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More than a Library

Rebecca Jones
First Place, Poetry

I haul my heavy bag full of books to the door
Struggling, I pull open the sycamore gate path and step inside to quietness
Shelf after shelf full of books and welcoming tables
I rush past the loud lobby yet it’s quieter than the outside noise
I make my way towards an empty desk
Pull out my belongings and start my time
As I sit, I notice those passing by
A mom with flare jeans and a pixie haircut scans the aisle
She passes back and forth looking for something
More time passes by
I begin studying more homework
Until a frail man and woman come upstairs
Voices so gentle yet loud flow from their mouths
They sit at a computer and begin typing
I still sit in my wooden box trapped by homework but now
Now, I have an escape
I listen in and hear them discussing ancestry
The woman is fascinated about her history and the towns
I watch as the man walks towards the printer and struggles to print documents
I cannot focus and begin packing my belongings
Not just searching for quiet but more people to watch
I walk down the carpet covered steps to see a line of people checking out
One woman, in line, holds her child’s hand tightly
He escapes and sprints towards the children’s books
Excitement floods his mind as he flips through the pictures
The woman breaks line to go after her small son
Oh, the different times and experiences present
Although time passes, all different generations are welcome here
I notice the lady scanning books and her eager smile to help people
The sun shines in through the ginormous glass windows
The brightness is no comparison to the woman’s attitude
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I see people of all ages and backgrounds present.
I watch as a homeless man comes inside and sits at a table
He begins flipping through a newspaper
This place is not just for reading.
Not simply to pass by time but a safe place.
For some, like me, it is a second home
For others, it is their only
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Patience For Luna
It was a warm spring afternoon, and Jaden and
I were playing restaurant. Right then, Mom was our
customer. She sat inside, next to the AC vent in the
window. I stood at the other end of the vent, on the
porch. “What would you like to eat!” I shouted into
the metal grating. Mom replied calmly that she’d like
a fresh salad. “She wants salad!” I yelled to my sister.
Jaden nodded and quickly began to gather plastic
bowls and forks from the toy bin on the porch. “I’m
gonna go get the leaves!” I shouted and ran barefoot
into the dense woods surrounding our cabin. I was
ready to find the best looking leaves to put in mom’s
order.
I began my search. I foraged the ground for
leaves of all colors, shapes, and sizes. As I walked, I
thought to myself about which bowl Jaden and I were
going to serve the salad in. Maybe the blue one, or
maybe- My thoughts were suddenly interrupted by
a sharp pain in my foot. I lifted my heel to find that I
had stepped on a large, rough, brown nut. “A walnut
tree!” I exclaimed and quickly began gathering the new
toppings for mom’s salad.
I’d collected about seven walnuts when I saw
it: a caterpillar, right on the trunk of the tree in front
of me, and she was huge. I dropped all seven walnuts
and crept closer, filled with curiosity. She was lime
green, plump, and had fusha spots lining her sides. I
cautiously brought my hand up and nudged her back,
wondering if she’d bite. Not one bite, she was friendly!
Before long, I had her in my hands and was traveling
back home with my new friend. “Where’s the salad?”
Jaden asked, confused. “I have something even better!”
I said, proudly presented my treasure.
Mom said we could keep our caterpillar in my
bug catcher as long as we made sure to feed her. Jaden
and I agreed, and this began our habit of going into the
woods each day to find our customer a leaf salad that
she would actually eat. We would open the little plastic
hatch to my bugcatcher and fit in as many leaves as
we could. Day after day, I took joy in observing her
munch on her food and explore her surroundings.
Watching her move was my favorite. The way her body
seemed to move in waves mesmerized me.

Noriah Shaw

First Place, Non-Fiction

One week, though, I noticed that my little
friend wasn’t moving as much. When I found her just
as still the next morning, I began to worry. I brought
my mother, hoping she would have some form of
diagnosis. To my relief, Mom said that our caterpillar
was just entering the beginning of her metamorphosis,
that there was no reason to be concerned. Jaden
and I watched our caterpillar as she began weaving
her cocoon. She used a combination of her own silk
and surrounding leaves to build her new home. The
next morning, I found that my prize had completely
swathed herself and was now nothing but a wrap
of gray leaves. It reminded me of a crumpled piece
of newspaper someone had left out in the rain, but
had since dried and was left discolored, crinkly, and
tough.
Days passed, and Jaden and I waited patiently
for our friend to emerge. Every evening we would
open the bug catcher, hoping to find a colorful
butterfly. But each time we were left with the thin, gray
cocoon. A week passed. Then two weeks. How long
was this going to take? I began to grow concerned
again. Another morning came with no butterfly.
That night, I sat outside on the porch next to the bug
catcher. I stared at the unmoving cocoon. What if she
needed help? I carefully opened the plastic door to the
bug catcher and reached inside. Slowly, I touched the
chrysalis with my index finger. It felt rough and thin. I
thought about a TV show where a man explained what
happens when a caterpillar goes into a cocoon. He said
that it digests itself and turns into liquid. I pulled my
hand back. She’s probably not liquid anymore, though.
I gently touched the cocoon again. What if she’s
already turned into a butterfly? What if she’s finished,
but she can’t get out? What if she’s gonna die! Panic
seized my thoughts and I rushed inside to get mom.
“Mom! Mom! We have to open the cocoon!” I shouted.
She asked why, and I explained that the caterpillar had
probably already turned into a butterfly, that she was
finished and needed help getting out. Mom shook her
head. “These things take time; you’re just going to have
to be patient.” I tried to reason with her, but she stayed
firm to her word. “Just give it some more time,” she
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said. I sulked back to the porch, defeated, and gazed at
the little grey cocoon. Please be alright.		
One day passed, then three, then five. Still no
butterfly. On the sixth day, I heard Mom say that she
thought our caterpillar might have died. Jaden and I
thought she was wrong. That Saturday, we spent all
morning watching the little gray package. We hoped
for some movement, hoped to see something stirring
inside. Still nothing. Jaden and I ate dinner together in
the living room and wondered what to do. Since last
week, I had decided it would be a bad idea to open the
cocoon ourselves.
After dinner, Jaden and I went to the front
porch again to check on our friend. When we reached
the porch, though, we were surprised to find that
my bug catcher was missing. Fear took hold as we
frantically searched high and low for our cocoon.
Under tables, under chairs, no matter where we
looked, it seemed that our little friend had disappeared
for good. Jaden and I were on the verge of losing hope
as we hurried into the kitchen to ask Mom what we
should do. Before I even spoke a word, I saw it. My
bug catcher! A wave of relief washed over me. Our
little cocoon was nestled inside its plastic home, safe
atop our kitchen counter. I reached out to take hold of
my friend, but Mom stopped me. “I’ve been meaning
to talk to you girls about that.” I looked up at her,
confused. Mom gazed at the little grey cocoon. “I really
don’t think she’s going to hatch.” My heart pounded in
my chest. “I’m honestly thinking I should just throw it
away. It’s been almost a month.” As she spoke, I looked
down at the kitchen trash can. It was made of cheap
white plastic and filled with crumpled paper plates, old
food, and bits of a broken flower pot. That is not where
my caterpillar belongs. Mom went to reach for the bug
catcher, but I got there first. I held it tightly in my arms
and pleaded. “Please please please Mom!” I cried. “It’s
not fair! You said we had to be patient!” “But we’ve had
it for quite a while,” Mom replied. “It looks kinda sad
now.” I didn’t know what she meant; the little cocoon
looked just as grey and crinkly as when it was first
created. “Please! Just give her a little more time!”
It took some effort, but at last Mom reluctantly
agreed to give us until tomorrow evening with the
cocoon. We put the bug catcher back outside and were
|7|

sent off to bed. That night, I didn’t sleep a wink. All I
could think about was that old, white trash can filled
with garbage.
The next morning was Sunday, and I anxiously
arose to find no change had occurred since last night.
I reluctantly prepared for church, tugging on my lacy,
purple Sunday school dress with an angry grunt. I
wanted to stay with her! Alas, we all packing into our
old, white minivan and left for church.
The day passed slowly. Every second felt like
a minute, every minute a half an hour. It seemed like
there was always something else that had to be done.
After church, we ate lunch at a restaurant. I barely
touched my food. After lunch Dad had places to go.
Then Mom had places to go! By the time we were
driving down the gravel holler that led to our cabin,
Jaden and I were exhausted. The sun was setting, and
my sister had already fallen asleep in her car seat
next to me. I gazed sleepily out the tinted window
of our minivan, watching the dark silhouettes of the
surrounding trees pass. We finally reached the end of
the holler. I unbuckled myself and stumbled away from
the car, rubbing my eyes. It was as I walked toward
the porch that I saw the red plastic of the bug catcher
and remembered my agreement with Mom. My pace
quickened. Maybe if I hid the bug catcher somewhere
she couldn’t see it, she’d forget to throw my cocoon
away. By the time I reached the base of the wooden
steps, I was running. What I saw next made me stop in
my tracks.
There was something inside the bug catcher. I
stepped closer and gasped. A moth! She was huge. She
had large, soft, green wings, adorned with yellow and
magenta eye spots. They were folded neatly against
her fuzzy, white body. I bounded to the car, unable to
contain my excitement. “Mom! Mom!” She had just
finished unbuckling Jaden, who was now asleep in her
arms. “Shh, Nori, you’ll wake your sister up!” Mom
whispered. “But it’s the cocoon! She hatched! Come
see, come see!” I grabbed Mom’s hand and excitedly
led her up the porch steps toward my prize. Before
long, my whole family was awake and on the porch,
just as mesmerized by the moth as I was. We each
took turns admiring the beauty of the insect. From her
fluffy, yellow antennae to her long, twisting tail, she
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was truly a marvel to look at. 		
After dinner the next day, we let her go. She was
so large and textured, I had been tentative to hold her
the night before. But now, it was time. I put my hand
next to the door of the bug catcher and slowly opened
the door. It took a bit of coaxing and some help from
Mom, but, in time, she stepped out onto my hand. Her
feet were magenta and were lined with little spikes. I felt
her walk along the back of my hand and had to keep
myself from shuddering. I loved her very much, but
having an insect that large walk along my skin was never
something I could get used to. Mom and I walked out
into the woods and found a tree near the one I found
her on and let her crawl onto the trunk. She hesitated at
first, but soon began to climb. I watched as the moth rose
higher and higher. I was filled with bittersweet feelings. I
remembered when she was just a green little caterpillar.
I remembered her cocoon and the way it felt to touch
its rough, thin surface. Lastly, I recalled the trash can in
our kitchen. That was not where she belonged. Suddenly,
almost in a flash, she fluttered her wings and took to the
air. If not a bit clumsily at first, the insect quickly seemed
to gain more control. I said my goodbyes as my moth flew
silently into the night.
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Rain

Adriana Odom

Honorable Mention, Poetry

rain
small
droplets
pouring down
filling up hole, turning
them into puddles, muddy little
basins, a tiny pond housing a kaleidoscope
of leaves—amber, mahogany, gold, florid—in
fall or washing away cherry blossoms—pale
pink petals falling like confetti—
in spring

|9|
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COAX

Scott Royston

First Place, Fiction

You’re not dead. You’re pale.
You know the importance of long sleeves in
summer, hate being kissed by the sun. But I bet you
love the rain. And the falling leaves, crisp air and
pumpkin spice. I bet you make October shine. You
are Hermoine Granger all grown-up, aren’t you? But
more woman than Emma Watson. You have autumn
hair and green eyes, and are uniquely sexual--poised,
ready, subtle. And the way you move tells me that you
are more dedicated to everything than she will ever be
to anything. You are a true unapologetic Gryffindor,
waiting. Not a Ravenclaw that begged.
You.
The girl next door.
You.
My new beautiful neighbor.
You.
My spell caster.
You.
You are the blur between realities, real and
unreal. You are magic.
SUNDAY—
I watch. You move. Literally. You help the help.
You pitch in, unafraid of blisters, cardboard cuts, and
overweight men that haven’t showered, or have learned
they shouldn’t spit in front of women. You are unique.
Approachable. One of the guys. But further from being
one of the guys than I am of being Michelle Obama.
You are new to here.
I wonder where you’re from.
You in your floral dress aren’t the normal dress
wearer. And you have never been. Have you? No, you
haven’t. Not ever. And when a sudden gust of wind
grabs your dress and lifts you catch it and blush, and
you look around to see who might be seeing.
Yes. Yes, I see you.
Do you see me?
Expectedly, you can’t. You wouldn’t be able
to. But occasionally, between trips of going inside
and returning to the yellow truck empty-handed for
another box I believe you do. Somehow you notice me
in my kitchen. Somehow you are aware of me propped

on a stool behind blinds with binoculars focusing
through gaps of hanging plastic. You look directly into
my lens and smile. But—
I know you can’t see me.
Impossible.
I watch for several hours. And only one truck.
You are simple.
NO. Wrong word.
You’re not simple. You are minimal. You are
precise. You are old enough to have acquired more
than enough for several trucks, but you have narrowed
life down to one. And when the fat man with the other
fat man drive away they honk, and you are done.
Welcome to the neighborhood.
WEDNESDAY—
It’s late. Midnight. Still NO you. But I’m patient.
I’ve learned patience. I know it, educated by Kristi with
K-I, not C-Y, vehemently. Kristi with K-I, not C-Y
(she corrected everyone), taught me everything that
I would ever need to know about patience with her
nasal high-pitch whine, and her second boyfriend, and
her astrology believing bullshit. Everyone is born to
an element, she would say. We all have our direction,
a path. We all have our season. She was so proud, and
announced to everyone, I am a Libra. And she would
hold the Li for a full fucking second before ending
with bra as if it added confirmation to her planetary
royalty. She wasn’t a Libra. She was a cheater, plain and
simple. She was a cunt.
I wonder what sign you are.
Pisces? No.
Gemini? No.
You are a Scorpio. Yes.
You: born to Water, and Summer, and follows
West. You are the strategic obsessive, a creator of love,
the dark passion. But I haven’t seen you. Where are
you?
I know you’re there.
Wait…
Maybe…
Yes!
There you are.
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There you are, and here—
I am.
THURSDAY—
And now you have a dog.
What the hell?
No dog yesterday. No dog ever. But you have a
dog today.
Poof. And it’s there.
It’s small, white, and peppy. And I can make
out a pink collar, when it’s closer, next to the road,
when it squats to pee. It isn’t a he; it is a she. And she
has a tiny little bell somewhere on it, hidden, and
somehow, I can hear her jingle each time she prances
and pounces at nothing with her little white legs.
Maybe I just didn’t see her before. I don’t know.
But, oh well.
She is everywhere, wherever you are. At the
mailbox. In the car. Outside. Inside. Whenever I see all
of you, I see all of her. But she doesn’t fetch, ever. You
throw the stick. She stares at the stick. You laugh, she
barks. It’s the routine of Belle knowing she doesn’t have
to because Belle knows she’s already won. You. Love.
Belle.
Belle...
Maybe not her name, but could be.
Come here, Belle.
Time to eat, Belle.
Give mommy kisses, Belle.
It fits.
Belle, the dog. Your dog, Belle.
SATURDAY—
Cold days are annoying. They’re dead leaves
outside and a dripping faucet inside. Cold days are
watching Mrs. Gordahl’s poodle prances across the
street, crackles over your lawn, and shits on your
sidewalk. Fuck cold days. But cold nights— Cold
nights are courteous. Their dead leaves don’t scratch
and screech along pavement or concrete; they lift with
the wind. And cold nights are too harsh for spoiled
dogs and their intrusive bowel movements. Cold
nights exceed with silence and solitude, and even their
dark is better. The nights are cleaner, less polluted, and
bearable, and the nights, this night with its full celestial
| 11 |

lantern hanging above it all is perfect. This cold night
is Grandioso.
I think maybe, not certain, that binoculars
are better built for nighttime surveillance, almost the
same of wristwatches with luminescent hands. They’re
not to see in the dark, but to see areas in the dark that
are open to light. They make eyes that have automatic
zoom with no outside of the mark distractions. You’re
forced to focus and not miss. They force you to ignore
the pains of needing to pee, risk a bladder infection
and keep you to the kitchen.
08:46pm
I know you love your dog, but why not a cat?
Witches have cats.
09:15
Enough vacuuming all ready. Geez.
O.C.D. much?
11:18
…and so it begins.
You for me, my show.
You love to dance, and when you need a
partner Belle joins you with white curls and kisses.
The two of you glide, twirl, and pirouette behind the
window that turns your living room into a showcase.
Seeing Belle in your arms and the way you hold her is
so pleasing, adorable. I imagine you as an Elton John
girl, but tonight I see you two as team Freddie, being
happy and silly with a “Crazy Little Thing Called Love”,
even more adorable.
FRIDAY—
This is the day.
I’m going to visit you.
I decided days ago, but today is that day when
I follow through with it. Today is the day that I stop
ignoring my decision to walk across the street and go
inside.
Nothing is more disappointing than
predictable, and when I see a fake rock on your patio
that’s what it is. It’s predictable. I remember you’re not
the old woman that purchases lies from infomercials
that promote home safety, now the predictable is just
depressing. I pick up the fake rock, slide the bottom
open, and there it is, the key. And the key fits. And the
key turns. And the door opens. Pre-dic-ta-ble. And I’m
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inside.

This isn’t right. I know it.
I know I shouldn’t be here, but I am. And I’m
more enchanted than remorseful. We’ve never shared
a dinner, drank wine, slow danced after a meal, but
we could here, in your kitchen. It’s small and quaint
and deserves two people. We’ve never shared your
living room’s seafoam green couch, and watched the
Breakfast Club (Blu-ray on coffee table), or played
your favorite vinyl on your 60’s style turntable, but we
should. Your couch has cushions that are firm and not
hard, cushions that conform and adjust. This is where
we should be when the bad boy (John Bender) ends
up with the good girl (Claire Standish). This is where
we should be when Judd Nelson says it all with a single
raised arm.
This is where I see you most. This spot. This
room.
I’m in your bedroom, and your bedroom is
your truth. It is the truth. I refused to believe it before,
couldn’t. I was too focused, too enthralled to give
notice to anything else. But now, here, I do believe.
I don’t know if you practice but you are intrigued.
You wouldn’t keep a leather- bound hardcover of
Handbook of Magic, Spells, and Potions on your
nightstand if you weren’t. This isn’t Hemingway.
Hemingway is a bed read, not a book of witchcraft.
I pause, close my eyes, breathe all of you in, and
succumb to all notions of what you truly are. I’m at
peace with it. And I’m at home in my kitchen before
you are at home inside of yours.
SATURDAY—
I see it now; I should remodel. This room
is shit, but fixable with straight stainless, new paint
and hardwood, and by removing fixtures and
replacing them with track lighting. I could even go
full Magnolia. I could remove a wall or two, make
Chip and Joanna proud. Yeah, right. This is the
reason to never watch home improvement shows, the
disappointment of lying to yourself, and the shame.
Stick to the magazines.
Not home yet I see, at 11pm, someone must be
having fun.
More than me anyway, here, inside Kenmore’s

Inferno where a piece of shit dishwater spews steam
from a broken seal that its owner needs to fix when
he finally gets off his ass; when he finally turns on the
lights.
Why do you do this? Where are you?
I would never do this. You’ll learn that about
me. No unnecessary angst. Couples bypass angst
with honesty, and that will be us, honest, totally and
unmistakably honest.
Headlights!
And it’s you. Thank God.
Now my body can breathe, deep with both
lungs, relieved and relaxed. You don’t have a driveway,
so you have to park in front and walk the sidewalk,
and you do, with Belle. You never forget Belle. You
shouldn’t. But there’s not just Belle. There’s someone
else. He gets out of the passenger side after you’re
already at the front door with the key. He’s rude and
late, wobbly and unreliable. I can’t see him well enough
for details. Beard, no beard. Bald, not bald. But I do
know he doesn’t open doors for women. He has no
respect. But you apparently like manner-less assholes,
because you allow him to hug you when he reaches
you, before you and Belle go inside and the lights
are turned on. While the door is wide open and I see
through the living room, see down the hall, and see
straight through to the back door, before the front
door shuts and the three of you are inside where one of
you is a stranger.
You need to stop this.
I don’t know if you have mace, but I didn’t
see any. Your nightstand. Empty. Your dresser. Empty
(besides having what dressers should have. Clothes.).
Your closets. Empty. The basket on the shelf in the
living room above the turntable. Empty. Maybe you
have a weapon, a gun hidden somewhere that I’m not
aware of. I hope. This is crazy. You need protection,
especially if you’re going to bring home drunk men
with no aspirations of being sober. You are better than
this. You are too uncommon for common hookups.
…and now the lights are off.
SUNDAY—
You are Nicole Kidman in Practical Magic
(minus the abusive boyfriend), Robin Tunney in The
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Craft (given she had respect for herself), and you are so
many characters in so many fictional coven-based movies
that I bet you have a real coven of your own, and all of
you share the mark of a crescent moon. You belong. You
have a sisterhood, and all of you are closer than a belly
full of real sisters. You and your sisters are bound by
chants, wind, fire, and not the ‘from the womb jealousy’
that normal siblings are. You are not normal.
You and your sisters are bound by commonality, lifetimes
of inherited ancestral tradition. You and your coven are
woven, interlocked, and more All for One than Dumas’s
Musketeers.
I could tell anyone about you, and I would be
the liar. No one wants to believe in fairy tales, a reallife episode of Supernatural where Dean and Sam kill
monsters with truth, and the rest of us are just blind
sheeple, living, working, existing inside an ignorant bliss.
You are a witch, a good witch.
I’ve witnessed it. You bring dead things to life; you
heal them. I’ve seen you with the birds. You hold them
with both hands after they dive-bomb your window, and
you whisper to them, and then they flutter back to the
trees. That is a good witch. But even good witches scare
people, and people should be scared. But I’m not. You
don’t allow me to be. Because I know your house is a
beacon, lit by constellations, and daytime auroras. And
I know the sky doesn’t behave that way for non-special
people. You are exclusive and limited. You are special.
You and your family have control of the cosmos with the
power to conjure.

back-arching moment. You are a sorceress, soaked
and drifting. And you don’t know I see you, but if you
did you wouldn’t stop. You need to finish as much as I
need you to. So we can, together.

SUNDAY—
What makes you?
What makes you make me do things like this?
This isn’t me.
This isn’t me at 2 am standing outside, so close.
You don’t wait for love. You create love. You
understand Alina Baraz’s “Maybe” when she sings it
from your living room. When she asks the world, What
do I do when there’s too much of me, too little of you,
you immortalize her. You invite her inside you and allow
her to live. You are careless, illuminated by the moon,
hovering above sheets. You are erotic, classic and open.
You are truly my witch. You answer Alina’s question
alone in your room without help, and I witness every
| 13 |
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Brokenness

LaBreeska Montgomery
Second Place, Poetry

Brokenness, I have found comes in many forms.
And often only in the eye of the beholder.
Cracked or shattered. Irreparable or Solvable.
Broken china sets in Japan fixed with golden solutions
are still considered broken.
But brokenness in women is distinctly different.
We live in a time when women are expected to be strong, independent, stoic.
I have seen behind the closed doors late at night
When women turn to me without a mask and they let their hair
down and they crumble like fragile little tea sets thrown at stone walls.
I have looked into the windows of their eyes
And seen the pain they carry and the burdens they have lifted
On shoulders so taut they can’t be smoothed out.
It is late at night when the mask has disappeared
that the words they spill into my ears are no longer so carefully watched.
They pour their soul out to me in the hours when reality is blackened.
And I ache with them to take their brokenness and glue them back together.
But me? I am a woman too.
I see the brokenness they share with me late at night
staring back at my reflection when the sun rises in the morning.
Maybe that is why I recognize it long before they tell me.
I have met a woman. A beautiful perfectly fashioned woman.
And she is broken. She is broken in ways she can’t tell me that she is broken.
She has been ripped apart, cracked, shattered, re-glued,
and thrown at stone walls in ways that she can’t share.
She isn’t like the others I have met.
They readily share their brokenness
as if they are grateful for a place to lay all their pieces down into the light of truth.
Not her though. She hides them.
She hides them like they are pieces of her that don’t belong.
As if the reason she holds all these pieces
are because they never belonged to her to begin with.
As if her brokenness was never first whole.
She is ashamed of the pieces of her that have fallen away.
I wish I could help her see that the cracks in her framework
do not mean that she wasn’t intended to be designed the way she is.
If only, when the moon is setting, when the sun is rising and reality is waking,
there was a way to shed the light of dawn
on her flawed and perfectly broken pieces of beauty that make her quite whole.
A way, I suppose, to make her see that brokenness in women is different
because it is not fragile like the brokenness in china sets.
The brokenness in women is bold, beautiful, and strong.
Echoes and Images | Northeast State Community College
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Plagued with Happiness
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Benjamin Colton Slaughter

First Place, Visual Art
Acrylic on cardboard

Anxiety

Alycia M. Blangin

Honorable Mention, Poetry

What if they laugh
What if they silently judge
Or worse, what if they voice their opinions out loud
I might have a breakdown
Or I might fall
Maybe I will just stand there
Silent without a voice
Maybe they will love it
Maybe they’ll applaud
Or maybe they won’t care at all
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Jelly World

Brittany Slaughter
Ink and charcoal on paper
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Numbness

Teresa Huskins

Second Place, Nonfiction

Cold air whistled and howled as it picked up
speed. Meanwhile, I was safe inside next to my desktop
computer. It was an older computer compared to what
other kids had, but I usually made the best of what I
had. My computer would sit precariously on the side
of my dresser, and I spent hours at a time drawing
painstakingly with a mouse on Microsoft Paint. I
hadn’t been on the computer long and usually you
could tell because the computer would start humming
as it grew warmer and warmer. I didn’t have any
homework that day since it was winter break, so I was
free to do what I wanted. Rules were never that strict
when I was at home, especially since my brother, Jeffy,
started getting sick. As long as I did my homework and
went to bed at a proper time during the school week,
there was usually never any trouble.
My mom hadn’t been home in days. The last
time I had seen her was when I visited my nan and
uncle’s house that weekend. She had bags under her
eyes from how tired she was. It wasn’t the same house
anymore. Not since my brother got sicker and sicker
from bone cancer and especially not since our vacation
in September. My uncle spoke before about how Jeffy
discovered he had cancer. It always stuck out in my
mind. One day, he fell off his bike and broke his arm.
He said that his arm had felt funny, but when they told
him he had cancer, he didn’t cry. He decided to fight
back. Weekends at my nan and uncle’s house were
supposed to be filled with warmth and fun when we
got to stay up all night watching horror movies. It was
supposed to be filled with laughter from our family
teasing each other. Now they were filled with periods
of silence and everyone’s worry weighing everything
down like an anchor at the bottom of the sea. I dreaded
coming back to their house because I just wanted my
brother to get better.
The last time I saw Jeffy, he was hooked up to a
breathing machine in his bedroom. He was paralyzed,
and there were a couple of close calls when he wasn’t
supposed to make it through the night. It hurt seeing
him so sick all the time lately, and all I could do when
I saw him was cry. My brother wasn’t supposed to be
tied down like this. He was a free spirit who came and

went as he pleased. He went out fishing when it rained
and played loud music from the stereo of his car as
he worked on them. He revved his car engine when
he drove and didn’t care about the law catching him
speeding down the road. I looked up to him, but I also
learned never to do what he did unless I was asking for
trouble.
I knew we were supposed to go back to my
nan and uncle’s house soon. I just didn’t know when.
My stepfather called me and my sister downstairs, and
that’s when all of those memories came racing back
into my mind. I wondered if he was okay. When we
got downstairs, he sat us down on the couch in the
living room and began to tell us that Jeffy had passed
away. At first I didn’t believe what he said, until I heard
my sister crying and saw the tears in my stepfather’s
eyes. I started to cry, but instead of feeling anything, it
was like I was watching myself cry into my stepdad’s
shoulder.
Taking the drive to my nan and uncle’s house
was all a blur. I’m not even sure whether we listened to
the radio or drove in silence up to the cove. The next
thing I knew, I was walking into my nan and uncle’s
house and saw my dad. He hugged me and my sister
tightly, but, again, I was just watching myself cry into
his chest and feeling so alienated on the inside. This
man was a stranger to me, and I didn’t understand
why he deserved to be here at this time when he wasn’t
there for so long.
When my dad let us go, I was able to hug my
nan, and I felt so much safer in her arms. I didn’t get to
hug her or the rest of my family for long because they
were here to pick up his body, so my uncle ushered us
outside the house and onto the porch. It was so cold
that I could see my breath in front of my face, but it
didn’t really matter in the scheme of things. I stared off
into space as my family began to talk. I’ve always stared
off into space growing up, but this time I was filled
with such cold shock I didn’t want to say anything.
It was like I was suddenly in cold water and didn’t
know how to swim. I didn’t want to listen to what was
going on around me. However, some things stuck in
my mind. My father was with Jeffy when he died. One
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second he was breathing, and the next he had stopped.
He didn’t say anything when he died. He wasn’t even
conscious for several days. All I could think about was
that he had went through so much pain from cancer
treatments only for God to take him away from us. It
didn’t feel fair. I knew my brother loved our father, but
I didn’t feel like he deserved to be there when he died.
Once we were able to go inside, it was like no
one knew what to do anymore. Everything stood still.
If someone spoke, I didn’t really pay any mind. For
the first time, I was a passive observer to what was
happening around me, and I didn’t retain any record
of what was happening. Someone had pressed pause,
and the remote didn’t work so I couldn’t press play.
Eventually, my father left, taking his new wife I had
just met with him, and we were left dealing with the
aftermath. I don’t know when or if I went to sleep, but
the house felt so empty there without Jeffy. Sometimes
I felt like he would walk through the door, bringing
home fish he had caught out at the river, his death
never having occurred. But that never happened.
We didn’t have the funeral in the coming days
because my mom felt like he would have wanted us
to spend the holidays carefree. Christmas time didn’t
feel right without him there, but my nan gave us the
presents Jeffy had wanted us to have. I received his
Xbox 360 with his games along with some new ones.
At some point, my nan had went through my brother’s
closet, so I took three of his shirts home with me. I
spent the night hooking up his Xbox in my room and
played some of his favorite games. Some of them I
remembered playing with him, but others I couldn’t.
I thought about how much fun he would have had
playing the news ones with me. I spent a lot of time
thinking about how he wouldn’t be there for the rest of
my life. He wouldn’t get to see me graduate from high
school. He wouldn’t be there if I ever decided to have
children.
When we finally did have the funeral, my
brother’s body wasn’t there. He had decided to let
them use what they could for science, and the rest
was cremated. That was the time I realized I wouldn’t
be able to see him again. The service was in our small
family church. They played his favorite songs, and I sat
at the end of the front pew next to my sister and our
| 19 |

friend Kadiesha. The service was short, but at the end,
we spent a long time talking about how my brother’s
life had impacted each other’s lives.
I had a dream once where he and I were at a
barbecue. I thought in the dream how it was weird he
didn’t have his wheelchair. I asked him how he was
doing, almost as if in my dream I knew I hadn’t seen
him in so long. He said he was doing okay, and that
was when I woke up. I couldn’t help but cry because I
finally knew he was okay. Relief washed down me in
waves. I knew he didn’t want me to be sad anymore
that he was gone.
It’s been eight years since Jeffy’s death, but I still
think about him and cry. I cry because I miss him so
much. Or when my nan tells me she had a dream about
him, too. If we pass by an older car on the street, my
uncle will sometimes say, “Jeffy would have loved that
car.” If he were alive today, he would be 30 years old,
and I wonder about the type of person he would be. I
do know if he were still here, he would be fighting and
impacting our lives. He always was a fighter, but now
I’m a fighter, too.
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An Undiscovered Road

Rebecca Jones

Honorable Mention, Poetry

Driving through neighborhoods on my way home
My small blue car effortlessly glides on the smooth dull paved roads.
I pass mailboxes stacked with stone and identical houses.
Each property is full of only a house and no land.
So bland, I feel sorry for these people.
The roots of their trees have very few feet of grass
to stretch beneath before they hit the road’s pavement.
Then, I turn on my backroad.
The quietness of the suburban neighborhoods disappears.
As I drive on, the previous identical, boring houses
are replaced by intriguing and incomparable trees.
The gorgeous autumn season displays their stunning leaves.
The leaves sway forcefully as the wind blows.
The sun’s brilliant rays dance across the leaves.
They shimmer like rubies in a gold mine.
She is full of life and noise.
Life not from human made noise,
Life from the roar of the trees.
I shut my eyes and the swaying sounds just like a waterfall.
The swishing of the leaves is captivating.
My road is worn down but not from constant travel.
No, from the lack of knowledge which results in no maintenance.
I love it.
My car’s tires plummet up and down on the uneven yet loved roads.
The curves and twists each corner provides.
Leaves blow in every direction as I fly by.
People try to paint beauty.
They use shadowing and bright colors.
But nothing will ever truly capture the beauty and essence here on my road.
The light dances on the leaves making them shimmer like diamonds.
The black, cracked road is surrounded by a forest on both sides
that stretches out onto eternity.
Each tree is untouched by humans.
There are no power lines here restricting their growth like the subdivision trees.
Therefore, allowed to sprout as they please.
They grow uncontrolled. No rules or restrictions.
Just like me.
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No artist in the world has a better color palette than what the trees display.
I sit and admire my beautiful, hidden road.
Undiscovered by most but appreciated by me.
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Trapped

Vivian Roller

Third Place, Poetry

I wake up to the sound
Of my alarm
It is currently 6:32 in the morning
I didn’t sleep very well
Already feeling anxious
I know it is going to be
One of those days.
It takes 15 minutes,
15 minutes to pick out an outfit.
I don’t usually wear makeup
But today I decide to
It keeps people from asking
‘What’s wrong”
I have to drag myself to my vehicle
And head to work.
Alone in my car
A million thoughts going through my head.
At work
It is hard to talk to people on days like these
I have to put on a fake face
To avoid explaining myself
Constantly feeling like
They are watching me.
Feeling like I’m doing something wrong
Finally
It is time
To go home.
Going straight to my room.
I am breathing but it feels as though
I am suffocating
I am in a cage
That is unlocked
But I have trapped myself.
Feeling mentally and physically
Exhausted.
I fall asleep, anxious.
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The Bane of Oblivion
Farfa’la: the name the inhabitants of this realm
have given to it, or so they think. A land where heroes
and villains are quickly forgotten, due to the extent in
which it is saturated with them. Each individual born
into Farfa’la is destined to encounter both elegant
profound beauty and coarse malign evil. The observant
will be bewildered to notice that one will find equal
portions of both elements, the inquisitive will forever
seek to understand why this is, and the enlightened
will long to forget it.
Why did Farfa’la come to be? The answer:
simply to be observed. The entities that loom over
and outside it, The Watchers, assert their will on every
soul, every stone, and every blade of grass. Everything,
simply to observe the spectacle that is produced. Their
decisions akin to lit fuses at the bottom of a firework.
Catalysts for conflict and resolution. Again, with no
purpose outside of observation. They care little for the
fate of its inhabitants and will abandon them as quickly
as they engaged them. Until then, the tendrils of Oblivion stand idle, thrashing hungrily and impatiently for
their time to feast. Alone in the forest, late autumn,
and pelted by heavy rains, a cloaked figure wills himself across a hazardous unkempt trail. Slouched with
the weight of too many years, he is more than happy
to finally reach his abode. Yet, never in this life had he
been filled with more dread. It is a dilapidated abode,
but habitable, and arguably appropriate for this man.
He quickly tends to his lanterns before the remaining
streams of sunlight forsake him, for the last time.
With the newfound light, The Watchers may
finally see his paper-thin skin; so thin, it appears that
the bones underneath may be able to tear it. His movements so labored, a child may become sore by merely
watching them. He possesses rough and deep wrinkles around two scornful eyes. Eyes that carefully and
slowly scan the single room home for their target. They
pass over many items of note--a desk under a window
holding an inches thick book with withering stained
pages, a variety of small fauna butchered and hanging to dry. Along an entire wall of the room is what
appears to be a workbench, but not covered in tools,
instead, adorned with various glass vials, cast iron
| 23 |

Levi Carter

Second Place, Fiction

cauldrons, and mortars and pestles. In the center of
the room, sits a dining table far too large for the single
chair slid underneath it.
Finally, the eyes are set upon their intended
target. A glass jar sits dangerously close to the edge of
the workbench due to the lack of space for it to occupy.
Inside, it contains a slug, mostly white, with black spots
on its belly and sides, and black bands around it from
end to end. The man slides his feet across the floor as
he traverses to reach his target. After a few attempts, he
removes the lid and grabs the jar with both hands, unable to lift the weight with one. He carries the jar over
to one of his cauldrons, set over a fire to boil, and filled
with a gurgling deep dark green liquid. He carefully
tips the jar over his cauldron to empty its contents.
The slug slides out and falls to its demise. It lets out a
high-pitched hiss that fades until all can be heard is
the boiling of the liquid, now thick and black as night.
After an amount of time he deemed appropriate, he
pulls a small vial from somewhere within his cloak,
and carefully dips it into the cauldron to fill it with his
seemingly sinister concoction. The old man sighs as he
caps his vial and checks outside his window. He can tell
that night is closing in on him, as well as his expected
visitors. He takes a seat at his lonely table and waits.
“The blood-soaked bastards,” he laments,
“couldn’t find Oblivion if they were The Watchers
themselves.” As if awaiting this insult as a queue, a
knock on the door shakes the abode. “As if I have a
choice?” he calls out. The door opens and a tall strapping man, not literally blood soaked, but covered with
blood red skin nonetheless, enters the room; followed
by a woman of similar skin tone, a young woman with
eyes bound wearing a silky flowing robe, and a twitchy
man with wild eyes and even wilder unkempt hair.
“You had a choice,” says the first man through the door
gazing maliciously at his host, “Sil’keeth has just made
it for you.”
The blood toned individuals adorn wellsheened black armor with red inlays in a design like
that of veins and possess sabers at their sides to match.
They appear much healthier and much stronger than
either of their companions. The woman in robes,
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with eyes bound in a cloth wrap, is petite and stoic,
and quickly positions herself in a corner of the room,
hands brought timidly together in front of her. The
wild-eyed man wears what may as well be a potato
sack, but appears thrilled to be in attendance. “Shall I
begin?” he inquires of the man in armor. “Please,” the
latter responds.
With a gleeful yet suppressed cheer, the pauper
clears off the dining table and hops onto it, positioning himself on hands and knees. He swiftly whips out
a golden chisel and starts to carve out a design on the
surface of the table. The old man shows no qualms
with this action, and sits patiently. Every line that is
carved out of the table leaves a glinting gilded inlay.
After a few minutes, a design that would have taken
the most talented artists in the realm several hours, or
even days, is displayed on the table. An eye, filled with
flowery ornamentation, with a pupil that was clearly
given the most attention.
“Ok! Do it!” he cries after hopping off the table.
This exclamation is met with a swift blow from the armored woman, and the pauper whimpers out of sight.
“It’s time, old man,” whispers the armored man as he
rests both hands on each of the old man’s shoulders,
“The Watchers have had their fun.” He moves to the
side, and nods at the silent robed woman, and while
she should not have been able to see his command,
she removes her binding from her face and reveals two
pitch black abyssal eyes, and her voice hisses out louder than a shout from any other.
“Sil’keeth aush nu’ele, Farfa’la aush nu’ele,
Sil’keeth aush nu’ele”
The orange light from the lanterns in the room
turn pale blue.
“Sil’keeth aush nu’ele, Farfa’la aush nu’ele,
Sil’keeth aush nu’ele”
Blood starts to drop from the already dried
hanging fauna on the wall.
“Sil’keeth aush nu’ele, Farfa’la aush nu’ele,
Sil’keeth aush nu’ele”
After the last syllable is spoken, the golden
inlay on the design begins to glow, and in the center
of the pupil, a white light starts to appear. It grows
larger and brighter, until it is an orb, about half the
diameter of the pupil. When it reaches its final size, the

armored woman unsheathes a curved dagger from her
side. She quickly moves behind the old man and holds
firmly upon one of his shoulders. The old man seems
to anticipate the next move as he steadily tilts his head
back. She presses the dagger against his throat, and as
it pierces his skin, it starts to glow a soft and gorgeous
blue. As his blood starts to pour over it, it shines with
a magnificent imposing radiance, casting a powerful
blue tint into every corner of the room. After completing her cut, she shoves the old man face first into
the table, and his blood seeps from his neck and flows
into the cracks of the engraving. It follows the path of
the design making its way inwards, and once the first
drop reaches the glowing orb in the center, the orb
starts to consume the liquid. The ball of white light is
now seemingly perverted by the taint of the blood and
starts to acquire more shape and form until it is congealed into an imposing globular mass in the center
of the eye. As more of the blood flows into it, it gains
more volume and mass. It starts to writhe and pulsate,
and puny soft arms and legs are given form. After a few
moments, what appears to be a small infant, not fully
given substance, but made of viscous liquid, starts to
become observable. Eventually, a blood-soaked infant
lies in the center of the table wailing and drawing its
first breaths.
The old man knows his orders. He is suddenly
endowed with strength granted to him by The Watchers. He lifts from his resting position on the table and
his eyes now shine a powerful green-tinted silver. Before either of his executioners can react, he twists with
a speed greater than that of a loose arrow and smashes
the small glass vial, he had kept concealed, onto the
floor. Smoke erupts from the vial and is instantly given
shape in the form of tendrils. These tendrils slither as if
alive, and dart rapidly into the mouths and eyes of each
of the room’s occupants. They all fall in their places,
limp and lifeless, including the old man.
All light in the room is extinguished, except
for the woman’s glowing dagger, which rests on the
floor next to her and starts to glow more faintly as
blood slowly drips from it. All the life that remains is a
blood-soaked screaming infant.
Outside, a few dozen meters from the house, a
traveler approaches: a middle-aged woman carrying a
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large rucksack on her back. A blood magician, banished by her people, and seeking solace with the only
individual she knows will accept her. Of course, he has
now perished, and what waits for her inside are five
corpses, and a howling infant. This child, however, is
clearly not a normal child; it is a Specter. The envoy of
the will of The Watchers. The Bane of Oblivion.
“Sil’keeth aush nu’ele, Farfa’la aush nu’ele,
Sil’keeth aush nu’ele”
“Oblivion will be, The World will be,
Oblivion will be”
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Vice

Gavin Mann
Ink on paper
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Here I Stand

Walter James Rose III
Finalist, Poetry

Here I stand
With broken glasses, two years old
And a Goodwill jacket, rips all over
Bagging the groceries
Of nice old ladies
With Coach purses, and thick wallets
Here I stand
Helping nice old ladies
Put groceries in the back seat
Of their Cadillacs and Classics
Before my shift ends
And I drive my $500 car home
Here I stand
At the edge of a bridge
One side of the bridge has postcode envy
Whilst the other
Features an old barn, half collapsed
The mountains lead to valleys
And the wealth of the rich
Leads to the work of the poor
The stark contrasts
Could not be more clear
Here I stand
Amidst the duality of man
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The Reason for Their Tears
My feet moved one in front of the other. I was
walking down the street on a cool August evening
to a place I didn’t want to go, a place where I knew
my life could change forever. The lofty houses in our
neighborhood slowly passed me by as I stepped closer
and closer to my destination. What am I going to do?
What’s going to happen to me? Will I be arrested? No,
no way. It was all an accident! I was fourteen. It’s been
almost half a year. They can’t get me.
The number of houses started to thin as I left
my neighborhood behind. Sooner than I wanted, I
reached the top of a small hill and saw the last place
in the world that I wanted to go: a small, quiet house
surrounded by healthy-looking pine trees. I watched
the house as I descended the hill and noticed a flower
bed under the window full of old, faded mulch. The
house looked lifeless save for the dull yellow light just
visible through the thick curtains. Two darkly scorched
chimneys shot up from the otherwise soothing grassy
green meadow about a hundred yards away from
the house. They stood like cultic obelisks in a large,
flat patch of blackness and ash. As I looked at the
chimneys, fear threatened to eat me alive entirely. But I
kept walking.
My heart was pounding in my throat as I
stepped onto the driveway. Suddenly, a white truck
drove past me before I had time to realize it was there.
It stopped at the end of the driveway and a stout,
elderly man with a large potbelly and suspenders over
his checkered shirt stepped out. I didn’t know who he
was, so I kept walking toward the door. I could feel
the man’s eyes sizing me up as I calmly made my way
to the door bell and gave it a gentle but firm push. A
small, frail, older woman with laugh lines and thin
glasses opened the door. Before she had a chance to
say or do anything, panic seized me, and I blurted out,
“I was the one who burned the house! It was me. I’m
so sorry. It was a total accident. It was all my fault!”
I couldn’t stop tears from flowing out of my eyes as I
bowed my head and tried to blink them all out.
“We called the police,” a rough voice behind me
said. “We saw your friends there today, and I followed
them back to your house, and I saw where you lived,”

Paul Hines

Third Place, Nonfiction

he stammered. I turned to face him, but he stopped
talking once I did. He wouldn’t look me in the eye. He
doesn’t want to see a fifteen-year-old cry.
“That was my husband’s home.” I turned
around again and saw the old woman looking in the
direction of the ruins I had created. I was surprised by
her tone. It was calm and friendly, like she could have
been talking to a nephew or family friend. She went
on to explain how her husband had passed away, how
she had moved into the house right beside it. “I used
to look out my window and see it there. I was quite sad
to see it go.” My heart seized in my chest. A new wave
of tears rushed to fill my eyes, and I quickly wiped
them away. “Why don’t you come inside,” the elderly
woman invited as she feebly turned to open the door
to her home. Shocked, I said no words as she finished
opening her door. The old man looked up from where
he had been intently studying the ground, but didn’t
say anything either.
I walked into her small home, and she showed
me to the couch where I cautiously sat down. It was
clearly the home of an older woman. It smelled of an
aging antique store, and all the furniture and wallpaper
looked to be from the Seventies. She sat in the rocking
chair opposite me after getting both of us a glass of
water. She then went on to tell me about her children,
her brother (the man who called the police), and the
house I had carelessly burned to the ground, all in
the same kind tone of voice. She spoke like she was
having a conversation with a long lost friend, not at all
like she was talking with the fifteen-year-old who had
destroyed the home she had shared with her husband.
“You shouldn’t be in trouble,” she finally said
in a worried tone. “It was an accident; you’re so young.
He won’t be in any trouble will he?” She turned in her
chair to face the older man who was standing a few feet
away in the kitchen, looking everywhere but at me. “I
don’t know,” he grunted quietly while looking out the
kitchen window. He tried to speak quiet so I couldn’t
hear him, but I did.
After what felt like hours, we heard a harsh
knock at the door. In walked a massive police officer.
He was well over six feet tall with a badge, shaved
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head, tool belt, gun, and all. He was exactly what
you’d imagine a cop to look like. He looked at the old
man and asked if the perpetrator was in the house.
He nudged his head in my direction and the officer
turned to face me. The police officer asked him a
few questions and explained the situation to me. He
seemed to feel for me and was nothing but nice and
understanding while we talked.
My dad arrived soon after. He wasn’t mad. He
was worried, worried about his son who had put his
future in jeopardy. I waited in the living room with
my dad as the old man talked with the officer. It was
horrible. My dad asked me what happened and if I was
okay. Then we just sat together on the couch in silence.
After a little while the officer left his
conversation with the older man and asked me to walk
outside with him. It was dark outside now save for the
few lamp posts that dotted the street. I walked behind
the officer until we arrived at his cruiser in the middle
of the drive way. “I’m going have to arrest you for arson
now.” He turned around with cuffs in his hand. My
head went numb. I didn’t say anything. I just nodded,
turned around, and put my hands behind my back. I
was being arrested. I’m not a criminal. I’m a good kid.
There is no way! “You don’t need to do that.” A friendly
voice brought me back to reality. “You can just put
your hands in front of you.” It was the police officer
again. I quickly obeyed him, and before the thought of
even attempting to resist could go through my head, he
clicked the metal cuffs onto my wrists. That was when
my mom arrived.
She got out of her car, took one look at me in
cuffs, and dissolved. She marched to the cop car with
tears freely falling down her cheeks. “You can’t take
him! He is a young boy. How will I know he’s okay?
You can’t do this!” She was hysterical. I had never
seen my mom like this before. “Mom!” I butted in.
“Everything’s fine! I’m going to be okay!” I didn’t know
if it was true or not, but it felt like the right thing to
say. She flew towards me, and I lifted my cuffed arms
over her head and hugged her. Her forehead came
down with force from her grief and connected with
my sternum. She was destroyed. It was because of me,
what I had done. My actions had driven her to such a
point of panic that she believed she could actually talk
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the police officer out of arresting me.
After the officer had calmed my mom down,
he ushered me into the back of his car. There were bars
on the windows, and the cold leather seats made me
shiver when I sat down. I could barely make out my
dad comforting my mom through the tinted window.
Tears came back to my eyes as I watched them. I had
caused this. Their pain and fear was because of me.
They didn’t deserve it. They had always been nothing
but loving, caring parents. And now my mom wept
into my dad’s chest as he hugged her, both of them
crying because of me. I was the reason for their tears.
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Go Wonder

Abigail Hines

Finalist, Poetry

Golden sunlight sinks beneath the horizon line
Dissolving gray strips and puffs of cotton clouds into a sunflower yellow soup
Rosy pink swathes of light bathe the clouds near the dying sun, in turn bruising the surrounding sky a
light purple
Birds migrating farther south spin in arcs
Circling trees with only pinpricks left of green
Choked out by the dying leaves
And the moon
Like a drop of perfect white paint
Sticks to one place in the pale ashy blue sky
The sky is an empty sea
Sometimes speckled with clouds
Sometimes swallowed up- and flatly gray.
But what swims in its depths?
Or rather- soars in its heights?
Far above birds or clouds or Sun...
Is heaven behind the stars?
Souls caught in black holes like spiderwebs in a blender
If that’s how it works
If we know
What do we know?
What desires swim in your eyes?
Or sleep behind
The veilI paint a poem like a picture
First the background
Then I draw you forward,
Push you upwardAnd out-
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Dapper

Chloe Howell
Acrylic on canvas board
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Healing and Falling Apart

Abigail Hines

Honorable Mention, Visual Art
Collage
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Urban Heartbeat

Chase Ryan Church

Finalist, Poetry

Day or night the city moves
The cars streaming past are the lifeblood
The power lines are the nerves
The peacekeepers roar forth in completion of their duties
The riff raff cowers at their presence in the shadows
The couriers of sustenance nourish the busy
The wildlife intertwines with the sprawl
The raccoon and the skunk adapted to urban existence
The trees lining the creek are Mother Nature’s last bastion
The frog and the cricket symphony play
The wind acts as the unspoken conductor
The creek babbles musically by in harmony
The sentinel patrols the grounds of his post
Making certain all things are in order
He stands by ready to sound the alarm at a moment’s notice
The mile-long train thunders past
It is carrying things of unknown value
The train is the reason this city exists
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Decisions.

Hunter Wayne Mullins
Finalist, Poetry

Barely living
Waiting, enduring, dreaming
Days continuing
Hourglass draining
Continuing days
Dreaming, enduring, waiting
Barely waiting
Dreaming, perusing, living
Moments remembered
Hourglass irrelevant
Remembered moments
Living, perusing, dreaming
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Humpty Dumpty (Prior to Fall)

Benjamin Colton Slaughter
Acrylic on cardboard
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Lonesome Observance

Grace Stevens
Photography
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Bicycle

Ryan Hill

Finalist, Poetry

It’s Biking season all the time
Mine’s yellow, covered in grime
Duct tape here and there
Ride with tires deflated
Helmet on
Safety first, I guess
Looks like my chain is dry
Better grease it, for now,
Worry about it later, I cry
As something crashes from behind,
I sigh, listen to what I’ve been told,
This bike is not yet old
To have many problems,
So instead,
Focus on the trail ahead
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The Reflective Perspective

Catrina Fletcher
Photography
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The Awakening

Breaca Judd

Finalist, Poetry

I awake, on the edge of I know not where, a precipice.
The salty crags below call to me, a siren’s song.
Despair sits about my shoulders, a cloak, heavy and burdensome.
Beyond, a sea of liquid serenity, a dark place of silent comfort.
I close my eyes.
I can feel it caressing, enveloping, as I slide deeper and deeper into its depths.
It is cold, haunting, yet I am not afraid.
I am lost to my painful existence and embrace my new-found peace.
The silence overtakes me and I give in to eternal sleep. All quiet now.
What is this intrusion! The brightness blinds!
I taste the briny air; feel its harshness upon my face.
An invasion of what is mine!
Go away, sunrise of promise!
I crumble at your intrusion!
There is no desire to share your warmth;
No wish to embrace your hope.
Time means nothing.
I hear a scream in the distance, primal, untamed.
Opening my eyes, I find myself heaped upon the edge.
I feel the hard, sharp stone beneath me.
I hear the waves crashing beyond.
No siren’s song now. All is quiet.
Weak and spent, I find my feet, turn my back to the deception, and walk away.
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Iron Veins

Chase Ryan Church

Finalist, Poetry

Twin rails of steel traversing the landscape
The paths of monoliths laid many years before
The chauffeur of growth for the whole nation
The lumbering train rumbles past to parts unknown
The cars are a rainbow quilt of Americana flashing passed
They recount a story deprived of words for our delightful nation
The mute but deafening hulk can be heard from miles away
The long and mournful sound of its cry sends chills down my spine
A cautioning for all to leave its route lest they be rode over
Its monetary result is unmeasurable for all
It has fueled the development of countless communities
From burgeoning metropolises of concrete and iron
To the plains in the west and the orchards in the North
Or to the mines deep in the highlands
They are all connected together
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Fake City

Brandon Burmeister

Second Place, Visual Art
Photography
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Still-Life

Reagan Poland
Charcoal on paper
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Baseball Walkabout

Keith J. Miller

Finalist, Poetry

The Sun is bright, brighter than normal it seems, and maybe because everything I see is clean and crisp.
Nothing is out of place. Everything is organized by a deliberate set of rules and traditions. I hear a few
distinct pop.., pop… and a crack as the blazing pitch slams into a brand new catcher’s mitt. “That pitcher
is really bringing it, especially in batting practice,” I think. Another sharp crack, and some murmuring,
as the coaches watch a frozen rope lined to center. A click, and instantly a dull thud against the catcher’s mask. The young pitcher had the batter’s swing way out-front. The hitter shakes his head while he’s
tapping his bat against his helmet, muttering to himself, “Keep my hands back. Don’t be fooled by the
change-up.” A coach yells, “Last one McNeil. Now run it out… next up, Dejesus.” I think about all my
ball playing from age eight through college. I watch children scurrying after foul balls with their baseball
gloves tucked under their arms. When I was ten years old, my baseball glove was my most prized possession. It was a Willie Mays model that was made by McGregor, beautifully brown and broken in like my
favorite pair of jeans. “Do they still make McGregor baseball gloves?” I wonder. I watch the players. I can’t
always hear them, but I see their smiles. Did anything, anything else ever make me smile so wide, and
so carefree than when I played baseball? They all look impossibly lean and fast. Is there a better color of
green than the diamond’s perfectly lush carpet? I wish I had a girl that I could give a diamond to, and do
they make green ones? If they did, then she would know I really love her. I see some parents arguing with
their excited young teen boys. The father has a few choice words, and a curse or two. I shake my head,
and my mind races off to a place of the past when I heard screaming and yelling. I always thought about
baseball in those times. What was last night’s score? Who was the hottest batter in the league? A child
puts hope and safety with the weirdest associations. I can see the big outfielder working with a coach, perfecting the inside slider. Sometimes the smallest adjustment makes all the difference. The grounds crew
is finishing up with raking and the watering of the infield dirt but with the lightest of touches. They work
just like surgeons with detailed and delicate care, ensuring no foot print left behind. I put on my sunglasses and eat shelled peanuts. Where else are you allowed to make such a mess? With only a scattering of
fans in attendance we witness all this preparation for the last game of the summer, all of the details, and
all the coaching with only one goal shared: to sprint counterclockwise around the four cardinal points,
yearning, hoping, to complete a trip. I wish my life was as organized. I wish I had more days in the sun.
Advertisements on the outfield walls seem quaint, not commercialized. The flag is hanging still, no wind,
the anthem plays, very few sing, but all stand. It reminds me of a court room as the judge enters. Here on
this verdant ground with its rules, and order, the umpire adjudicates fate. The public address announcer
is reading off today’s lineups: “...batting third and playing leftfield, Kaczmarski…” I remember my first
game with a real announcer, a junior high championship game. As I watch the Kingsport Mets pitcher, I lean forward in anticipation, and I can almost smell the pine tar. I pay attention to the pitch count
because now, I am the batter. Randolph, the tall lefty, has thrown me two off speed breaking balls just
outside. With the count two balls and no strikes, and as a righty batter, I have the advantage, at least in
theory. The score is tied 3-3 with one out, and runners on first and second. It’s the bottom of the seventh.
The pitcher knows I can clobber a fastball, and with runners on base he can’t afford to walk me. I shrink
the zone, and I’ll concede the high strike. I see the third base coach’s signs flashed. “Hit away,” I decipher.
“Watch the slider,” I say to myself. It looks like a fastball till it dips in and down. I call time, step away, and
slowly get back in the batter’s box. I subtly move off the plate two inches. The catcher doesn’t notice. The
young Mets’ leftfielder swings. “Inside slider,” I say, a loud crack, and a screaming line drive smoked to left
center, extra bases. Now we’re up 5-3. Lots of applause for me, or is it for the player? Sometimes in life it’s
the little adjustments that matter.
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Cave of Hands
(hor·ror /’hôr r/noun noun: horror 1. an
intense feeling of fear, shock, or disgust.)
Today is the day. The smell of freshly brewed
coffee wraps its scent around my nostrils. Adam’s
awake; must not have slept very well last night. I
roll over in the bed and slide my phone off of the
nightstand to check the time—six in the morning. A
sigh escapes my lips, and then I begin to stretch my
limbs, as I hear soft footfalls from Adam carrying his
mug from the counter to the chair that sits in front of
a large, open window in the living room area. I feel a
small smile paint itself onto my lips. I can hear him
humming to himself as well; my smile grows larger. I
swing my feet swing over to the side of the bed, and
then push myself up into a sitting position. “Adam,” I
call, though my voice is slightly hoarse from sleep.
“Morning, love,” he calls back to me, “...are you
ready for today?”
“Haven’t really decided yet—will get back to
you on that one.”
I hear him get up from his chair and begin to shuffle
into our room. It is only seconds before he is visible in
the doorway with his messy dark brown hair, chiseled
jawline with dark stubble, and a white coffee mug
cupped in both hands. “Are you nervous?”
Nervous? God, yes I am. Will I tell him?
Absolutely not. “No,” I respond.
“It’s okay if you are. I am too,” he says quietly,
“I’m mostly just worried about you, though.”
My facial expression shifts, and my heart rate
begins to speed up. I swallow thickly in attempt to
contain my nerves and gain control over my mind
again. My eyes flick up to meet his.
“I was um…reading up on some stuff last
night. About where we’re going.”
I can feel the tremble in his voice and I
understand completely. Mentally, I am in the same
place as he is right about now. I slide myself off of the
bed and gain my balance. It takes me a moment to
achieve the consciousness that I require to walk over to
him. I reach out and wrap my arms around his torso,
and then I feel one of his arms release from his coffee
mug, wrap around my waist and pull me closer into

Makayla Baines
Third Place, Fiction

him. His breathing regulates.
“The part that makes me so nervous is that we
barely even know what happened to the people who
went into the cave. I found no documented findings of
these people—like, they’re missing. All gone.”
I want to help get his mind at ease. It takes a
moment to formulate my response.
“That’s been years ago, babe. We’ve been
spelunking for about six years now, and I have yet to
see anything mysterious in these caves,” I say, “and I
don’t think we will this time.”
Adam sighs, and then leans down to plant a
kiss on my forehead. “I guess you’re right. After all, I
wouldn’t want us to waste our time here in Argentina.”
(I wish we would have wasted that time in
Argentina.)
I’m not going to tell him I had heard and read
things about this cave, too, because I want to be able to
see it for myself.
Most of this morning is spent eating breakfast
and packing our backpacks with all of the gear we need
to go into the cave. For a while, the fear of anything
bad happening feels like a distant memory.
I’m standing in front of the two backpacks in
the living room area of our hotel suite, completely
engulfed in my own thoughts. What if something
happens to us? No, impossible. You’re an expert at
this kind of thing, Camilla. Get a grip. But Adam was
saying earlier—
“Ready?” Adam asks excitedly from behind me,
causing me to jump.
Letting out a sigh of relief that it is just Adam,
I smile fondly and nod. “Of course I’m ready! Are
you joking? We’re about to head into one of the most
famous caves in Santa Cruz.”
Adam grins, and then grabs his pack, swinging
it onto his back.
Time slips by rather quickly. The car ride there
is filled with intense anticipation, however the two of
us barely speak.
We both get out of the car at the same time,
grab our backpacks, and adjust the lamps on our
heads. My eyes scan the area in which we are headed.
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It looks no different than any of the other caves we’ve
been to. I make sure to mention that to Adam, just in
case he’s having any second thoughts.
The both of us make our way slowly to the
entrance, and then both of us stop right at the point
where the darkness almost engulfs us. I kneel down to
tighten the knot on my boots.
“This is it,” Adam says, turning his head to look
at me.
“Yeah, this is it. They call this one ‘The Cave of
Hands’—I’m eager to find out why,” I respond.
Adam and I are now at a standstill; for some
reason we’re debating on whether or not one of us is
going to take the first step. I take it upon myself to do
the honors.
“Coming?” I ask as I press the button to power
on my headlamp. Adam briefly nods and follows me
in.
After a few minutes of walking and getting the
feel of the atmosphere, Adam and I are now somewhat
in the middle of the cave. I feel a little uneasy, but
Adam does not need to know that. I begin to wander
over to the walls of the cave, using the light of my
lamp to scout for anything of interest. Adam is on the
opposite side of me, doing the very same. About the
time I reach out to find my footing, I hear a skitter
along the cave floor. I hold my breath and look over
at Adam worriedly. He does not seem too concerned,
however, as he is still in search for any artifacts. Must
have been my imagination. I shake it off and continue
moving forward.
“Nothing too interesting over here,” Adam says.
“I hear you on that one...” I say, my eyes still
searching the cave walls. My skin still feels slightly
tingly.
A few minutes have passed, and we have
moved even further into the cave. Still nothing. I’m
beginning to feel as though what we came here for is
mostly just a myth. But what was that noise I heard
earlier?
Another minute comes and goes, and then I
hear Adam gasp from his side of the cave. I whip my
head around to check in on him. “Adam? You alright?”
“Yeah, I’m—I’m fine—come and look at this.
Now.”
| 45 |

His voice sounds assertive, yet there is also a
sliver of terror in his voice. I hurry to find a pathway
over to him, worriedly scanning his face to make sure
he hasn’t gotten hurt. My eyes then find his. He is
staring upwards at something on the cave wall. I follow
his gaze, and what I find is something completely
opposite of what I was expecting it to be. A painting of
sorts—of hands. Many different handprints transferred
onto the wall, almost as if they were stenciled on.
“Wow…” I whisper, taking a step back.
“A cave painting...of hands. There’s a lot to take
from just that. I’m kind of having a hard time figuring
out why. I mean, you learn about the paintings of
animals in caves in school and you hear conspiracies
about ‘em online and stuff, but you never hear
anything about...hands. Being on a wall inside a cave.”
“Yeah, I know. I mean…” I trail off, scanning
the rest of the wall. On the far side of the painting,
I see multiple drawings of people in a circle,
surrounding a rather large beast with spears. “...the
conspiracy thing was always a reach, though. Do you
see this?”
“See what?” Adam asks, following me over to
the other painting on the wall. “Now, that’s a classic
cave painting. Guys on the hunt, y’know? Common
thing one did back in the day.”
I nod in confirmation. “Yeah, but why need all
of these guys in a circle for one animal?”
Adam shrugs. “Dunno, but all I’m saying is that
the painting right there is more of a classic approach.
The hands seem more modern. You know? Like an
artistic move.”
“Why would anyone come into this cave and
just stencil their hands on a cave wall as some kind of
graffiti? There isn’t anything else like that here.”
I take a moment to calculate my thoughts.
I remember reading about something called
skinwalkers. Skinwalkers were harmful witches
who had the ability to turn into, possess, or disguise
themselves as an animal in Navajo culture. I had never
heard of anything happening in this area, though, but
the painting of that animal encircled by those people
with spears...it made sense. The hands, what could they
mean, though?
Adam turns to me and places his hand on my
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shoulder. “Camilla.”
“Yes?”
“I don’t think we should stay here much longer;
I’m getting a little bit of a weird feeling. I haven’t said
anything because I knew you were so excited and I—”
“Just a few minutes more. We’ve barely even
surpassed thirty minutes.”
He pauses, giving me a worried look. “Sure. But
only like ten more minutes.”
Right as he says that, we both hear another
skitter, and this time a noise that almost sounds like a
growl. Adam and I huddle closer to each other.
“You heard that, right?” Adam whispers to me.
“Yes,” I say, slightly trembling.
The sound dies out, and we slowly tear away
from each other. Adam takes ahold of my hand, and
looks at me with the big, pleading eyes.
“Can we please go now?” He asks, with
tenseness in his voice.
I nod and begin to turn around, but I’m met
with something that sounds almost like a screech.
My heart begins to pound, and my breath hitches in
my throat. “A-Adam,” I manage to get out, grasping
around for his hand.
I feel nothing. How? He was right behind me
a second ago. “Adam?” I ask again, louder this time.
Nothing again. If this is some kind of prank—another
screech. I wheel around on my heels, expecting to find
a familiar face, but instead I am met with nothing.
Adam is gone. Where did he go? “Adam?” I call out for
the third time, but still, no answer . My heart speeds
up even more, and I turn to look back at the painting. I
notice something odd about it now; it seems like there
is a new handprint on the wall. That was not there
before. How could I even know this?
The screech sounds again. This time it is even
closer. At this point I am exceptionally panicked; I
have no idea where Adam went and I’m in a dark cave
alone with no light except my headlamp, which is
now flickering. How could this happen? I replaced the
batteries this morning.
I move further back into the cave, towards the
screeching, but I have to find Adam. I am absolutely
terrified now, tears freefalling out of my eyes. A
screech sounds again, and I can feel movement along

the cave floor. I keep moving forward, pitifully calling
out Adam’s name. He cannot be gone. No. My voice
grows hoarser and hoarser as I continue shuffling back
into the cave, darkness completely engulfing my being.
I continue shuffling until I run into something
cold and skin-like. I instinctively reach out my hand
to feel for Adam, but instead of Adam, the erratic and
short flickers of my dying headlamp shines light on a
half-human, half-animal sort of creature. My jaw drops
as my eyes meet those of the creature’s. I try to scream
and nothing comes out.
My light then dies. The creature emits a growl, and
then screeches. I feel its fingers wrap around my neck.
And then, there is darkness.
My hand has now become part of the wall.
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About Yesterday

Makayla Baines
Photography
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Rarity

Rachel Pitts

Honorable Mention, Fiction

As soon as I pull down the driveway, I can hear
the gravel screaming my summer secrets. Side one of
my Prince tape blares on the new radio Ronnie just
bought me, almost drowning it out, but I can still hear
them. I wonder if my grandmothers can hear it too as
I step out of the car into the warm November sun. It’s
always like this during the day, but at night it gets so
cold.
Nanny’s house from the outside looks the same
as it did when I was growing up. The bedrooms yell
down their loud neon colors onto the street below
from when my sister and I had painted them so
long ago. My dad’s old Harley sits in the front yard,
untouched since the time my sister was born. The old
oak tree stands, somewhat rotten and hunched, in the
middle of the yard. The familiarity brings me comfort,
and as I walk, the wind picks up enough to run its cold
fingers through my hair.
“Rarity, come inside.” Nanny beckons me
impatiently from the screen door. “We’re waiting on
you.” I hitch up my Jordache jeans that don’t fit the
same way they did when I first started seeing Ronnie
and follow her through the door. She takes her seat
back in her big blue recliner, Grandma Elsie sits in the
orange chair by the window, and I take the love seat
all to myself. “So?” My Nanny asks excitedly. I lift my
hands from my lap with some difficulty; they feel like
lead weights to show them. There, on my ring finger,
right hand, is the pearl ring that Ronnie bought me.
“Is it real?” Asks Grandma Elsie, pulling my
hand closer to her face.
“Yes, Grandma Elsie.” I remember Grandma
Elsie teaching me the trick of discerning the duds from
a true gem at a young age. She always told me only to
accept the real ones. I waited until I was alone, but I
used her trick and rubbed it against my teeth as soon
as Ronnie left the room. It felt like sandpaper in my
mouth, and I remember I felt sick.
“And?” She looks at me. I look back until I can’t
look away. She peers deeper into my eyes and then
away with a look of bewilderment. “Rarity?”
I don’t say anything for a second, just delicately
turn my hands over and over again, looking down at

the pearl ring I don’t feel I deserve. “Ronnie is so kind,
isn’t he?” My mouth is dry and I am looking around
for something, anything, to distract from the situation.
There are no saviors here.
“How does it feel? Like a dream come true?”
“We’re not engaged or anything, Nanny. It’s just
a ring.”
“But a beautiful one.” She’s right. The light
catches the delicate diamonds wrapped around the
pearl set in the center. The white gold brings out the
subtle pink in my spindly fingers. I stare again for a
moment before turning my hand over and slipping
it in the pocket of my jeans. I am stuck on the edge
of what I’m about to say. Part of me never wants the
words to leave my lips and part of me has been waiting
to say it for months.
“I don’t think I love Ronnie.” I expect a gasp of
awe or a collective shriek, but instead a warm silence
greets me. It doesn’t last long, but for the moment it’s
there, it lays on my chest like a sleeping cat, purring
and breathing in time with me.
“What makes you say that?” Grandma Elsie is
only prodding because she’s concerned and I know it.
I remember when I was a little girl, the way she would
ask me if my shoes were comfortable, sometimes
stuffing the ends with cotton to make them more so.
“Well, it’s not something I can totally explain
right now.” I look out the window at the Harley parked
under the tree, the shade obscuring what’s left of the
shine on the black paint. I want to get the hell out of
here. Again, I turn my hands over, wringing them out
of whatever demons they possess. I start to breathe a
little too heavily and I can tell they notice. I remember
my last vacation with Ronnie and the times I had to
hide my tired eyes.
“Calm down, now.” They say it in unison, but
I’ve never heard two people speak the same sentence
so differently, both so frantic to make their words
come to fruition. Nanny almost barking it as command
and Grandma Elsie practically begging. I can feel my
eyes, which I now close tightly, threatening their same
tired threats.
“He just isn’t the right person for me!” I think
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about my ex-girlfriend who took me skiing in high
school and her kiss that felt like whiskey, and my exboyfriend that took me to my first frat party, I think
about them instead of Ronnie because I don’t even
want to picture his clueless and sometimes handsome
face right now, not right now. Instead I think about my
first girlfriend who taught me how to kiss and my first
boyfriend who taught me how to run. These people
bring me comfort in their old ways, and I can’t help but
to turn to them now.
I look at my grandmothers, studying them for
a glimpse of what they may be thinking. Hoping to
know what they will say before it begins to hurt my
ears. “Well,” says Grandma Elsie. “There was always
one thing about Ronnie that I didn’t like too much.”
“What was that?” I ask, dizzily curious.
“Remember that little girl that used to always
hang around here? Cute as a button, what was her
name?”
I hesitate for a moment, pretending to think
before I pretend to remember. “Laurel.” Laurel
was my first girlfriend, but I wouldn’t dare tell my
grandmothers that. We met when I was seventeen and
dated all the way through freshman year of college.
“Her, yes. Well, she made you laugh. And,
Rarity, I haven’t seen you laugh like you used to in a
while.” I let this sink in for a moment, remembering
the jokes I used to have with Laurel, how we’d laugh as
I braided her hair, remembering how her mom found
all the letters I wrote to her, and how I haven’t seen
her since. I try not to cry again now, but I can feel the
heavy weight of my grandmothers’ eyes on me as I sit,
steeped in silence. The first tear starts to roll down my
face.
“Rarity, you’re awful quiet.” I am. Awful quiet.
An awful quiet that is choking my eyes, an awful quiet
that is my stuck in my throat.
I am thinking again of all the people that have
loved me, that I have loved in return. I am standing
them up in front of my eyes, one by one. I am checking
each beloved freckle, taking stock of laughter, counting
the number of eyelashes on each fluttering lid. Among
the lineup, I do not see Ronnie. Of course, I cannot
divulge this to my grandmothers, who I can sense
know something is wrong, something is hidden.
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“Tell us what you’re thinking, girl.”
“I think,” I pause. I remember Laurel again and
swallow. “I think I’m overreacting. Maybe I need to
lay down.” I realize now how hot my head is, and how
weak my knees are. My grandmothers stand over me,
looking worried. I stand up and that’s when the room
starts to spin and blur at the edges, a faucet begins to
run somewhere in the back of my mind and I can’t find
the handle to turn it off. As my hands reach out to turn
off the water, I see the floor moving swiftly closer to
my nearest vision.
My eyes flit open when I hear the sound of my
grandmothers, standing over me, screaming my name.
I don’t remember anything from the previous seconds
and I can still hear water running. “Are you okay?” I
nod. Grandma Elsie helps me up, and Nanny returns
with a glass of orange juice. “Rarity, what are we going
to do with you?”
“I don’t know, but I should probably lay
down for a minute.” I turn to climb the stairs to my
old bedroom, Nanny and Grandma Elsie carefully
watching.
“We love you, you know, even if you don’t love
Ronnie.” I look down the stairs at them with tears in
my eyes. They look worriedly up at me. “Are you sure
you’re okay?” Laurel is still on my mind and I’m biting
my tongue to keep the words from escaping.
“I’m going to take a nap; I’m fine.” I insist.
They watch me as I walk upstairs to my old room. I
am embarrassed that I fainted, but what can I do? I’ve
already told them everything. I lay my head on the
pillow and stare out of the window at the sun set. I can
feel the night starting to get cold, but I can no longer
hear my summer secrets whispering up to me from the
driveway.
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No Big Deal

McKaylen Cassady

Honorable Mention, Visual Art
Acrylic on canvas
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The Doctor’s Office

Sarah Olivia Collier

Broken arms, pregnant women, and coughs
The woman next to me is complaining about chest pain
The man in the chair across from me has a nasty cough
No one is dying, people are just sick
An old woman with a broken arm says she fell down the stairs
All these sick people just want to feel better
These doctors see patients back to back
Giving out medicine left and right
Fixing sick people is their job
Leaving the doctor
Everyone in the waiting room looks sad
Walking through the parking lot to go home
New patients go inside to see the doctor
Doctors see patients back to back
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Finalist, Poetry

The Rocking Chair Next to the
Window
“Have you seen this, dear?”
Gentle evening sun streamed through the window
where Frank and Rachel Kerns lounged in their rocking chairs. The air was dusty in the study where they
sat, rocking quietly and enjoying the warmth. Frank,
middle aged but full of youthful vigor with only the
beginning of a bald spot belying his age, turned to face
his wife.
“Have I seen what?” Rachel Kerns, sighing,
set her book down on the table next to her chair and
turned to face her husband. She was not beautiful, but
had a confident energy that instantly drew in those
around her. Her books, her backlog she called it, were
arranged neatly in the order she planned to read them.
All except the first were dusty despite her insistence
that she “would get to them.”
“This new car here. It drives itself.” He held up
his magazine towards her, finger covering the picture
he intended to show her. “I could read or watch a movie while I go to work.”
“If you’re asking my permission to get one,
the answer’s no,” Rachel stated flatly. “There’s no way I
would ever get in one of those.”
“I wasn’t asking if I could get one, but alright. I
just think they’re cool,” Frank said, deflated. He turned
in his chair and peered out the window behind him.
The rolling hills of grass, slightly brown in the unrelenting Texas heat, gave way to a narrow, dirt road at
the edge of their yard. The sun dipped lower towards
the horizon, tickling the top of the single oak tree marring the sea of ochre. “Have you seen John in a while?”
he asked.
“Not since you have. You know he’ll show
up when he’s hungry,” she replied. She picked up her
favorite book and began reading again, feeling the conversation dying and wanting to return to her imagination.
“I know. But I’m getting hungry so I thought
we could go out tonight,” he said, standing up to see
farther out of the window.
“You want to bring me something back? I’m
almost to the best part,” Rachel answered, absentmind-

Jarek Kubenka

Honorable Mention, Fiction

edly, her mind already back in Middle Earth. Frank,
shaking his head, decided to leave her to her reading. Rachel only indulged in one pleasure, that being
reading, and he loved her for it. The same person who
could charm an entire crowd at the office Christmas
party could spend an entire weekend in her chair by
the window, lost in a world of fantasy.
“I’ll bring you the usual. Try to remember to
eat it this time,” he said as he headed to the door.
“Yes, dear,” she replied, woodenly, lost to him
and the world around them.
As the summer gave way to fall and the fall
gave way to winter and the cycle of life continued unabated, the Kerns remained locked in contented bliss.
For all the years they had been together Rachel had
claimed the coziest part of the house as her reading
nook and Frank was forced to make due with what was
left. Frank was not bothered, and, on the contrary, was
comforted to see that his wife was comfortable.
So the Kerns existed, watching the world go by
their particular paradise by the window, leaving only
to resume the duties of adulthood and parenthood
that dragged them away with decreasing regularity.
As John grew and moved to college and Frank neared
retirement, they spent more and more time together in
contented silence.
Soft snow piled up outside their window and
blankets had been dug out to keep the Kerns warm
while they rocked. The years had been kind to Rachel,
but the first real signs of age are beginning to show on
Frank Kerns’ face. Wrinkles have begun to set on the
edges of his eyes, and his bald spot has taken over his
head. Frank, however, was proud of his age and had
vowed to never hide the signs of it from the world.
The wind gusted by the window and blew their
oak tree, now considerably bigger, sending its bare
branches whipping around as if futilely trying to strike
back at the wind. Rachel sat in her chair by the window
flipping through her favorite book and enjoying the
rare Texas snow when Frank burst through the door.
“I got a raise! Like a big one!” he said, making
his way over to Rachel and kissing her on the cheek.
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“It’s a life-changing amount of money!”
Rachel turned to smile at him. “What did you
do?” she asked, her face alight in their shared joy.
“I caught an error and saved the company a
huge amount of money. They doubled my income and
gave me a fancy new car to go with it. One of those
cars that drives itself. I let it drive me home and it was
incredible!” Frank stopped to breathe, and, noticing
the worry coming over his wife’s face, quickly added,
“It’s not like the old ones. They’ve had twenty years to
get better.”
“I know, but I’m always going to worry. What’s
John going to do if he loses his dad? He just started his
new life and he needs you there to help work out the
kinks,” she said, quietly.
Frank, feeling deflated, sat down in his rocking
chair. “I knew you’d worry,” he said with a sigh.
“Of course I’d worry,” she said, and returned to
her book quietly. Frank picked up his magazine from
the night before and began flipping through it glumly.
“I can give it back,” he said. “They offered a cash bonus
instead of the car. John is on his way over to see it and
I can take it back tomorrow.”
“Oh, John is coming over?” Rachel asked, peeking her head out of her book.
“Yeah, he should be here any time.” He sat and
browsed through the magazine without actually taking
it in for two or three minutes before looking over at
Rachel. “How is your book?” Frank asked, attempting
to make peace.
“I’m almost ready to start it over. Wish I knew
how it ended, though,” she said. They quietly read for
several moments before Rachel went on, “I’m sorry I
overreacted, sweetie. You know John is going to want
to go for a ride in the thing, and I’m sure it’s not like it
used to be.”
Frank, lighting up, said, “It’s not. I promise. The
cars today are much safer than the one that killed you.
They’re actually safer than a normal car, nowadays.”
From outside, they heard the sound of tires crunching
over soft snow on a gravel driveway. Frank perked his
head up at the sound. “That’s John. I’ll be right back,”
he said.
“I’ll be right here when you get back,” she
called as he ran out the door, closing it behind him. As
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the door closed, a cold gust whistled past the window.
Inside sat two rocking chairs. One, recently vacated,
rocked lazily as it slowly came to rest. The other sat
still, a worn, musty copy of Lord of the Rings laying
open in the seat.
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A Child’s Cruel Epiphany
My sister and I lived in blissful ignorance of
how our parents got along. How could we have known
better? They were in the only “loving” relationship we
knew. Dad never willingly hurt us, or at least that’s
what we told ourselves, but that didn’t stop us from
keeping our doors locked tight, almost like willing
prisoners.
They always fought, but this time it was much,
much worse. I had a plan for when Mom and Dad
would start screaming at each other; so did my sister.
We went into our rooms, locked the door and got into
the tornado drill position we learned in school: knees
tucked into our chests and hands above our heads.
We kept that position while we waited for this storm
to pass over, just like all the others. But this wasn’t a
storm; it was an earthquake.
We stayed in that position for what felt like
hours, waiting for this quake to pass. Of course, it did
eventually pass, but what big earthquake comes without the aftershock? As we uncovered our heads for
what we hoped was the last time, they started yelling
again.
There’s always one memory you can’t forget;
maybe it is the first time you rode a bike without
training wheels or your first day of kindergarten. Mine,
however, may be the only words that I could discern
from that raging sea of shouts and screams: “Get off of
me!” It still echoes in my mind to this very day.
I wish I could have done something, but this
was beyond a ten-year-old’s ability. At that point, I still
thought “sorry” was a magical word that could fix any
problem, ranging from breaking someone’s favorite toy
to an argument where hurtful words were exchanged.
I hid behind two toy boxes that were in my room,
heavy, immovable tubs with hundreds of little plastic
friends inside ready to protect me with their lives if
they had to. This was the safest place in the room. Or
so I thought. On that particular day, though, it felt as if
even they were afraid. My sister and I always waited a
couple of minutes after the storm passed to be able to
get up and walk about the melancholy halls once more.
We thought that after one storm passed, there wouldn’t
be another one that day. Yet, as we got back to that po-

Jacob Rice

Honorable Mention, Nonfiction

sition that started to feel unsettlingly natural, it felt as
though there was a silent agreement between us to wait
even longer that time. We waited long enough to miss
the men in blue who showed up a little after the second
wave of this earthquake hit.
It’s a strange feeling to have known something
your whole life just to figure out how wrong you were.
If you had asked me about my father before that event,
I probably would have said something like, “he is the
best dad ever!” or “he’s super awesome!” After this
disaster happened, my mother ended up being arrested
for giving my father exactly what he deserved, a good
slap across the face. Meanwhile, my sister and I were
waiting for the opportune time to get up and leave our
safe haven.
After this, our dad took us out to Sonic to get a
drink. Even as a kid, I found this a bit unsettling. And
thank God for my grandfather. If it wasn’t for him, that
wolf in sheep’s clothing would have probably tried to
run off with us. My grandfather followed in his familiar maroon truck, never losing sight of our whereabouts.
I never realized it before, but my father was
mocking my grandparents for what happened. Mom
spent the night in jail. Papaw couldn’t arrange her bail
until the next day. “Arrange her bail.” Those are words
we never thought would be said about our family.
Especially not about my own mother. She’s one of the
sweetest people I know, suffering silently so my sister
and I didn’t have to. “Justice is blind,” they say. She
can’t see, not because she’s truly blind, but because she
doesn’t want to have to look upon the face of an innocent woman she condemned to a concrete dungeon.
We spent the night with Dad. That was strange
because we had never spent the night alone with him.
He would always drop us off at our grandparents’ because he really didn’t want the bother of caring for us.
That was the only night we ever spent with our dad.
Even before there could be a big custody fight,
we all ran into one another at the courthouse. Both
of my parents were trying to instigate legal action to
gain temporary custody. When we saw our mom, we
ran to her and hugged her. Our dad told the bailiff in
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the courthouse we were with him, because he was the
father. The bailiff looked at us hugging our mom and
said, “obviously, she is their mother.” At last, before the
ugliness of divorce and custody battles, we were safe
again with our mother.
Many may not realize it, or perhaps do not
want to admit it, even to themselves, but you can learn
something from those who have lost your respect.
From my father, I learned exactly the kind of man I
never want to be.
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Flowers 2

Makayla Baines

Third Place, Visual Art
Photography
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Flying From the Storm
Allegiant, Delta, American Airlines
Planes are coming in everywhere
Diverted flights from Charlotte
Private to commercial they all pour through airport
Kids on vacation to executives for business
The airport quickly becomes packed
Baggage claim is pouring over
Rental cars are becoming scarce
Must be storming somewhere
It’s headed this way I hear them say
We need a good rain I suppose
The sky darkens and it begins to pour
It knocks the heat off
But I get soaked as I run outside
To get the next car ready
For the next person running from the storm
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Miranda Paige Barbe

Finalist, Poetry

Utopia

Jayla Stockfelt

Honorable Mention, Fiction

Euphoria a feeling or state of intense excitement and
Euphoriahappiness.
Home
Do you see? The fields of brilliant roses rolling
down the hill like children. The bright colors of the
golden sun, and the blue sky. Awe what a life to live.
I am free to do as I wish. No one can stop me. Even if
the sunny skies turn into a downpour of sorrows. Even
if the sweet scent of flowers that make me sneeze are
instead turned into wet humidity that dries my nose.
Wow! What bliss, what excitement. Can you see the
home? The home filled with a happy family. They are
laughing and rough housing. I wonder what got them
to play like that. I wonder what the little girl is thinking, as her father takes her hand to the kitchen. Her
mother calling for the father to stop being so mean to
them. The son beaten on the floor, bleeding from his
nose and mouth. The mother still crying for her son. It
smells like iron. What is the father doing to his daughter? Why are they in the kitchen? Why is he beating
her too? What did they do wrong? Is this what a happy
home is? I don’t want it. Daddy, why are you hurting
mommy? Please stop.
This is his Euphoria
Serendipity the occurrence and development of events
Serendipityby chance in a happy or beneficial way.
She is bliss
The school filled with busy students. Laughter
and smiles on each face. Friends greeting each other
talking about the funny things they have seen on the
internet or their favorite entertainers’ new post. Each
teenager holding their own story, their own life. It’s
hard to believe that each person in the world has their
own life. It’s hard to believe that anything bad could
happen. But what about her, the teacher in the corner?
Does she have one too? A life. She just got married her.
She was happy when they were dating, but now something is off. She said when she met her husband it was
a stroke of serendipity. But now she looks like she only
has bad luck. It’s as if she walked under three ladders,
broke three mirrors, opened three umbrellas, tipped
over three salt shakers, and three black cats walked

past her all on Friday the 13th at 3 a.m. She used
to wear bright colors, now she is wearing dark long
sleeves. Why has she changed so much? She says she
cannot leave because she has kids. She can’t leave them
to that monster. Does she have a monster in her closet?
Or is there a monster walking in her home? People
suspect something is wrong at home, but no one does
anything. The poor woman is locked in her own personal hell. But she still calls it luck of serendipity; she
loves her kids. She will not leave them. The smile and
love in her eyes when she talks about them, that’s her
new serendipity. She will fight for them. Her bliss in
her kids. She will protect them from the monster.
Felicity - intense happiness
He is Felicity
He comes to school dressed nice; he is always
nice to people. He loves the color blue because he says
it the opposite of red. That is one of the only things he
hates. I wonder why it’s a color. Sure, some people hate
colors, but why him? He doesn’t seem like a person
who cares about colors. He always looks out for others. He is always surrounded by others. He is friends
with everyone. He makes sure every person has an
outlet. He is never one to be selfish. He plays football
and basketball. He is president of Student Council and
Beta Club. He is going to an Ivy League school. He
is perfect, and so is his life. A beautiful mother who
teaches and a younger sister who is just as beautiful.
So why did he do it? Why did he leave his life? Why
did he give up? What was so wrong with his life that
he ended it? He promised his mother that he would
be home as soon as possible, so she and his little sister
wouldn’t be alone for too long. Doesn’t he have a father
to protect them? I wonder if that is what he had to save
them from. He broke his promise to his mom. The
teacher is left alone with her daughter now. They are
both in grief. Mourning for a brother and a son. The
person that held them together and now gone. He was
in an eternity of pain and suffering and now he isn’t. I
wonder if he is truly happy now.

Echoes and Images | Northeast State Community College

| 58 |

Ethereal
Ethereal-extremely
delicate and light in a way that
seems too perfect for this world
Goddess
She is the most beautiful being you can see.
She could beat the Greek Goddess Aphrodite with her
beauty. She has bouncy hair that gives her a sort of
cape as she walks down a hallway. She is bubbly and
bright, much like her brother. She takes care of others
before herself. She truly leads people to be happier. She
helps open people to new possibilities in life. She truly
resembles an ethereal angel sent from heaven. When
she is around, the room brightens with her smile. But
locked inside that smile is solitude. She is alone in her
own mind. Hating every inch of herself. Cursed with
looks that made her father so proud. What should she
do? She loves helping people but she hates her father.
He hurts her, and touches her in ways no human has
the right to do. But he mutilates her mind, and controls everything she does. She has no freedom. Now
that her brother is gone, she has nothing. But that is a
lie. She has courage. Courage to stand up to the monster and with her mother she will protect her family
from now on.
Tranquility - the quality or state of being tranquil;
calm.
Finally Free
I hate you. I hate you. I hate you. I hate you. I
hate you.
You have hurt me. You have hurt my mother.
You have hurt my brother. We have to pretend we are
happy. You have ruined my life. You have made my
life a living hell- and you are proud of it. Why are you
proud of it? You are worthless, and piece of garbage
that only enjoys making others your slaves. You are not
my father, but a monster sent to cause me pain. I want
you gone. So I asked them to take you. I asked the
people at my school that have guns like you to take you
away. Go away. I want to be happy, to love myself and
I can’t do that with you. So leave and never come back.
Rot in jail like you made each of us do in that house.
We were never a family and never will be. Now I am
free in tranquility.
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Treasure Every Moment

After driving down curvy roads
I pull into my grandpa’s driveway
It is long and paved
With a wooden stacked fence going up along it.
The house is bricked
With four white columns in front
And there is greenery everywhere.
Stepping out of my vehicle
I hear a jingle
I am welcomed by my childhood dog,
Ginger.
Flooded with memories as I walk
Up the stairs onto the porch
Before I can stop and think
I am greeted with a warm welcome
As always, “hey pretty gal, how’re we doing?”
We sit and talk
Catch up.
I stay and eat dinner
Cooked veggies from the garden
Soup beans and corn bread
My favorite
Our meal is full of conversation
And laughter.
I sit and listen to the stories he tells
About the “glory days” and how he grew up.
Although, I have heard most of the stories
I sit and listen
With wide eyes and open ears like a small child,
As though it is my first time hearing them.
These are the moments that I cherish
My grandpa is very wise.
So before I leave we have a talk
A talk about life.
He talks about the mistakes he’s made
Telling me how to deal with what life
Throws at me.
He says “keep the lord first, in everything,
And you’ll do just fine…
I won’t be here for all of your life but
I know you’ll do great….
I love ya kiddo…”
With tears in our eyes

Vivian Roller

Finalist, Poetry

We hug
We say our goodbyes and see you next times
As I am leaving
My heart in conflicted
Feeling down because
I don’t have forever with my grandpa,
Knowing I should visit more often
However, I am full of joy
Grasping that some people don’t have
Their grandpa
And how blessed I am to have mine still
So I treasure every moment I have
With my grandpa.
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Judges
Deanna Bradberry, this year’s Fiction judge, is a veteran writing instructor for Wythe County Public Schools and
Wytheville Community College. She is the chairperson for the Wytheville Chautauqua Festival’s Creative Writing
contest committee, and she has previously been the editor for Stitches, The Appalachian Teachers Network publication. She has written for several publications including Stitches, the Virginia English Bulletin, and Now and
Then: The Appalachian Magazine. Ms. Bradberry has a B.S. and M.S. in English from Radford University, and she
studied poetry at DePaul University through the National Endowment for Humanities Summer Institute.
Thomas Alan Holmes, this year’s poetry judge, joined the East Tennessee State University English faculty in 1996,
and his creative and scholarly work has appeared in such diverse journals as The North American Review, Appalachian Journal, Valparaiso Poetry Review, and Appalachian Heritage. His latest big writing project is a volume
co-edited with his ETSU colleague, Dan Westover, entitled The Fire that Breaks: Gerard Manley Hopkins’s Poetic
Legacies, which Clemson University Press will release any day now; it includes Alan’s discussion of Hopkins’s influence on contemporary Appalachian poets.
Tammy Robinson Smith, this year’s nonfiction judge, lives and works in central Appalachia. She has been a professional writer for more than 30 years, with experience in broadcast news, magazine, creative and business writing.
Author of numerous articles in regional publications, novels, contributor to several short story anthologies and
publisher of more than 35 books, Smith has been nominated two times for an Appalachian Authors Award and
was a second place winner in the Virginia Highlands Festival Creative Writing Contest for the first chapter of the
novel Emmybeth Speaks. She is the author of The Ivy Creek Sewing Circle and the soon-to-be-released Didama’s
Garden.
Alice Salyer, this year’s visual art judge, is an East Tennessee native and a recent graduate of East Tennessee State
University’s MFA program with an emphasis in Graphic Design. She returned to school after a career as an advertising art director to explore new career and artistic possibilities. Her broad, multi-faceted practice includes digital
and traditional methods, exploring a variety of subjects.
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Contributers
Makayla Baines says that she “likes long walks on the beach, fried chicken, and sleep. I like Redbulls, pasta, and
my pet hamster, Phat Gangster. I’ve always been interested in photography and writing short fiction stories; it has
always been a passion of mine to express myself through art. I think art is special.”
Miranda Paige Barbe is a proud resident of East Tennessee for all of her 20 years of living. This is her third year at
northeast state. She is double majoring in economics and industrial technology with a focus in automotive body/
collision repair.
Alycia M. Blangin is currently enrolled through Northeast State’s dual enrollment program at Unicoi County High
School, in Comp. II. She is the senior class secretary of Student Council, a member of Beta Club, and a member
of the National Honor Society. Her inspiration for one of her poems was thinking about her thoughts as she stood
to read a poem or short story aloud in front of classmates. She considered the million thoughts that race through
someone’s head when they have anxiety, and that’s when the poem “Anxiety” emerged. The free-verse style allows
the poem to flow much like the human thought process does.
Brandon Burmeister grew up in Jonesborough, TN with a lot of dogs and playing trombone. He now lives in
Johnson City and “can’t get enough salad and live music.” He states, “Photography is a recent hobby for me that I
hope to continue to have fun with and maybe even travel. Life is a set of ‘continuous vibrations’ so why not capture
it all?”
Levi Carter is a non-traditional student, born and raised in the Tri-Cities. He graduated from University High
School in Johnson City in 2015, and desperately wanted to escape that campus. He initially attended UT Knoxville
out of high school, but has since returned home due to financial concerns. He has been writing since he graduated
high school; however, he neglected to take any opportunities to share his work publicly until now. Writing is one of
his dearest expressive outlets along with music/songwriting.
McKaylen Cassady enjoys making artwork for people that understand the deeper meaning of life.
Chase Church is a 23 year old proud alumni of Northeast State where he earned an Associate’s degree and is now
working toward a Bachelor’s in Criminal Justice with a minor in Public Administration at ETSU. His interests are
reading, cars, and firearms. He plans to pursue a career in law enforcement before obtaining a Doctoral degree. His
favorite quote is “Let the fear of failure be the fuel of your success.”
Sarah Olivia Collier is a student at Northeast State. Her poem, “The Doctor’s Office,” is featured in this publication
of Echoes & Images. In the poem, she explores not only the various experiences of frightened and hurting patients,
but the doctors’ perspectives as well.
Catrina Fletcher is a small business major and owns a photography business called Faith by Photo. She explains,
“I started photography as a hobby about 4 years ago when I was homeschooled. This year, I started seeing
photography as an occupation, and since then I have achieved many of my dreams. I created a business plan,
purchased more equipment, and even built my own website, www.faithbyphoto.com. Photography has become
a major part of my life, and I love every minute of it. I also love to hike and explore with my camera and friends,
and just be in the world’s beauty. I also love to travel. Right now, I am a full-time student, a nanny, and a wedding/
family photographer, so I’m always busy, but wouldn’t trade it for the world.” She concludes, “Dreams don’t work
unless you do.”
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Ryan Hill lived in Kingsport all his life and is currently in his fourth semester at Northeast, majoring in Plant and
Animal Science. He is a huge nature person and hopes to work with the national forest or parks service one day to
do what he can to preserve and protect the beauty that nature is. Recently, he began to write poetry and has been
fascinated by the fun and stress relief that conveying thoughts through poetry can bring.
Abigail Hines is an English major with a minor in art history. She says, “Northeast State is where I realized how
much I really love the arts. Next semester I will be at ETSU and I’m really going to miss this place and the amazing
teachers here.”
Paul Hines is a dual-enrollment student who has really enjoyed his first class at Northeast State. He says he never
could have written his memoir without Professor Tempi Hale, whom he calls the best Comp teacher anyone could
ask for.
Chloe Howell is a sophomore at Northeast State pursuing art and music. She states, “I am a mixed media and fiber
artist. Nature is a huge inspiration of mine. I love to express myself through art.”
Teresa Huskins is a 22-year-old artist who enjoys making characters and drawing them in different medias. Her
favorite mediums in particular are watercolor and digital illustration. She is currently working on her biggest
projects to date: a 50,000-word novel and a comic.
Rebecca Jones is a freshman at Northeast State. Her major is business administration, and she is eighteen years old.
Occasionally, she writes poetry and short stories for fun!
Breaca Judd is a CVT student with a love for reading and writing in her spare time. She enjoys quiet evenings at
home in front of the fire and has a great appreciation for the outdoors and all things wild and untamed.
Jarek Kubenka is an English major and aspiring author. His goal is to write and publish one (or several) novels in
the near future, and he is glad that Northeast offers this contest as a way to gauge the quality of his writing.
Gavin Mann has been illustrating since 2nd grade. He has lived in Johnson City for his entire life and graduated
from Science Hill High School in the spring of 2019. He states, “This is my 1st semester of college, and I am a
theater major. I am excited to see where my life goes from here.”
Keith Miller is a retired Keeper of Diogenes’ lantern dance and marcher to his own drumbeat.
Labreeska Montgomery, quoting Leo Tolstoy, says, “Everyone thinks of changing the world but no one thinks of
changing himself.” She aims to change herself in reaching for her goals so that she inspires the necessary change in
the world.
Hunter Mullins Hunter Mullins enjoys hunting, fishing, and spending time outdoors. He is a general
studies
major at Northeast State because he’s unsure about which career to pursue and is hoping to figure that out in the
next few years. He wrote his poem, “Decisions,” to encourage the reader to live life to the fullest and make as
many memories as possible.
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Adriana Odom is currently majoring in General Studies. She loves dragons, Studio Ghibli, and rainy days. Her
dream is to share her stories with the world.
Rachel Pitts is a free spirit who enjoys writing and learning. She wrote this piece for a Literature course, and her
professor encouraged her to enter it in the Echoes & Images contest.
Raegan Poland is in her second year at Northeast State. She hopes to graduate with a degree in digital graphics. She
states, “Art is what I love to do. Drawing has always helped me through things.”
Jacob Rice is a 17-year-old high school senior who is a dual-enrollment student at Northeast State. He has been
home schooled by his grandfather since the sixth grade. His nonfiction essay was written for an assignment in
Professor Tempi Hale’s class.
Vivian Roller is a student at Northeast State. Two of her poems are featured in this publication of Echoes and
Images: “Trapped” and “Treasure Every Moment.” The latter celebrates her close relationship with her grandfather,
with whom she does indeed treasure every moment.
Walter J. Rose III, known as Trey, is enrolled in NeSCC as a dual enrollment student currently taking Comp. I &
Comp. II English at Sullivan Central High School.
Scott Royston currently resides in Blountville, TN., and spends most of his time (when not studying), reading,
writing, and coming up with dark and twisted tales.
Noriah Shaw was born in Roanoke, VA, and moved to the Tri-Cities when she was 12 years old. She is currently a
junior enrolled in Northeast State’s dual-enrollment program
Brittany Slaughter is a 19-year-old art student from Bristol, TN.
Benjamin Colton Slaughter states, “I believe in expressing my emotions. I adore visual arts and graphic design and
I embrace the beauty in grotesque scenarios. I find this to be a lovely opportunity to express this to my peers at
Northeast State.”
Grace L. Stevens is finishing her sophomore year at Northeast State Community College and is majoring in Small
Business Management. She says, “I love photography, music, and all forms of art. Macro photography has a special
place in my heart as does poetry and short stories.”
Jayla N. Stockfelt is a high school student in a Northeast Dual Enrollment class. She plays basketball, and is in
many clubs such as: student council, beta club, and art club. When I wrote this story I was thinking about how
stressful life could be and how lucky I am to have the life and family I have.
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Echoes and Images, Northeast State’s student literary magazine, invites submissions of fiction, non-fiction, poetry,
and visual art.
Prizes will be awarded in each category:
		
First Place: $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 & 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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