl with

“But I do not really care about losing because I know

a dog that says ‘pet me’ on it. I am in shock of what

I win later. My focus is on alligator girl. Where did she

I am witnessing. It cannot be real, I think to myself.

go? The connection I felt with her was interrupted by

I look at the girl and look in her other hand,

wild beer drinking guy. So, now my mission is to find

and I swear to God she has an alligator mask in her

her. I go to my friends and ask if they have seen a girl

hand. But it is Halloween, so it makes sense now.

wearing an alligator mask, and they all look at me like

Now I look at the door because I think I know what

I am nuts, rightfully so. My friends were no help, so I ask

is going to happen next.

the bartender if she has seen the girl. And she says she

Sure, enough some random guy busts through

knows who she is but is nothing but trouble. She comes

the door and screams “it’s time to party!” And to my

to the bar wearing the mask because she has a boyfriend

surprise he walks up to me and challenges me instead

that will only let her go out if she wears that. I think

of Eli. So, I accept. “Three, two, one, go”, he beats me

to myself what a weird relationship.

like I thought he would. And of course, my friends give

“I keep asking the bartender where I could find her.

me a hard time, but Eli leans to me and says, “This feels

The bartender finally agrees to tell me where to find

familiar,” and I look at him with a strange look on my

her. She begins to write down her phone number and

face because I feel like he should know; this is his dream.

as soon as she hands me the napkin with the number

And right before I start to say this is his dream, I wake

on it, I wake up. ‘Damn,’ I say to myself. I am bummed

up to my alarm clock. It is 10 pm and I have a text from

over a silly dream.”

Eli that says he is ready for me to come pick him

Wow! I say to Eli. That’s depressing. Tell you what,

up for the bar.

you, me, Dan, and Ron will go out to a real bar tonight
to see if we can’t find a real girl for you. Eli agrees,
and I drive him home.

2
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Austin Lane Castle
First Place • Poetry

Quiet
Tattered and torn
Beautiful as a rose
Its beauty its hurts
Darkness approaches with a coin
Telling her to gamble her life
To pick up the knife
Close your eyes…SLICE…SLICE…SLICE
“What’s the point?” Darkness says in her ear.
“Do it. No one will even care.” JUMP…JUMP…JUMP
It speaks again
“Pick it up. Pull the trigger.”
No one will miss her..
BANG…BANG…BANG
Finally, it’s silent
No more fight…quiet…quiet…quiet

SPRING 2019 • VOLUME 29
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LaBreeska Montgomery
First Place • Nonfiction

Revelation
I think there’s a point in everyone’s life when they

about what inspired me to free myself from that prison

have a revelation that changes the whole direction of

and the journey I’ve been on for the past couple years

their world. Maybe that revelation is personal and it’s

trying to escape.

about them. Maybe the revelation is about the world

It was the summer of ’17 when it happened, like

and the way things are going. Maybe they just wake up

a light bulb just went off. A mere five months earlier,

one day and realize that things can’t stay the way they’ve

I’d sat by my best friend on her death bed and held

been going. I have this buddy at work; we’ll call him

her hand as she took her last breath. It was still late

Mark. He’s in his 50s and everyone thinks he’s gone cra-

in May, and the summer heat hadn’t hit just yet. My

zy because he’s suddenly acting out of character. I don’t

situation definitely wasn’t what I wanted it to be. I was

think he’s crazy. I just think he had his “wake-up call”

a housewife and had been for the past three years. I had

a little bit late in life and so he’s doing all he can before

dropped out of college and wasn’t pursuing my educa-

it’s too late.

tion. I didn’t have a job. I couldn’t drive. My husband

I was extremely fortunate that my “wake-up call”

had become very controlling and demanding. He had

came early. A couple years ago, my best friend got really

taken to using his religion as an excuse to control

sick and had to be hospitalized. After a month of lying

my actions. I was naïve enough in the beginning to let

in the hospital bed with tubes coming out of her body,

him. His manipulation skills were perfect when it came

the family finally decided to let her go. It was so sudden.

to pinpricking on the shame I felt. Then that summer

It really woke me up to the realization that I’m only gon-

my whole life changed. I met Kelly. In my mind I often

na get this one life and I should be living it freely. That

referred to her as “my summer love” but she was so

was my revelation: I need to live my life as freely as I can

much more than that. She was the definition of sum-

before I don’t have one anymore.

mer. She had ocean blue eyes, and blonde beach waves,

See, the revelation was never that I was gay. I’ve

and warm sun-kissed skin. Her smile was like the sun,

always known about my sexuality. I can recall when

blinding. She was older, wiser, not very religious,

I was eight years old in Ms. McKee’s class in the 3rd

and definitely out. She was everything. She was also

grade; we were doing our math segment when she came

everything I wasn’t. She was, however, the most instru-

into the room. I think it was her dimples and the freckles

mental person in this journey to freedom.

all over her face. That should’ve been it for me. It just

Kelly helped me make a decision, the decision

should’ve gone that smoothly. I liked her, I liked other

to change my life. I decided I was going to go back

girls, and that was that. Unfortunately, that’s not the way

to school and get my degree. I decided I was going

it went. That evening’s conversation with my mother was

to get my license and start driving. I decided I was

the first time I climbed inside this prison of shame.

going to get a job and start working. But there was still

My struggle has always been with the shame I’ve

the question of my husband. I wasn’t sure I was going

felt for feeling the way I do. That’s what I mean when

to leave him. Mostly, there was the question about

I say that my revelation was about living freely.

whether I was going to start being openly gay instead

So, this is not my coming out story. This is the story

of cowering away in fear.

4
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Maybe you’re wondering why I was so afraid, wonder-

was a problem: I was still married. I know it doesn’t

ing exactly what it is that made me feel so shameful.

seem like much of a problem. Just get divorced, right?

All I can really say is that besides the religious family

It really wasn’t that easy for me. I was never in love

I grew up in that taught me being gay was a sin, there

with him, but he was my best friend. I cared for him

was a really pivotal moment that made me feel this way.

deeply. I struggled with an internal back-and-forth

It was when I was 12. I came home from school

battle of whether or not to leave him and stayed

that day and I came out to my mother. I remember

for months before he ended up making the decision

sitting in a living room chair that was broken where

for me. I didn’t expect him to just leave. Five years

my brother had sat on the armrest too many times.

of my life with someone was gone over night. That’s been

It was also white and huge. It made me feel so small.

the hardest part of all of this.

Sitting in that chair across from my mother, I told her.

Kelly left before the summer was over. My mom

It was the first time I had ever said, “I’m gay.” Her im-

called me a week after I came out and told me she was

mediate response was, “No, you’re not. Not in my house,

okay with it. My husband’s been gone for a little while,

you’re not.” I can’t explain it, but from then on, I toed the

and I’ve come out to everyone I know. My life is going

line and walked the straightest path – as straight

in a positive direction.

as I wasn’t.
It was Kelly who changed me. I mean, when my best

It’s crazy, isn’t it? How you just wake up one day
and decide you’re gonna change your whole life. I never

friend died, that changed me too, but Kelly helped me

thought I’d be in this place a couple years ago. I never

come to terms with my sexuality. She helped me under-

thought I’d get this far. I never thought that the sunris-

stand that I didn’t have anything to be ashamed of.

es would be cooler and the sunsets would be brighter.

She made me want to be better. So, I got my license,

I never thought I’d get this chance either: the chance

started driving, got a job, went back to school,

to find my soul mate. I’m just learning to take this one

and decided on a major. I was excelling in school,

day at a time and breathe a little deeper every day while

the job was great, and my life was changing, but there

being thankful for my "wake-up call."
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Jarek Kubenka
Second Place • Fiction

First Contact
A cold rain thrummed gently against the carriage
window where John Nathan rested his head. The rhyth-

“Maybe after the negotiations we can get our families
together and take a long vacation.”

mic clacking of hooves on asphalt filled the passenger

“That’s the best idea I’ve ever heard, Masaharu.”

compartment, muffled by the worn, but sturdy, wood.

The rain stopped suddenly, and John looked up.

It was cold in the carriage, the weather unseasonably

Above him the tail of the alien ship loomed ominously.

cold for September in Bozeman, Montana. He sighed,

Still more than a kilometer away from the negotiation

sending tendrils of fog reaching out across the glass.

location, the scale of the ship was impossible for John

“You know, Masaharu, I never signed up for this,”

to visualize. The tail was a smooth, perfect black that

he said, lifting his head off the glass to look at the other

seemed to absorb light in such a way that made it hard

passenger in the carriage.

to focus on for very long. There were no visible blem-

His companion, Masaharu Saitou, looked at him
with only the slightest hint of pity.
“I do not think anyone would sign up for this,”
he replied, the hint of an accent coloring his otherwise
perfect English. “I signed up for this less than you did.”
“You’re right. I thought being 8th and 17th in line
would be enough to keep us safe from this kind of duty.

ishes on the hull, but John was aware that the aliens hid
everything beneath the hull until it was needed. Only
one weapon had ever been seen but there were rumored
to be thousands dotting the hull.
John leaned up and opened the window to the driver.
“How are the horses doing?”
The driver, an elderly farmer who had insisted

Or really any duty.” He laid his head back against

on being allowed to drive as the horses “will only listen

the window and gazed out at the lines of buildings

to me” was staring up at the ship in amazement. John

sliding slowly by. None of the shop fronts they passed

tapped his shoulder, and he jumped as if coming out

had a window left intact, their shelves long since

of a trance. “Sorry sir, I think it’ll be about half a mile

emptied by looting and riots. Cars, as dead as every

still,” he answered, obviously not hearing the question,

other piece of technology on earth, lined both sides

and went back to staring at the ship.

of the road, shoved hastily out of the way to clear a path

Figures, John thought, closing the window and

for the carriage. The going was slow, the work having

leaning back, not every day you see an alien ship, after

to be done by hand.

all. Much less drive up to the front door. The buildings

“Do you have any family, Masaharu?”

gradually became more damaged as they neared

Masaharu smiled, “A wife and two girls. 14 and 11.”

the rendezvous point. Those nearest the blast zone

“I bet they’re a handful.”

would naturally have been harder hit, but seeing

“Not at all. Have you heard from your family since

the destruction this far out was still a surprise to John.
“I thought laser weapons wouldn’t have this kind

this all started?”
“Not yet. It takes a while to get a horse from Bozeman
to Washington even without the violence. Really wish
I was there instead of here though; it’s Jacob’s birthday

of a blast radius,” he said, turning to Masaharu.
“I believe this is the work of the superheated air
expanding and contracting.”

tomorrow. He’ll be 15.”

6
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“I’m glad its you in 17th instead of Gorbunova.
She would have called me an idiot and not answered
the question. Not that I could have understood…,”

“Now then.” John said, turning to look at the ramp.
“Ready, Masaharu?”
“Not really,” he answered as he started walking

John muttered trailing off. The row of buildings outside

in the direction of the ramp. John jogged a couple steps

ended, as if a line had been drawn by a scalpel.

to catch up, and the two men strode up to the base.

The neighborhoods here weren’t damaged at all,
but were instead missing without a trace. There were

Nothing came out to meet them. In fact, there were
no signs at all that the aliens knew they were there.

no roads, no cars, no signs of life. Only a sea of smooth

“Guess we just go in?”

dark glass for several hundred meters in every direction.

“Should we announce ourselves?”

In front of them a ramp had extended from the ship,

“Can’t hurt.”

touching down in the center of what used to be

Masaharu stepped up in front of John, a couple

the First World Congress. There was a smattering

strides away from the base of the ramp. Raising his voice

of armed guards in formation around the ramp,

and looking up at the ship he called, “Masaharu Saitou,

the remnants of the Congress guards and local police,

acting Vice President of the First World Congress!”

pointing their guns up towards the hole in the ship.

He waited silently for a response that didn’t come.

The carriage pulled to a stop in front of the ramp,

Stepping up to join him, John yelled, “John Nathan,

and the two passengers clambered out ungracefully.

acting President of the First World Congress! We’ve

John walked over to the nearest guard and laid his hand

come to negotiate the terms of Earth’s surrender!”

on the man’s shoulder. “Go home,” he said quietly,

There was no response from the ship, no indication

and again, raising his voice, “Go home, all of you!

at all from the aliens as to what they expected of the two

Go be with your families. I really appreciate you all being

men. They looked at each other, and, shrugging, started

here, but go home.” A couple of the men looked at John

walking towards the ramp. The last two survivors

as if not sure he was being serious, and with a reassuring

of the First World Congress, the most powerful men

glance at them, John nodded. A handful of the guards

on Earth, took their last steps on their home planet

stood up, and started walking off towards the ruin

and boarded the enemy ship.

of Bozeman, but more stayed still, unflinching.
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LaBreeska Montgomery
Second Place • Poetry

Her
It’s been awhile since I’ve seen her.
It seems like every time we’ve been apart
it does me good to see her again.
She doesn’t see the way she’s glowing tonight,
but I do.
Maybe it’s the way the exhaustion sets into her
peach pale skin.
Maybe it’s the contrast of every little Freckle
she has all over her body,
Or maybe it’s just the way she smiles
when she looks at me.
Those tired, piercing, green eyes, shining at me,
making me long to stay.
I didn’t intend this. To come over. To stay.
To stay this long.
But there’s a warmth here, a welcoming spirit
amid the chaos.
I’m not really sure how it happened.
All I know is that I climbed the three flights
of stairs to her apartment.
She let me in. And there I was, taking it
in again.
The way the evening sunlight shines through

And that smell I can never place.
She keeps saying it’s the cinnamon candles,
but I swear it’s her.
There are 10,000 apologies for the mess.
I just laugh and help her clean, even as she begs
me not to.
And then I sit there on the far, far edge
of that blue, blue couch
And I say I have to leave. I say I have to go.
I think I said that about three hours ago.
And now I’m sitting here again on this blue,
blue couch putting on my shoes.
I can’t seem to find my socks. The house
is still a mess.
All of the exhaustion has seeped into her bones
and taken her away.
And she’s asleep as I let myself out.
I tell myself that I can’t keep doing this as I turn
the knob on the door.
But somewhere between those three flights
of stairs and my car door handle,
I ask myself when,
When, not if, I’ll see her again.

the balcony windows.

8
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Nobody: A Journey of Acceptance
Invisible.

What is the truth behind such an innocent

Jessica Howington
Second Place • Nonfiction

in one of the counselor’s offices. For fun, and to challenge

word? To most children, invisibility is a superpower

herself, she would keep the different assignments and

or a means of imagination. Invisibility is a cool and fun

work on them. After they were completed, she would

expressive form of pretend, but what happens when

replace them on the desk.

invisibility consumes you? Everyone has a story that

This nightly routine continued for the next couple of

needs to be told, but some cannot relay the message

years. Besides befriending the counselor, she continued

as easy as others can. Through pain and grief, my friend

to keep to herself and hold to her invisibility. The

was able to find closure through telling her unbelievable

counselor encouraged her to be more outgoing and work

story and encouraged me to share her experiences

on obtaining a diploma. After all, she was still young and

in hopes that others would come forward or at least

could not run from her past forever. Despite the

realize they are not alone. She decided that by sharing

counselor’s best efforts, she clung to her superpower of

her own story others might share in the painful truth

invisibility because, without it, the truth would be too

and obtain the closure that often follows the common,

difficult to face. She was an almost 19-year-old unedu-

but sensitive, topic of abuse.

cated female who did not matter to anyone in this world.

This story was one of pain and perseverance.

She was a nobody. The only time she realized she

Through listening to her experiences and empathizing

mattered to anyone was when she forgot to clean a board

with her emotions, I was able to capture “Janie” and her

or empty a wastebasket. Then her supervisor would look

journey of acceptance. Although the names and loca-

at her with a disapproving scowl. According to “Janie,”

tions in this tale were altered, the truth and sharp sting

she hated messing up because that meant that she would

of acknowledgment surrounding her abusive past

have to interact with people. She hated people. They

remains authentic.

made her into who she was. They also placed the blame

I am honored to share how she was able to rise above

on everything else, not wanting to accept the truth. She

the negative issues surrounding her life to achieve

was considered a nobody who was raised in the system,

a normal and rewarding future. According to my friend,

but it had not always been this way. “Janie” knew she

“Janie,” she was just like any other young adult raised

must have started out with some kind of significance.

in the system. “Janie,” being a nobody, was not winning

Her parents had died early on, and without any living

any popularity contests or known as the smartest person

relatives, she was placed in various foster homes. It was

in her generation; that is for sure. She never actually

not until she turned eight that she began to realize how

attended any form of primary or secondary school,

much she would grow to appreciate being invisible.

but was homeschooled by her various foster parents

Eventually, she moved into her final foster home out in

for a few brief years. When she was older, she was lucky

the middle of nowhere. Her foster parent or “savior” was

enough to obtain a low paying job, working nights

a polite and upstanding member of a quaint rural

as a grimy janitor at a high school. Like a small child,

community. He welcomed her with warmth and

she was stuck in a world of pretend. At night while

compassion. It was not until about a month later that

cleaning the various classrooms, “Janie” found old

“Janie” began to realize what she owed him for his

workbooks and unfinished projects laying on a desk

hospitality. “Janie” was once a bright, outgoing kid who
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enjoyed laughter and talking and, boy, did she love to

assignment, but a piece of paper with her name on it. It

talk. That soon changed. Her new superpower came

stated, “This Certificate of Equivalency is presented to

with a price: her voice. It was either surrender her voice

Ms. Janie Wattson upon her completion of the state

or have to talk and face the demons.

requirements for scholarly achievement.” It was a

Therefore, she chose to become the nobody she

diploma. “Janie” began to cry and question her peers.

was meant to be. After two years of “payment” to her

How is this possible? she thought to herself. Just then,

so-called “savior,” “Janie” decided enough was enough.

the counselor that she had befriended appeared,

She spoke for what she believed would be the last time.

surrounded by several other faculty and staff. She began

She allowed her voice to express the disdain and

explaining as if knowing the questions “Janie” dared not

disapproval. That was when she made a huge mistake.

utter aloud. She explained that she was hired at the local

She was mocked, pegged as a troublemaker who sought

high school after an extensive background check. After

to tarnish the holy name of the sole person who had

“Janie” began writing notes back and forth with the

provided her with sanctuary. No one believed what she

counselor, they learned of her past and decided to help

went through. She was labeled a whore or slut in the

her achieve her full potential. They knew of “Janie’s”

small rural community because “Pastor Dan” would

struggles and determination from the glimpses she

never allow worldly sins to poison his heart and allow

revealed and the news articles from when she had

such accusations against him to transpire. He would

disappeared. She had not been found until now because

never touch a child. Therefore, instead of feeling the

she never worked under her real name, but being above

pain and betrayal again, “Janie” vowed to never allow

age when she originally applied at the school, she

herself to be visible again. She ran away, but the damage

decided not to lie about who she had been. She was more

had already been done. She was now nothing more than

than just “Janie” and her past had caught up with her.

an empty shell and a mute. She went on to paint her sad,

“Janie” began to understand what the school staff had

vivid picture of survival and how she struggled to make

done. The counselor went on to clarify that she had

it. She lived in parks or shelters and exchanged small

submitted the work and an application for “Janie” to

jobs for food or needs, never tarrying in one place for

earn an equivalency diploma.

long. Eventually, she became a world away from her

These people saw her as who she was. “Janie” was no

troubled past. She remained locked away, afraid to let

longer invisible. The counselor and staff realized her

her voice echo for fear of someone discovering how

potential and worth. They also offered her a full-time

worthless and invisible she believed she truly was.

position and resources to aid her in furthering her

Ultimately, she landed a life-changing job. Soon after,

education. They wanted to help her through the pain

she began finding the assignments in the counselor’s

and help her make a life for herself as well as aid her in

office. It was as if the assignments were meant for her.

obtaining closure against her situation and abuser.

The counselor, who eventually befriended “Janie,”

“Janie” realized in a rush of emotions that she was no

learned of her love of learning and began working on her

longer alone. Her invisibility was not a superpower but

self-esteem. Every night, like clockwork, she would

an inhibitor. Warmth and compassion engulfed her. For

finish the work and leave it on the desk, and it would be

the first time in 11 years, she crossed to the room,

replaced the next night with a new challenge; each one

embraced her new friends, and in a shaky small voice

longer and harder than the previous task. This went on

uttered two of the most meaningful words she had ever

from the time “Janie” started her janitorial position up

spoken: “thank you.”

until the night she found something new. It was not an
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Josh Fortener
Third Place • Fiction

War
2 May 1917
18:00 hours

Dear, Emily:
I hope this letter finds you well, and I hope you continue to pray for me and for the families of
the tired and broken men under my command. As a British officer, you know that it is my duty to
lead my men in the face of war. As I write this letter, we are constantly pushing the German Army,
or the “Jerries” as I have heard some say, back further into submission. Sadly, we are finding more
men taking their places each day. I don’t wish to upset you, but you made me promise to speak
openly, and to not withhold anything from you. Perhaps my words can serve as a message to others.
It is another dreadful day in this rat-infested trench of ours. The air here is dense and claustrophobic due to all the men packed together. I have been prompted by my commanding officer today and
assigned to a group of men who are now under my own command. I have to lead these sad looking
men to the face of death day after day. Even Charles, who was once eager to fight for God and country,
has lost sight of war. He is now wasting away in the place of endless death and sorrow. Joy and happiness are only a memory for him. Do pray for Charles, especially for Charles. He is not only my second
in command, he is the only friend that has been with me since the beginning of this awful war. It pains
me to see him in such a way. Sometimes, I have noticed that when I call out to him, he does not see
me as a friend or even an officer, but stares into me as if he is looking into an empty void that is calling
him. I fear that he is struggling with first symptoms of shell shock. This is one thing I cannot bare to
witness. It is now getting late, and we have a long day ahead of us tomorrow. I fear another sleepless
night. I will continue to write to you in the days to come. Good-night my love.
9 May 1917,
06:00 hours
It is the dawn of a new day. The air is filled with heavy mist, and the sky is gray from the smoke of
the artillery shells that have been shot the night before. I’m writing you these lines right now, because
they may be the last that I compose. We are getting ready to line up within our trench; we are about to
charge the enemy’s trench. We stand with our eyes barely open, filled with exhaustion from the lack of
sleep due to the constant bombings night after night. We stand within our ranks, Charles on my left
and two new recruits, Danny and Thomas, on my right. Danny and Thomas are brothers that were
drafted together from back home. They are younger than most of the soldiers here. They look no more
than eighteen years old and just about to experience their first taste of trench warfare.
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20:00 hours
Today’s dreadful surge is over. The Jerries’ non-stop machine gun fire laid waste to thousands of
men who ran franticly toward the enemy’s trench. After countless seconds, we were to the point where
we were ordered to fall back and regroup. When I got back safely in our trench and looked towards
Charles, I noticed that Danny was leaning over Thomas’s body. He was shot during his best efforts to
make a difference in this war. As I watched this situation unfold, I started to feel the uproar of sorrow
at the sight of brother burying brother. It was hard seeing Danny mourn for his brother, and Charles
slowly losing his sanity. I can write no more at this time, my dearest wife. Please pray for us all.
10 May 1917,
05:00 hours
Something unusual happened last night. It is almost too hard to express the emotions I felt. The
constant shelling of bombs had stopped. Then, out of the darkness, I heard the most feared word in
my experiences as a soldier being yelled out, “Gas!” As the adrenalin rose, the men and I struggled to
put our masks on. The mortars, filled with the toxic green fumes, went off around us. Then, the unthinkable happened. Danny’s mask had been punctured. I franticly told Danny to “hold your breath!”
as I turned and ordered Charles to find another mask. “Quickly!” I urged Charles. Then it happened.
Charles’s mind had finally cracked, and he fell to the ground shaking uncontrollably. I called out for a
mask while holding Danny’s choking body in my arms. I continued to call out again and again, “Mask,
mask!” Yet, it was too late. My emotions were unbearable with the sight of Danny choking to death
from a lethal dose of gas filling up his lungs. Charles had lost his grip on reality. Although the war in
Europe is still underway, it ended there for those two men. Hopefully, my time here will end soon.

Please, my dearest wife, keep me and the families of these fallen men in your prayers. I intend on
coming home to you in one way or another. For each passing day, I remain trapped in this prison of
mud and death. Each day we attack them and they attack us. This seems to go on like an endless cycle
of men fighting and then dying. It seems to repeat itself all over again. I know our cause is good, but
the constant sacrifice that these men face, on a daily basis, is unfathomable. So please remember me
the way I remember you in these dark times.
Sincerely,

Your loving husband

12
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Police Sirens Blare in the Distance
The bright green neon light
Coming from the big round sign
Illuminated the already glistening highway
Rain sprinkles down
To the right of the highway is a small
Gravel parking lot
Full of cars and a few parking spaces

Megan Daniel
Third Place • Poetry

Covered by a red roof and fluorescent lights
The fake grass looks extra shiny
A man with a long pony-tail and a blond
haired woman
She laughs, as he misses the ball multiple times
A young girl sits and waits for her family
Obviously bored

A silver truck, a black van, a small red car

Two young boys fight over their scores

The wooden building looks run down

Against each other

But the lights are on and there are mumbles
coming from inside
An open sign flickers on the wall
And an older woman stands behind the counter
A small brown dash-hound follows her
every step
Occasionally stopping to pick up the chips

While an older couple compete seriously

People cheering on strangers as they move
through the course
One brother laughs at the other when he misses
the hole
The children laugh even though they’ve
lost interest

An elderly man keeps dropping from his hands

In the rest of the game

“What can I do for you?” the woman asks.

Police sirens blare in the distance

“Two rounds please,” a young man replies
The counter is covered in golf balls
of various colors:
Blue, white, pink, purple, and yellow
The young man picks out his club
There are many people on the brightly lit
course tonight

But nobody notices the highway commotion
The small run-down course is full
of happy people
Some finish their game and leave
Only to be replaced by more putt-putt
enthusiasts
The young man observes the Par 2 sign
And makes a hole in one
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The Girl in the Strawberry Gown
I didn’t understand why she looked at me
the way she did. I was only a kindergartener who
strolled behind my class to the playground knowing that
no one would play with me. I knew I would have to play
alone. But that sunny day as I stood in the midst of a sea
of mulch, I tried exceedingly hard to find a friend.
At Indian Springs Elementary School there were
two playgrounds. The playground in the front
of the school was used by kindergarten through third
grade students. Being a sizable playground, about 30
to 40 kids could play at a time. Therefore, when we were
excited, the playground could be pretty noisy. We would
usually have recess at about noon, after our lunches
had settled and we could no longer sit and listen to our
teachers. Meanwhile, our teachers would grade papers
and loosely watch us from whitewashed benches.
At the top of the hill, an old oak tree provided shade
for those who would rather talk than play on the equipment. For those who chose to play, the playground was
at the bottom of the hill, surrounded by a sea of mulch.
It was no surprise that most of the kids waited in jumbled lines for their turns at the swings. In comparison,
the slide seemed like such temporary enjoyment.
It never seemed worthwhile to climb all the way up
to the slide just to slide down a moment later.
The weathered wooden fort was not popular either,
seeing as most kids didn’t care to roleplay like I did.
The tire swing had been a popular piece of equipment,
but following an accident of some sort, we weren’t
allowed to use it. The jungle gym was used as well,
but most kids our age couldn’t get across, so they just sat
on the bars and talked. Most of us chose to dart around
and play with our friends. However, on most days
I would have ambled along by myself and pretended
to explore. I didn’t have any friends nor could I have
ever hoped to gain any.

14

Sarah Mae Simmons
Third Place • Nonfiction

There was a girl in my class who reminded me
of my younger cousin. She had curly blonde hair and,
in a way, sort of looked like her. Her hair swirled into
tight curls that rested at her shoulders. She wore what
I thought to be a nightgown rather than a dress covered
in little red strawberries. I had seen the same dress
before, only I had worn it to bed rather than to school.
It was perhaps those reasons that influenced me to
approach her when I saw her on the swing set. Her tight
little curls bounced up and down as she swung. I sat
down next to her on the swings and considered what
to say. I knew that to make friends, it was polite to give
people a compliment. As she continued to swing up
and down, up and down, I prepared the words.
“Hello, Strawberry!”
She stopped swinging and looked at me with repulsion. “Do you want to play with me, Strawberry?”
I didn’t know what else to call the girl in that strawberry patterned gown; I had never thought to ask her
name. “No,” she said blatantly, getting off the swings.
She started to walk away, but I followed her, completely
oblivious to how she felt about me. “Stop following me!”
she cried. “But I want you to play with me,” I wailed.
Then she began to run. I chased her, crying out for her to
play with me. I ran through the playground, kicking up
mulch behind me. The slide and the fireman’s pole were
closest to the swings. Darting up to the top of the tower
she looked down at me and shouted, “Go away!”
“Please, Strawberry, I want to play with you!” I blurted out, determined to find a friend in the princess
at the top of the tower, looking down at the filthy monster chasing her. Her response was the same, and my
heart sank. In one final attempt to get closer to her,
I darted up the steps to the tower, sunlight shining
bright upon me. As I reached the summit, she looked
back at me and then slid down the slide. I watched her,
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feeling loathed as she reached the end of the slide and

paces behind the class, the feelings of hurt drifted away

glided off. The end of the slide looked like a puzzle piece,

amongst my jumbled kindergarten thoughts. For the rest

a head shape protruding out the end. There was a piece

of the day, the thoughts of loneliness and friendlessness

missing in my life, and that was a friend. I was deter-

were gone, shadowed by my childhood ignorance. I had

mined to make a friend so I, too, slid down the slide.

not realized the extent of the girl’s dislike for me.

Having fallen far behind her, I pushed myself to

Later that day, I sat on the coarse concrete where

catch up to her. Perhaps if I did, she would accept me as

the carpooling kids would wait for their parents to take

a friend. I grew increasingly tired as I ran through the

them to the refuge of their homes. I waited for my moth-

mulch. And yet I refused to give up the pursuit. I chased

er to pick me up. I knew she would ask about my day

her up the hill through the damp, dewy grass even

and I would say something like, “It was good, I guess.”

knowing that the pursuit was futile. Her reaction to my

I eyed the mass of people surrounding me. I knew they

friendliness hurt me, but I just thought it was a game.

had friends and I did not… and would not. Yet this

I knew that I couldn’t keep up the chase, but to me,

thought didn’t disconcert me in the least. I accepted

this was all I had. I pursued her around the oak tree

then that playing alone was far better than chasing a girl

and through the lush green grass. However, before

on the playground who had no real interest in being my

I could even reach the mulched playground, I ran out

friend.

of energy, slumping down in defeat.

Regardless of my intent, I often found myself in simi-

I wanted recess to be over. I wanted to go home

lar situations. Over time, I grew up into an independent

and cry into my mother’s arms. I sat down and rested,

girl, free of the burdens of choosing which friends to play

feeling as though I might burst into tears. All I could do

with and how to play. I learned from that experience,

in that moment was wonder why she had run from me.

though I thought so little of it then. It was after this

Running my fingers through the grass, I imagined what

experience that I realized that making friends would be

it would be like if that girl were my friend. However,

difficult, but I accepted that fact.

after that incident I knew that it could never be. I had
expected this to happen, so why did it hurt?

I got into my mother’s mini-van, making no mention
of what had happened that day. In my childhood mind,

The sound of the teacher’s whistle interrupted my

the experience was insignificant, and I would have many

thoughts. Relieved as I was that recess was over, I felt

more like it. Rejection taught me to accept my situation

sluggish and reluctant to even move. I had to force

regardless of the hurt I felt at the time. And that girl

myself to get up and follow the class into the building.

in the strawberry gown and her rejection got me through

But as I walked through the heavy metal doors, several

numerous years of similar circumstances.
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Anathema

Jared Wheeler
Honorable Mention • Fiction

The sun crept over the trees illuminating the fog

and my boy. “41….42….43….” I looked down in a panic as

that was settling over the fields of Anathema Planation.

Overseer Cane was standing in front of Malichi

A heaviness hung in the air as the heat began to take

Swiftly, he grabbed his arm and pulled him from the

hold on the early morning. I rolled over to wake Malichi,

line. “No, Master! Take me! Don’t whip the boy!” I cried

“Son, son, wake up. It’s time.” Malichi, not much older

out as I lunged from the line. I had no more taken my

than nine, began to stir. Ever since his mother was sold

first step and everything went black.

to a big plantation in South Carolina, he didn’t rise with

When I came to, blood was dripping down from my

contentment. At his young age, they had already broken

forehead, and my hands had been bound. Two of

his spirit, and thus every day was something dreadful

Overseer Cane’s men were holding me by both arms.

to face.

From my knees, I looked up and saw Master Morgan

Across the plantation many of the other slaves began

approaching me with a smirk on his face. “I’m glad you

to stir, but not a one was swiftly moving to get to work

could join us for this, Moses. Today you’ll feel the pain

because today was different. Today was the first Sunday

I carry with me every day of my life,” he whispered in

of the new month. Around about three years back,

a deep raspy voice. He then grabbed my chin and

Master Morgan lost a new born and his wife during

directed my vision to the post where Malichi had been

birth. For weeks, not even the house slaves saw him.

bound. Tears began to form as I watched Overseer Cane

After that time, he emerged again on the first Sunday

begin. I cried out in pain as I watched each lashing rip

of the month and randomly chose a slave and demanded

through the flesh on Malichi’s small frame. After the

that she receive 10 lashes; something Overseer Cane

10th lashing had been delivered, Master Morgan yelled

was all too pleased to do. That first month it was quietly

out, “Again! Again!” Over and over Master Morgan

discussed in the fields that the master had gone mad

demanded more as Overseer Cane cracked the whip.

with rage from his loss, but after a while not much

Dumbstruck with the pain of what I was witnessing, I

was thought of it until the first Sunday came the next

could no longer form words but could only cry out.

month. Ever since those times, on the monthly anniver-

Through my foggy vision, I saw Malichi’s knees give

sary, Master Morgan and Overseer Cane corral all

way as he fell lifeless, still bound to the post. Still,

the slaves up in front of the house and randomly draw

without hesitation, Overseer Cane continued doing

a number. Beginning at the right, that number

as he was commanded.

is counted, and the slave standing in that position
is taken out to receive their 10 lashes.
Overseer Cane was a man of great evil, and he seemed

Two men that worked for the plantation came out
from behind the line and cut the thick rope wrapped
around Malichi’s hands. One took hold of his feet as

to take a lot of joy from this time of the month. With

the other grabbed his arms, and with a tight hold they

a whip in one hand, he reached down into a water pale

carried him off. Anger filled every fiber of my being as I

and pulled out a small piece of paper. “43!”, he hollered.

turned to look at Master Morgan. “See Moses, the master

Hurriedly, he walked to the end of the line and began

giveth, and also taketh away what we hold dear,” pro-

the count: “1,2,3,4.” My blood ran cold as the count grew

claimed Master Morgan. As he walked away, one of the

higher while the white devil made his way toward me

Overseer’s men cut the rope holding my hands together.

16
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As soon as the rope fell, I lashed out only to meet the tail

I recognized Abraham. “What are you doing?”

end of the whip that Overseer Cane was holding.

I demanded. “I followed you from the quarters.

“Get back in line, boy!” he demanded. Without taking

What are you doing out here, Moses? You know what

my eye off the master, I took one step back, and then

happens if they catch you!” he whispered. I knew exactly

another, until I was back in the line that I once stood

what would happen if I was caught, but none of that

in with my Malichi.

mattered anymore. There was nothing left for me other

Immediately, the line was marched out to the fields

that what needed to be done. “I’m leaving here, Abra-

to begin the day’s work. Typically, the walk echoed with

ham. Won’t you come?” I said. After a pause Abraham

song, but today not a soul sang out. Under the mid-day

looked up and said, “Yeah, yeah I’ll come. I’d rather die

sun all heads were down fast at work in fear of not

trying to be free than endure the evil mind of Master

making the day's quota. Nearby, Abraham turned

Morgan another day, he said. “Ok, I have a plan.

and said, “I’m sorry, Moses. The devil will have a special

I’ve heard of people that help slaves north that stay

place for all of them for the deeds that they have done.”

near the river, but first we have to do one thing,”

Without acknowledging him, I continued picking.

I said.

Off in the distance, the sound broke as a voice rose

As we approached the house with ease, we passed

in song. “Steal away, steal away, steal away to Jesus!

by the post. The pain in my heart rekindled as I thought

Steal away, steal away home; I hain’t got long to stay

back on what had happened there earlier that day.

here,” the voice sang. More voices joined in, but not

At the base of the post lay a rope. It was the same

mine. Anger had consumed my soul, and my plot had

one used to bind Malichi to the post as they killed him.

begun to develop. “Abraham,” I questioned, “when does

I picked it up and proceeded to the back with Abraham.

Cane make his last round in the evenings?” With his

At the rear of the house, we found the window leading

attention still directed to his work, “Ahhhh around

into the master’s study. His nightly ritual was to read

sundown I’d say. Why is that important?”

late, after his dinner and cigar, before he retreated to

“It’s no concern of yours,” I replied.

bed. Abraham quietly asked, “Moses, what are we doing

As the twilight turned into night, a rider could

here?” Still fixated on the window, I replied, “Abraham,

be seen holding a lantern. Slowly, Overseer Cane made

it’s time Mr. Morgan is repaid for what he’s done.”

his way around the slave quarters ensuring that all was

Slowly, I opened the window and took a step off

well and everyone was accounted for. Once he was back

of Abraham’s knee to make my way into the house.

out of sight, I decided it was time to put into action what

For a moment, I paused making sure no one

I had planned all day in the fields. I slowly opened the

was stirring close by. Once I concluded that we were not

door and rounded the back of the shack so to keep

detected, I reached out and helped Abraham in the

hidden. In a crouch, I moved along the tree line, keeping

house. Quietly, I shared the plan with him, “We’ll each

a close eye on the guards that patrolled the plantation.

hide behind one of the curtains. When he comes in, let

Just before I made my way across a field to the back of the

him get settled. When I make my move, take the rope

Master’s house, I heard a rustling in the bushes behind

and tie his hands. I will take care of the rest.”

me. From them a dark face emerged, and right away

After a little while, I heard footsteps coming down
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the hallway. Easily, the door opened and an oil lantern lit

I was successful in doing so, confirmed by the violent

the room. Morgan shuffled around the table in the

shaking and muffled screaming that no one outside

middle of the room surrounded with bookshelves. A

of the room could hear. Once he had stopped shaking,

creek slowly signaled that he was resting in his chair,

I told Abraham to go ahead and meet me outside

and the smell of cigar smoke drifted close to the window

the window. With a hand full of his white stringy hair

as it escaped through the crack at the bottom. Peeking

I lifted his head and whispered in his ear, “I hope you go

out, I made eye contact with Abraham as if to say,

straight to hell….. Mr…. Morgan….” As the words left my

“are you ready?” With a leap, I jumped out and placed

tongue, his eyes widened while I took the knife and

a jagged knife up close to the skin on Master Morgan’s

slowly cut him as deep as I could, ear to ear.

neck and shoved a rag in his mouth, while Abraham tied

With his body lying lifeless, slouched over the table, I

his hands. Once again, we paused and made sure

picked up the oil lantern and turned to the window.

no one was alerted, but when you’re a man with

Straddling the sill, I asked Abraham if he was ready

no family, very few are in the house at this hour.

to go. Upon his acknowledgment, I tossed the lantern

In a volume, just above a whisper, I stated, “I don’t have

across the room and against the far wall next to the door.

to tell you all the things you’ve done, you white devil.

For a moment, I watched the flames grow and then slid

But tonight, I want you to feel the same pain that my boy

down the side of the house next to where Abraham

felt today.” After instructing Abraham to pull him

was crouched down keeping a lookout. Quickly, we made

forward across the table, I took the knife and cut careful-

our way across the small field and into the woods east

ly down the center of his shirt exposing his back.

of the house. There we could hear the guards yelling that

With the same gentleness a father would have holding

the house was ablaze as they clumsily attempted

his newborn son, I took the knife and from one side

to extinguish it. With the guards no longer concerned

to the other begun cutting rigid lines in Ole Man

with the whereabouts of slaves, we continued on.

Morgan’s back. With each cut murmurs came from him

With the light of the fire and the sound of the voices

as he helplessly endured the same pain that so many

yelling out of range, we slowed our pace until we found

of his slaves had endured before. After a while, what

ourselves on the banks of the river. Across the river

little fight the man had in him left, as if the pain could

we saw a lantern hanging on an old fence post. I looked

not be any greater. As a finishing touch, I cut two large

at Abraham and took a step in the cool river water.

lines on each side of his spine and began to pull back

We were one step closer to freedom.

the strips of mangled flesh only to increase his suffering.
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Abigail Hines
Honorable Mention • Poetry

Woman
other men
think they know things about women
but you cannot know women
you can only know one.

a woman is a cloud
able to ensnare a setting sun’s golden waves
capable of holding deep darkness and pouring rain
easy to perceive
harder to hold

but understand her chemistry
and she will make you gold.
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American Dream

Megan Daniel
Honorable Mention • Poetry

The smell of coffee and pastries overwhelm you
When you walk in the door.
Smiling faces used to be found here,
But not any more
There’s no soft chatter, no turning of pages,
Not even the clink of silverware.
The only noise comes from the constant clicking of the drive-through window,
Opening and closing at a rapid speed
The repeated phrases
“What can I get you?”
“Will that be all?”
“Thank you. Have a nice day.”
A red truck is first, then a small white car
People are too busy now to enjoy the little things
What was once a place filled with people,
A place to relax, meet friends, or do some work
Is quiet and empty.
Vacant chairs and dusty tables are all that surround me
The bright colors and paintings on the walls
Draw people in no more.
Only the empty promise that another shot of espresso
Will get you through the day
One by one the cars drive away
No stopping, not even to wave.
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Waiting

Grace Stevens
First Place • Digital Photograph
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Dean’s Baby
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Hannah Saulsbury
Honorable Mention • Pastel
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We Have Our Heading

Catrina Fletcher
Digital Photograph
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Finn and Flowers
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Lake Meade
Mixed Media

The Hidden One

Kayla Guinn
Second Place • Charcoal Drawing
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Joint Commission
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Jose Tavarez
Digital Photograph

Looking for Adventure

Brynn Abner
Digital Photograph

SPRING 2019 • VOLUME 29

27

Reverse Atelectasis
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Jose Tavarez
Mixed Media

Rusty Skies

Cameron Pierce
Honorable Mention • Nonfiction

I heard the blaring, annoying alarm destroy my

tuned out the last few sentences, but once

peaceful slumber once again. I rose out of bed, shook

he said, “Why don’t you introduce yourself?” there was

sleep from my eyes and ears, and stretched my arms into

an awkward pause. He casually bumped her shoulder

a new day. Pulling myself from my comfy coffin was no

to get her attention, and her eyes widened for a moment

easy task. Looking at the calendar next to my bed, I had

as if now it clicked in her head what the teacher said.

circled September 15th over and over and over again.

How strange, I thought. Strange was the right word to

I sighed and brought my hands along the edges of the

use for my adolescent mind because instead of talking,

calendar before ripping the rest of the pages off, after

she pulled out a journal from her backpack and flipped it

today’s date, and throwing them away. I probably

open. The first page read: “Hello! My name is Charlotte.”

wouldn’t need them after today. I ran my hands along

Murmurs broke out between my peers, and I peeked

the fabric of my best shirts and pants before I chose

to see confused expressions, but Charlotte turned to the

an outfit and headed on out. School was out that day,

next page anyway. It read: “I ask that you communicate

but I instinctively brought my backpack along with me.

with me through this journal.” This page had some

I stared into the bright afternoon sky, and my mind

cutesy doodles on it, but I still found it odd that she

drifted back to a simpler time. It was a very similar-look-

wasn’t speaking until she flipped to her final page:

ing day to this one. Bright orange skies and tranquility

“I am deaf.” It all finally clicked. The class fell silent

filled the simple rural environment. I remember

on this page. The idea of someone with a handicap like

the faces of my best friends, Andrew and Joseph, as we

this sent mixed emotions throughout all our underdevel-

walked to our class, trying our best to battle the ev-

oped minds. The first word I uttered to myself when

er-omnipotent villains: “boredom” and “popularity.”

reading that was “Weird.” That one word was the start

They always talked about how they had my back through

of something I wish I had never begun.

thick and thin. We were inseparable at the time, always

I decided to test her deafness on the first day she was

being huge nerds playing video games at my house

there, as I thought there was no way she was actually

or jeering at the girls in school. We were 6th graders in

deaf. She sat in front of me, so I leaned in behind her

a weird blend between an elementary and middle school.

and quietly said something like, “Ah.” Sure enough, she

The building was small, the classes even smaller, but it

didn’t hear. I got louder and louder, and some of the

was all still very homey to a rambunctious boy like me.

students around snickered at me until, eventually, I

One of the girls, Sarah, whispered to me just outside

yelled it out right next to her ear. This startled her, as

the class that we’d be getting a new student, a girl.

well as every other student who wasn’t already listening,

Lucky me, I thought sarcastically.

and she turned around to face me. She had an uncertain

We all sat down and talked amongst ourselves before

smile on her face, which rubbed me the wrong way for

the teacher entered the room with a small girl. She had

a while, but before I could think about it the teacher

long brown hair and a soft smile that felt as if it she were

scolded me. I wasn’t paying any attention to what he

born to wear it. “Class,” the teacher said after clearing his

said. His words were empty. I continued my assault on

throat and adjusting his glasses, “we have a new student

her, stealing her journals and trashing them, dumping

today, so I want you all to be on your best behavior.” I

trash on her from a floor above. Soon enough everyone
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was joining in on the “fun.” Despite the torment

my muddled thoughts, my classmates’ feelings that I had

I brought her, she still smiled throughout it, and that

heard and experienced, how she was just a burden to us

frustrated me. Why is she smiling? I thought. Why won’t

and that, eventually, she was going to make us all hate

she say something or fight back? This anger swirled

her. But just like the last two times, she tilted her head

and bubbled around inside me, approaching its limit

and handed me her journal. I immediately smacked that

faster and faster.

notebook away and told her to speak with her own voice.

I coughed back to the present. I had just finished

But instead what she did was point to her, then me,

selling my bike and laptop to my neighbors and quit

clasp her hands together thumb over thumb and shake

my job, sending the money back to my house. The skies

slightly. I didn’t know what that meant for a while, and

bled a rusty red and orange as I rounded my high school.

instead, I hit her. Hard. Clearly this was her breaking

Seeing all the students with after-school activities put

point, too, because she hit me back and soon we had

a bleak feeling in my heart. I really do hate myself.

a slugfest going on until other students broke us up.

The things I did back then were completely unforgiv-

The results of that fight were miniscule at first, until

able, and I tell myself that every day now. I thought

the next day. Charlotte wasn’t present. The principal was

the amount of extra work we had to do to make her learn

there instead. He explained how she was missing a pair

with us was just a huge handicap and unfair to the rest

of hearing aids that were worth about $800 each,

of us at the time. I know now how hideous that mindset

and that it was reported she was being excessively

really was. I’m sure she was trying to make friends

bullied. He asked if any student was responsible,

her own way.

and if no one was found, then he would call everyone’s

With these loathsome thoughts in mind, I pressed

parents about this. Within seconds, I was indicted by

onward down the road, thinking about when my illusion

everyone, including my best friends at the time. Joseph

of peace was shattered. I often saw a clear, weird-looking

and Andrew talked about how cruel I was, describing

device hanging behind her ear. I wasn’t quite sure what

their acts as if I did them. I tried my best to defend

it was until the day Sarah yanked it off her ear saying,

myself and explain I wasn’t the only one, but it

“Lemme see that,” before being disgusted and tossing

was useless.

it to me. It was clearly a hearing aid when I got a good

This was the punishment I got for not listening to her

look at it, but I played along with Sarah, jeering

invisible voice: throughout middle school, all of the stuff

and saying, “Ew!” before tossing it out the window.

done to Charlotte was done to me – the yelling,

In the middle of all this, Charlotte tried to take it back

the broom smacks, the trash dumps. Even Joseph

without much force, wearing that soft smile on her face.

and Andrew regularly played a “game” where they just

Amid pure distress, she still managed to keep that face.

beat me up. Whenever it happened I had to explain to

During free time, I walked up to her in the courtyard

my mother when I came home that I fell. My first few

to try and get a bead on her. This was perhaps the third

years of high school weren’t much better. My friends

time I had done it. The first two were fruitless; I couldn’t

eventually all left me, calling me the bully who hit the

get through to her without making myself write in her

deaf girl and spreading that around. I convinced myself

journal. However, this time I’d had enough. I told her

that everyone around me was speaking badly about me
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or thought nothing good of me, so I just blotted out all

I slipped my hands inside my backpack and pulled out

their faces and voices. I never resented them for it if they

her old journal I had slapped away. Filled with insults

did. I was a monster after all.

and sogginess I thought it might’ve been a great offense

So, now, years later, I found myself in front of

to her. “Oh, but… You’d prefer communicating like this,

the building I was looking for: an all-girls high school

won’t you?” And I moved my hands up and down

just letting out. The height of the building matched what

in an intricate way spelling out, “You forgot this.”

my mother told me the previous day. I proceeded inside,

Charlotte gasped for a second and signed back to me

hoping to finally make things right. The voices in my

with a hint of energy. I signed back and spoke out loud,

head tried to discourage me from climbing the stairs,

slowly, “Of course, I know sign language. I studied it!

Hey, don’t talk to that Cameron guy. He made a deaf girl

To finally speak my mind.”

leave school. I saw a familiar shade of brown amongst all

I stood more confidently, then slouched. I didn’t

the people and tried to push my way through the crowd.

think I’d suffered enough yet. “In truth, I came for

“Hey, Cameron, is it true what everyone is saying? Did

a more selfish reason. A lot happened between us

you really hit that deaf girl?”

because we couldn’t understand each other and our

“….Yeah.”

invisible voices. I hate myself. I was a selfish person

I reached out my hand and grabbed her shoulder, and

and have lived every day of my life hardly thinking

when Charlotte turned and faced me, I said the words

of another soul. Since middle school, my classmates,

I’d been meaning to say for a while, “Hey, Charlotte,

your former classmates, have all looked down on me,

it’s me, Cameron. Seeing me is probably not something

shutting me out, and doing stuff I probably did to you.

you want, but I want to talk.” She had a wide-eyed

In my years on this earth, I haven’t lived a single one as

expression and didn’t say or do anything for a while.

a good person.” I sighed and looked her in the eyes,

“Do you remember me? It’s Cameron from middle

“The only time I ever heard your voice and your feelings

school?” I said with my eyes darting around, sweat

was when we fought that last day. And that frustrates

dripping from my brow with each word.

me, but what frustrates me more is I haven’t changed

Charlotte made a weird face, which seemed like a half

since. But now I think I understand what you meant

smile, but I could tell she would much rather be

that day.” I made the same gesture: pointing to me, and

somewhere else. As if to prove my point, with a little

then her, and then clasping my hands together.

twitch of her smile, she turned and ran the other way.

“Charlotte, can we be friends?” I wasn’t looking

The chattering in the hall turned to startled gasps as

at her face when I said it, but when I looked back up,

I ran after her. I said things like “Wait!” and “Sorry!”

I saw most of her face was hidden behind the journal,

but I stumbled up the next set of stairs and fell.

and I felt my face flushing with red. I jumped in place

I sighed and sat there for a while. But then I felt

for a moment, stammering and saying excuses, but she

someone drawing on my hand. W, h, and then a y. I sat

grabbed my wrist to calm me down. And when I saw

up and saw her face again, looking more concerned than

that little smile peek from behind the journal,

scared now. “Why? Oh, why I came?” I straightened

I understood what she meant.

myself up. “I came to give you something back.”
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Makayla E. Baines
Honorable Mention • Fiction

Never Turn Your Back
It is the middle of fall. The seventeenth of October,

nice, warm bed and conking out for the night.

nearing 10 PM. It is cold, windy. It feels almost like

No such luck.

winter, a chill that will almost freeze your bones. Rattle

The world is so much more eerie at night with curv-

and shake them. Maybe even break them. I am walking

ing and winding tree branches with their dead leaves

along the sidewalk back to my apartment. I have just

on the ground, the rustling of the leaves as soon as a soft

gotten off work; I work at a bakery just down the street.

sputter of wind curls up under them and turns them

My job isn’t that difficult, just messy. Flour, bake, more

over, carrying them and dragging them across the road.

flour, sugar, you know. Baker’s magic. As I continue

The sky is a dark blue, with swirling black clouds hover-

alongside the sidewalk, nearing my apartment, I dig

ing over top of the almost blinding moon. It is also quiet,

into the pockets of my black khakis, fishing around for

I notice. Almost too quiet. Normally, the quiet doesn’t

my keys. Soft curses escape my lips as I feel nothing but

bother me. Tonight though, tonight is different.

lint between my fingers and the seam of my pocket line.

My flour-covered tennis shoes crunch the dead, dried

Maybe a loose penny, or maybe a loose button. I never

out leaves that pool around the sides of the sidewalk.

can keep up.

I am cold and in a hurry. I suppose I could call my

My brows furrow, and a frown begins to form

friend Lauren; she only lives but twenty minutes from

on my face. “Are you kidding me right now?” I utter

my apartment. I could have called her. I wish I had. My

angrily under my breath, continuing to dig in my pocket

intuition was flawed. I don’t know why I didn’t think

in hopes that maybe, just possibly my keys will magically

of it sooner. I should have.

appear betwixt my fingers. Unfortunately, I’m no wizard,

The bakery seems so far away at this point, but I am

and God apparently has it out for me, so no keys.

too far committed to stop now. Footfalls grow faster and

Yet again, just pocket lint. I wheel around on my heels

lighter as I begin to fall into an easy jogging pace. I hate

to stare blankly at the dimly lit and empty street. Noth-

running.

ing there, no one. Not a soul. I suppose I should go back

About five minutes go by, and I make it to the bakery.

to the bakery to see if I left my keys there, but it just

The lights are completely turned off, but the street-

so happens that the manager left at the same time that

light, located right next to the building, is spilling a soft

I did, and locked the doors behind him. He and I are not

orange glow into the lobby. I see a glimmer of some-

the best of friends, unfortunately, so I can’t call him up

thing hanging on the hook next to the kitchen, and I

or shoot him a text message. But maybe, oh, just maybe

immediately figure out what it is. It’s my key ring, keys

there’s a chance that he forgot something there as well.

dangling from the metal ring. My eyes lock onto the ring

I stand there for a minute or two, slightly shivering,

as if I am a starving animal who has just landed eyes on

watching visions of my breath before my eyes. I decide

its prey. So close, yet so far away. No actual way to get

to start walking back towards the bakery, still in my

in without the police being called. Although, jail seems

uncomfortable black uniform, which now looks white

almost enticing; perhaps it would be warm there. Maybe

due to all of the loose flour and sticky dough caked on it.

the clothes would be more comfortable. My foot digs

Right now, I wish to be in my pajamas, curling up in my

into the ground as I let out a growl of frustration and
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turn around and begin to stomp away. Of course I leave

I stop in my tracks. Eyes widen, but I try not to let

my keys inside! Of course, because it feels like the right

it show on my face too much. I inch forward, until the

thing to do. I never leave them on the hook. Ever.

unmoving figure before me begins to speak. His rough

Way to go, Lynne. Genius.

and gravelly voice sends shivers down my spine. It feels

Making my way home, defeated, I pass by the familiar houses with the dull glow of lamps illuminating the
curtains. I smile to myself. People are still awake, proba-

like my body is colder than the temperature outside.
“Hey, doll. What’s a pretty girl like you got any
business bein’ out here this late at night?”

bly reading the newspaper or a book of their liking.

“I was just going home.” Sort of a lie.

I like the idea of that. At this point, I feel as though

“Mm, ” He hums, stepping closer to me.

I should call Lauren. With that, I dig into my pockets

I take an instinctive step back.

again, pulling out my cell phone. I click the power

“My, my…Well, there ain’t no need in you going

button, and nothing comes on. It takes a moment,
but then the dead battery signal flashes on the screen.
It is so cold outside that my phone has died. Yet another
curse slips from my mouth, and I continue walking
to my apartment. I contemplate asking one
of my neighbors if I can crash on their couch for
the night. After a minute, I decide on going with that
idea. Now, if I can just get my almost numb legs to move
and work faster.
I see a dark figure just a few feet in front of me,
and my heart immediately begins to pound.

home now.”
My heart beats harder; so hard that it is about to pop
right out of my chest. The man draws even closer to me.
“W-why? I could have already made it back home
by now, had you stopped talking to me.”
“No, doll. I don’t give no explanations.” A chuckle
erupts from him as he steps right up to me.
I am paralyzed. I can’t move…until it’s too late.
Strong hands press and hold my mouth and nose.
I can’t breathe. I can’t… And everything goes black.
It was the middle of fall. The seventeenth of October.
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Nature’s Sunday

Miranda Paige Barb
Honorable Mention • Poetry

Squirrels are chasing each other through the trees
Playing around, gathering nuts
Shaking their tails all around
On a simple Sunday
The neighbor’s dogs are lying in the yard
Not one cares about the squirrels
It’s much too hot to chase them
On a simple Sunday
A man next door is washing his car
It’s his pride and joy, a nice new ride
You can see him smile as he washes with pride
On a simple Sunday
A stray cat walks down the road
A little rough, looking for food
He hesitates as a car passes by
He’s just after a nice slice of pie
On a simple Sunday
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Viktor Gerke Gisbert

brandtly spangler
Honorable Mention • Fiction

It is a cold and snowy day, April 6, 1973, in Ahrens-

Otto, and this is my Mila. I’ll fill it out now.” The doctor

felde, Germany, a town on the outskirts of Berlin. Otto

says, “just sit there beside her and fill it out quickly

and Mila, a young couple, are on their way to the hospi-

while we get ready.” Otto sits down as Mila is screaming

tal where their first son is about to be born. Mila says to

in agony, and then all the nurses come back in and get

Otto, “We cannot afford to have this baby. We can barely

Mila ready. The doctor walks back in and says they are

get by ourselves, and we are too young, Otto. Too young

prepared to begin. The nurse tells her what to do as she

to have children. We aren’t even in our twenties yet.

is assisting the doctor, “Mila, we need you to push, push

What are we going to do?” Otto holds onto Mila as they

harder.” Otto holds her hand and brushes her wet hair

walk. “We will figure something out.”

from her face. The doctor articulates, “A few more like

When they get to Unfallkrenhaus hospital, Otto yells,

that and your little one will be here.” So that is what Mila

“Someone, please help! We need help!” Mila falls over

does. The child’s head emerges, and then she falls over.

in pain as a seasoned nurse runs up with a wheel chair.

The nurse says, “she has no pulse!” They work on her

“Please, help my Mila!” Otto begs the nurse. “She is

as the doctor pulls on the baby to get him clear, and he

in incredible pain and is about to have our baby.” She

comes out. He checks her as they are giving her CPR,

replies, “let’s get her inside,” as they pick her up off of the

and he says, “she is gone.”

ground and place her in the cold creaking wheelchair.

Otto doesn’t know what to do. The nurses take the

“Follow me,” says the nurse as she swiftly turns and

baby away to clean him as the doctor tells him that he

walks away towards the hospital doors. Otto follows,

is sorry about Mila, but he is happy that the baby boy is

pushing Mila in the wheelchair. Mila starts screaming

fine. Otto is heartbroken and falls across Mila. They say,

in pain and sliding down in the chair. “Otto! Otto!”

“take a few minutes, but we will have to take her away.”

They enter the hospital and round the first turn down

They come back and take her, leaving Otto alone, sitting

the hallway, and the nurse points to the last door on the

in the chair lost in his thoughts, then they bring back his

left. “Take her in there.” A few other nurses run into to

boy and ask, “ what shall you name him?” Otto mur-

help lift Mila onto the bed. As they set her on the bed,

murs, “Viktor. Viktor Gerke. Mila would have liked that,”

Mila falls backwards into the pillow, her face and hair

as he starts crying. The nurse replies, “Viktor Gerke

drenched in sweat even though it is freezing outside. She

Gisbert it will be then.”

is as red as can be. Otto says to her, “Mila, it won’t be

A few minutes pass, and the nurse brings the last of

long now. We will be out of here and back home quickly.”

the paperwork and the birth certificate and hands them

Mila turns her head to look at Otto as a cramp comes on.

to Otto. Otto gets up with baby Viktor and gets ready

She scrunches her face then relaxes and replies, “I hope

to leave. The nurses tell Mr. Gisbert how sorry they are

so. I sure hope so, Otto.” Not knowing in that moment

about Mila and for him to take good care of Viktor. Otto

that it could be the last thing she says to Otto.

nods his head and goes on his way with Viktor, thinking

The doctor walks in and searches for the chart at the

to himself, What am I going to do? I can’t afford him;

bottom of the old, worn, metal bed and says, “I guess

I can’t afford myself, but now he is all I have left of Mila,

you’re about to have a baby and haven’t filled out the

but he killed Mila…

paperwork yet?” Otto interjects, “Sorry sir, my name is

Days go by and Otto realizes that he loves his little
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Viktor, and days turn into years. When Viktor is five

ally can create such beautiful things with this process.

his father goes to bed and never wakes up. Viktor has

Here is a horse, a man and a boy walking holding hands,

no idea what to do. His father’s friend, Wilhelm, who is

a big trash monster…So many statues he has created.

homeless, takes him under his wing and says he will take

This goes on and on, and he decides he wants to create

care of him. Wilhelm has always been a good friend to

larger ones, so he melts the plastic in the pots and sets

Otto. In fact one day Otto told Wilhelm that he might

them on a dry one before the plastic sets up, so he can

as well be his godfather since Viktor loves him so much.

have bigger pieces to work with.

Wilhelm replied, “I would love to be that.”
Wilhelm takes Viktor to the landfill to show him how

Days and days go on, and he has such beautiful
creations stashed away here and there. Wilhelm says to

to scavenge, since his father Otto wouldn’t ever let him

Viktor, “What are you going to do with this? It is too

go. “Viktor, you need to learn how to take care of your-

large to hide.” “I know! We should take it to that place

self, and this is where you will start,” he says. As they

that has all of the nice things in the window!” Viktor

walk there, they pass an art gallery, and Viktor becomes

says. Wilhelm responds, “I don’t know if we should

glued to the window looking at the swirls on the sculp-

do that. They aren’t too fond of us pauper kind.” Viktor

tures and the brush strokes on the canvases. He points

drops his head and says okay.

to the window and says, “I want to do that.” Wilhelm

The next morning, as they wake up, Viktor seems

laughs and continues walking, “Come on, you musn’t

to be terribly ill, coughing, having trouble breathing,

waste the day dreaming of things you will never do, my

and he can hardly move. A few days go by, and he just

boy.” When they get there, Wilhelm demonstrates how to

gets worse and worse until Viktor falls asleep and never

find food and useful supplies to survive. Viktor helps as

wakes up. Wilhelm is so distraught and broken from the

much as he can, but he is so lost in his thoughts.

loss of Viktor that he can’t leave his side for a few days.

Then they head back that evening to start a fire,

He decides to finally bury him and is so hurt only being

warm up, and eat what good scraps they had found.

able to hold Viktor’s plastic creations while sobbing

Viktor pulls out a plastic bag with some scraps in it, and

incessantly.

it falls into the fire and melts into a liquid. Then he gets

He wakes up the next morning on Viktor’s grave and

an idea! The next day when they get to the landfill, he

decides to take his large sculpture to the art gallery. Mr.

runs around getting all of the trash bags and plastic he

Joseph Beuys the owner and artist of the gallery sees

can find and carry. Wilhelm says, “What are you going to

Wilhelm carrying the large horse sculpture and runs to

do with that?” He responds, “you will see!”

help him. “What a magnificent piece you have here. Did

Later that evening he takes an old pot, puts it over

you make this? He says to Wilhelm. “No Sir, my Viktor

the fire, and begins throwing all of the plastic bags in

did,” he replies as his eyes tear up. Mr. Beuys asks, “What

it, watching them melt as Wilhelm shakes his head in

is Viktor going to do with this?” Wilhelm responds, “My

disapproval. “Viktor, this is absolute nonsense,” says Wil-

sweet Viktor passed away, and he wanted to bring it

helm. Shortly thereafter the plastic melts, and he does

here, but I said that was silly.” Mr. Beuy responds, “Well

it all over again for days until he has piles of pot shaped

then, I would love to have it, and if he has more I would

plastic. He takes an old knife he found and begins to

like to see them as well.” Wilhelm recalls Viktor’s young

whittle away at it.

face pressed longingly against the art gallery window,

A few days go by, and Wilhelm sees that Viktor actu-
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“Yes, sir,” he says, “there are many, many more.”
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Whispers

Haleigh Ross
Third Place • Charcoal Drawing
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We All Turn to Dust
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Catrina Fletcher
Digital Photograph

Disappearing

Sabryna Gendron
Charcoal Drawing
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Runzhou Zhu
Pen and Ink

Reality
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Judges
Don Johnson, this year’s poetry judge, is a retired
professor of English and former poet in residence at
East Tennessee State University. For sixteen years he
served as general editor of Aethlon: the Journal of Sport
Literature. Johnson is the author of The Sporting Muse
(2004) and four books of poetry: The Importance of
Visible Scars (1984), Watauga Drawdown (1991), Here
and Gone: New and Selected Poems (2008), and More
Than Heavy Rain (2014). He also edited Hummers,
Knucklers, and Slow Curves, a collection of modern and
contemporary American poems about baseball (1992).
He has also published several articles on contemporary
Appalachian poets, a lengthy piece on Richard Ford’s
novels, an article in The Southern Review on Nobel
Laureate Seamus Heaney, and a short story, “Awake in
Waikiki,” in Louisiana Literature. He is currently working on a sequel to his novel Blue Winged Olive tentatively entitled Deceiver.
Dr. Donald Secreast, this year’s fiction judge,
is a retired Professor of English. He began to work
seriously as a fiction writer in the Johns Hopkins Writing Seminars, while working on his MFA there. After
teaching Literature and composition for a few years, he
attended The Iowa Writers’ Workshop and earned his
PhD in Creative Fiction Writing and Modern British
Literature from the University of Iowa. In the summers
of 1982-83, he traveled through South America with
his friend, Charles Frazier, the author of the novel Cold
Mountain, to collect material for a travel guide: Adventuring in the Andes, which they co-authored, and was
published in 1985. In 1990, his first story collection, The
Rat Becomes Light, was published by Harper & Row.
Three years later, his second story collection, White
Trash Red Velvet, was published by HarperCollins.
He has also written a poetry collection, Ruins too Bright
to Visit, and he has short stories, poems, and articles
published in various literary journals.

Katie Sheffield, this year’s visual art judge, is a
photographer and has worked as Visual Resources
Curator for the Department of Art & Design at East
Tennessee State University in Johnson City, Tennessee
for the past nine years. She received her BFA and MFA
in photography from ETSU and is an adjunct professor
in the Department of Digital Media Art & Design at
King University in Bristol, Tennessee. She has photographed the people and areas surrounding the Southern Appalachian Mountains for many years. Since the
area has been her home her entire life, she feels a deep
connection to its people and communities. Sheffield’s
photographs reflect how Appalachia has been affected
by our contemporary society and the changes that
have taken place in these mountain communities. She
describes these places, through her photographs, in a
way that presents the viewer with the essence of how
these places currently appear. Her work has been shown
regionally, nationally, and internationally including the
biennial, From These Hills: Contemporary, Art in the
Southern Appalachian Highlands at the King Museum
in Abingdon, Virginia, Light is All, Stone Voices Magazine Winter Art Exhibition, Brunswick, Maine, and New
App: Contemporary Art in Appalachia, Art Space:
Gallery of the International Pavilion, University of
Ulsan, South Korea.
Shuly Xóchitl Cawood, this year’s non-fiction

judge, is the author of The Going and Goodbye
(Platypus Press, 2017) and 52 Things I Wish I Could
Have Told Myself When I Was 17 (Cimarron Books,
2018). She has an MFA from Queens University, and
her writing has been published in Brevity, The Rumpus,
Zone 3, and Cider Press Review. Her website is
www.shulycawood.com.
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Contributors
Brynn Abner states that her love for photography
began when she was 11 years old when her babysitter
took her to her film photography class where she got to
develop her own pictures. When Brynn's father called Dr.
Anthony to ask if it was OK for her to be in the class, she
said “Yes, but you have to buy her a better camera.” Brynn
took the class for a year, and she continues to pursue this
art form. Now, she is considering a career in cinematography, which combines storytelling and visual arts.
Makayla Baines is a young, aspiring photogra-

pher and is currently majoring in general studies. She
has an interest in Spongebob, sleeping, and anything
weird. She’s down to try anything once, as they say.

Miranda Paige Barbe is a proud citizen of East

Tennessee for all of her 19 years of living. This is her
second year at Northeast State. She is double majoring
in Accounting and Industrial Technology with a focus in
Automotive Body/Collision Repair. She states: “I love all
things outdoors and anything with wheels.”

Austin Lane Castle is 19 years old and attending
Northeast State as a digital media major. He enjoys
being creative.
Megan Daniel is 21 years old. She hopes to pursue
medical school and become a physician. She also enjoys
drawing, painting, and writing.
Catrina Fletcher is 17 years old and has been
taking photos since she was around 14. She has grown
so much in the past few years. She states that her faith
has gotten her this far in life, and she loves photography, so her business is called Faith by Photo. She enjoys
hanging with her friends and just living life to the fullest. She can’t wait to see where the future takes her.
Josh Fortener is pursuing a degree in business
at Northeast state. He enjoys writing fiction, and
playing golf.
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Sabryna Gendron loves creating, risk-taking,

and walking aimlessly. Her passion is to help heal her
little corner of this world through laughter and compassion. She follows her puppy’s motto, “Work hard. Play
long. Poop a lot!”

Kayla Guinn is a student at Northeast State. She
has always been an artsy person no matter what. She
wants to continue in animation. She’s a nerd at heart,
loving Star Wars and multiple types of fandoms.
Abigail Hines is a 19-year-old English major. She

states: “I have loved reading and writing for as long as I
can remember, and during my time at Northeast State,
I’ve grown to love literature even more. Art, of all forms,
is very special to me, and I hope people will connect
with my pieces. All my poetry is based on my personal
life experiences. I’d like to thank Tempi Hale for her
consistent support and encouragement. I wouldn’t be
where I am today without it.”

Michael Howell is majoring in exercise science,

and enjoys writing short stories in his spare time, which
he does not have a lot of. He will be attending ETSU
after her leaves Northeast State.

Jessica Howington is a 27 year-old student

beginning her final semester at Northeast State. She
intends to graduate with honors and continue her education at ETSU where she plans on obtaining a degree
in digital media with a focus on animation. She has one
daughter, Gracelyn, who is her reason, purpose, and
strength. She says, “I do everything to make her proud.”

Jarek Kubenka is a 27-year-old English major,

who works full time at Nuclear Fuel Services. His goal is
to get his Master’s and teach English abroad.

Lake Meade is in her freshman year of college. Previously, she had only entered one art contest, so she is
very excited. She creates art to make herself and others
happy. She wants to do a lot with her art and hopes that
others enjoy her painting/drawing. Her favorite subject
to draw is cartoons.
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LaBreeska Montgomery is a sophomore at

Northeast State majoring in accounting. She plans to
transfer to ETSU in the fall. She likes to write in her
spare time. She describes it as “an escape from the stress
of reality.” Her number one goal is to inspire change in
the world.

Cameron Pierce is a Computer IT major with a

concentration in programming. He’s also an aspiring
musician who’s had an interest in writing, music, and
the arts since he came out of the womb. He hopes to
further his craft as he grows as a person. He says, “each
major step in my life could be translated into a new
story to share with others.” His goal is to have as many
people as possible experience his stories whether
through music or paper.

Haleigh Ross states “I’m practically an old lady
taking control of a way younger individual’s body. I
have a love for sleeping excessively and warm baths.” Art
has been such a transformative part of her life in all the
changes life presents.
Hannah Saulsbury has always had an interest in art and has been taking art lessons for the past
three years. Her time at Northeast State has been very
enjoyable as she pursues an accounting degree. She is a
superhero geek who loves horses, all things pasta,
and the TV show Supernatural.
Sarah Simmons struggled to make friends and
build close bonds with others as a child. As a result, she
worked harder towards making a life for herself, engaging in academics, singing, art, and especially writing.
She learned to accept being lonely and to accept being
herself. Later on, she found people who accepted her
for herself and made some real friends. She says, “even
when there are times when things hurt, keep fighting.
There may be change in the future and you may learn
from your experiences.”
Brandtly Spangler is in his fourth semester at

Northeast State pursuing a degree in mechanical engineering. He is creative, and he has recently discovered

how much he enjoys writing fiction and poetry, but
more than anything he enjoys spending time with his
beautiful wife.

Grace Stevens is an artsy, quirky, music lover. Her
interests are singing, song writing, playing piano and
guitar, photography, and writing. She is also a devout
Christian. She states: “ In my free time, you’ll see me
trekking through wooded areas while dodging bugs to
get a picture of something I think is pretty and worth
remembering.” She can also be found behind a computer screen spinning tales of worlds she wishes that
she could live in. She adds, “If I’m not there, you could
find me singing to my heart’s content at my piano. You
may even find me hidden or, possibly, buried in a song
that I’m writing, pen in hand. Anywhere that I can find
creativity is where you’ll find me.”
Jose Tavarez is currently in his first year of nursing school at Northeast State. He has always enjoyed
photography and appreciates a good composition. He
states: “I think I pretty much follow all of the Nat Geo
photographers on Instagram. Their work never ceases
to amaze me. For me, photography and other forms of
art are significant in that they’re able to take the viewer
to different places and engage them on an emotional
level. It’s a unique experience to be in the presence of
a work of art or photograph and immediately feel the
sentiment it gives off. It is a privilege to have two of my
works included in this edition of Echoes & Images. I
would like to congratulate all of the writers and artists
that have their work included this year.”
Jared Wheeler is an 8-year Veteran of the

U.S Army and is currently working on a digital media
degree at Northeast State.

Runzhou Zhu states: “Since the day that I was

born, I have been trying to express my experience of
the world. I have had many family members pass
and, out of respect, I have tried to honor all of their
wishes. Therefore, I often hide my hypocrisies by putting on masks so that I do not appear to dishonor their
memory.”
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Echoes & Images 30
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:

$100.00

Second Place:

$75.00

Third Place:

$50.00

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
and 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.
Visual art entries must be picked up by the end of the spring semester in Room L303C.
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