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“Until the Street Lights Come On” 
Nicole Taylor 
 
Holding on to the past as though I lived it today 
It was fun while it lasted praying that the memory never 
stray 
For I made many friends, a few confidants 
To laugh with and to play with 
That is all that I really wanted 
What I would do to get my adolescence back 
"Can I come outside?" 
"Can I go outside?" 
Getting jurisdiction is all we lacked 
It's getting dark outside and the street lights are on 
"All little children, it's time to come home!" 
I wave for my friends and I say my so longs 
Until tomorrow at the crack of dawn 
We come back and play again 
Until the street lights come on 
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“Where is My Remote?” 
Douglas Goforth 
Second Prize Prose Winner 
 

He did not have the remotest idea what had just 
happened. The Johnsons had a cabin in a remote location. 
In the first sentence, remote means small in degree; in the 
second sentence, remote means secluded or out-of-the-
way. The word remote can also describe a radio show: The 
radio station did a remote at Racetrac yesterday. 

Even though the word remote possesses many 
meanings, if I were to ask anyone in the South about the 
definition of this term, they would most assuredly de-
scribe an electronic device that everyone uses to control 
the television. Although normally used for that purpose, 
this device can also control the VCR, the DVD, the ste-
reo, or even the CD player. Especially suited for the avid 
couch potato, this device is heavily used during ball 
games, NASCAR races, General Hospital, and House. 
With one push of a button, the appliance comes on; with 
another push of the same button, the appliance turns off, 
and sleep can now proceed. Pressing another button 
changes the channel, another button starts the movie, and 
another button provides options such as fast-forward and 
rewind. Most of the time, the couch potato can completely 
control the TV or other appliance from the comfort of his 
or her recliner and by lifting no more than a finger. A re-
mote is a fabulous device! 
 What if someone produced one of these devices for 
life's situations? Back when I had sick kids, I could have 
pushed fast-forward and moved on to the next scene; 
when my wife screamed at me for not taking out the 
trash, I could have pushed rewind and solved the problem; 
when the telemarketers called to sell me something that I 
did not want, I could have pushed the off button, or if I  
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had the nerve, I could have used fast-forward: it would 
have depended on the situation. If I had a really good day, 
I could have repeated it the next day, but this time I 
would have increased the color, the sharpness, and the vol-
ume. And when one of those obnoxious people, who have 
such different impressions of communication, crossed my 
path, I could have paused until safely out of the way, or I 
could have just changed their channel. This remote, how-
ever, would have been the basic model. 

The deluxe model provides more powerful features. 
When I get hungry during the middle of the game, I push 
a button and a ham sandwich along with chips appears on 
the end table; when I get thirsty, I push a button and a 
soft drink materializes beside my sandwich; when the gar-
bage can needs emptying, I push a button and a magic arm 
with a shapeless, gusty sound removes the bag and depos-
its it outside in the bin; when I need clean clothes, I push a 
button and my dirty clothes are washed, dried, folded, and 
placed in their proper place; when the grass needs mow-
ing, I push a button and Robo-Mower is soon running in 
earnest; and when the house needs cleaning, I push a but-
ton and all dirt instantly disappears through a most ex-
traordinary procedure. All of these things are done from 
the comfort of my recliner without sweating a drop and 
by simply moving one finger. The deluxe model definitely 
provides the best value, and I highly recommend it. 
Incidentally, all of this talk is making me hungry. "Has 
anyone seen my remote?"  
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“Trixie Issabelle „07” 
Rebecka Mae Davis 

Photography 
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“Laundry” 
Rebekah Yontz 

 
The day comes every week, when endless piles 

Of cotton polyester blends become 
Small mounds of color---floating isles, 

On blue-grey seas of vast linoleum. 
 

Then vanished from my sight, each gone to where 
With agitating currents Fresh Rain cleans, 

Cool waters rinse, and warm Clean Breeze wafts air. 
I fold the towels, T-shirts, socks, and jeans. 

 
Tall tow‟rs of fabric call,” Come get your clothes.” 

 
Each designated by its owner‟s name. 

The isles all washed away, relieving woes. 
As finally the job becomes a game: 

 
My family members race to stash their stack, 

But piles, inevitably, will soon be back. 
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“White-tailed Buck” 
John Ridley 

Scratch-board and Ink 



“Illusive One” 
Madelyn Warrenfells 
 
Youth searches for peace in freedom, 
Following it anywhere, 
Enjoying it with all the senses, 
Imagining life will never end. 
Then youth grows into middle age. 
The scenes are the same, 
But they look different now. 
Middle age realizes this is not peace. 
A new search begins for the illusive one. 
It must be found. 
The search continues. 
New experiences leave an empty place 
As they become routine. 
Then middle age grows old. 
Old age is wise, 
Appreciating that peace is now a friend. 
Peace is found not in freedom, 
But in security. 
In true peace, worries dwell not. 
As old age gives way to death, 
Another youth begins the search. 

7 
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“My Brother, My Hero” 
Yanett Mayen 
  

It was nearly nine o‟clock at night on that tragic 
day, when suddenly he was awakened by an abrupt stop of 
the bus on which he was traveling. My brother is a mem-
ber of the intelligence arm of the Peruvian Army, and his 
mission is to fight terrorist activity in the Peruvian An-
des. My brother Wilfredo Anticona my criteria of what a 
hero means to me. His extraordinary heroic actions and 
deep speak of a man loaded with courage, bravery, selfless-
ness, hard working and over all a loving and caring per-
son. 
 Wilfredo showed extraordinary bravery during one 
incident on a bus going to a mission up in the Andean city 
of Huamachuco. Suddenly he felt the bus stopping on the 
road, and hear yelling, “Stop the bus!” and saw a man put-
ting a gun to the drivers head. 
 The passengers started to panic, specially the 
women and children who began to cry. At that moment, 
two more terrorists forced the bus door and made their 
way inside the bus. 
 This was a preconceived plan to assault the bus, and 
take some people to use them as hostages. This action 
would force the government to free some of their com-
rades, who were captured on that location few days ago. 
Little did they know that an armed Army intelligence of-
ficer was also aboard traveling as a civilian. Next, one of 
the terrorists proceeded to check and release some of the 
women and children, using violence and profane language. 
The following move in this outrage was to take all the 
wallets and jewelry of the panicked passengers. 
 It required a great deal of courage for my brother to 
fight with the terrorist. When the bully came to my 
brother‟s seat, a big battle started between my brother and  
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the ruffian. My brother pulled his gum and injured this 
terrorist in his leg. This led to the terrorist‟s death. Sud-
denly there was a big confusion caused by the rest of the 
terrorist yelling, and in desperation trying to localize who 
was the one who just made the shot. 
 Then my brother jumped on top of the other one 
and felt a burning sensation on his spine. Then just when 
the terrorist was trying to escape he shot him back. 
Wilfredo shot the terrorist and he was shot many times 
himself. By then the other had escape in a car that the ter-
rorist had parked before. Needless to say, the two terror-
ists left on the bus were dying and my brother had very 
little hope of his own survival. 
 His sense of selflessness and protection saved the 
lives of many people that day. It was around twelve 
o‟clock at night when help arrived. By then my brother 
was very weak and close to death. At the hospital, doctors 
performed a delicate operation on his spine, but they said 
that the bullet could not be removed without the risk of 
paralysis. The other bullets were removed from his abdo-
men, ribs and leg. The Peruvian government recognized 
him as a hero for putting himself in danger and for saving 
all passengers. Every time somebody congratulated him, 
he just said: “I was just doing my job.” 
 My brother Wilfredo is a very hard working man, 
he is forty-six years old and the father of two children. 
Despite his disability, he manages to raise his family and 
go to work every day and keep going on with his life all 
the caring and loving that only a good father can give. For 
all his actions and deeds, I can say that he is my hero. We 
are proud to have a real hero as a member of our family. 
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“A Hero‟s Fate” 
Richard Bailey 
 
I left today for a land far away, 
not for Olympic Games to play.  
Freedom‟s call bellowed aloud, 
so I took my place, standing proud. 
No glamour, nor glitz. As I lie face down in the mud, 
shielding myself from the explosion of a scud.  
Up in a flash, with yet no disdain, looking around to see 
the suffering and pain.  
Not from the turmoil of fighting and war, but oppres-
sion‟s ugly scars they bore. 
If freedom was free and obtained at no cost, surely none 
would be lost. 
 But to this day that‟s not the case.  
So off I go with no less haste, to offer myself, of course, I 
consider it no waste.   
 
I left today for a land far away.  
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“Pinnacles” 
Kyle Taylor 
Photography 
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“Thank You for Fighting for Our Freedom:  
Goodbye with Love and Kisses” 

Joyce Harper 
Photography 
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“Dogwood” 
Cathy Bost 

Digital Photography 
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“Planet Halloween” 
Andy Jewett 
Photography 
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“Jellyfish” 
Linsey Dixon Koda 

Photography 
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“The Art of Natural History” 
Alicia Milner 

Digital Photography 
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“Here‟s Looking at You” 
Doug Miller 

Digital Photography 
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“In Honor of Service:  
St. Louis Cemetery #1, New Orleans” 

Kyle Taylor  
Photography 
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“Role Reversal” 
John Ridley 
 

Formless shapes in the darkness abound, 
Awaking birds the only sound; 

While Helios prepares for his fiery chariot ride. 
And I have only myself with whom to confide. 

 
Tendrils of mist are hugging the ground, 

Rustling creatures they my sanctuary surround. 
As the flora about me begin to appear, 

In front, behind, and to the rear. 
 

With definition more visible as the vapors abate, 
Helios‟ light begins with morning clouds to mate, 

Shivering as it is coldest before the dawn. 
As night diminishes from its dark shades that were 

drawn. 
 

Game trail brings a stag with head proudly high, 
Warily he searches for enemies that are nigh. 

On he comes to pass under my nest, 
While my weapon once ready is now at rest. 

 
Today, clothed in battle dress, to the other‟s home I came, 

Somehow I understand our roles were once the same. 
Who is the hunter and who is the prey? 

It depends on what role we play each day. 
 

In earlier years, battle dressed, to a strange land I went, 
Where many young men, their lives were spent. 

Pushing my way through jungled glen, rice field fen; 
I was surely in his home but was the hunted then. 
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“Why is Martin Luther King Day a Black Holiday?” 
Joe Spavone 
Best Prize Prose Winner 
 
 It was one of those beautiful Southern winter days 
that we all look forward to.  There was not much warmth 
in the bright sunshine, but the very blueness of the sky 
was filled with the promise of spring.  Some of the trees 
were foolishly budding.  The next freeze would get them 
for sure, but we did not care.  Winter weather, school, and 
work had kept our family from doing much together dur-
ing the past weeks.  It was time to get out of the house. 
 We decided to take advantage of the MLK holiday 
by attending the parade that went through the square of 
our small town.  It wouldn't cost anything and was a lot of 
fun.  I always looked forward to the Black cowboys in the 
parade.  There were always forty or fifty of them and they 
would canter past the courthouse with that wonderful 
sound of hooves on pavement.  They were impeccably 
dressed in leathers and Stetsons.  Those Black horsemen 
had style, and I enjoyed it. 
 There are certain things that all veteran parade-
goers know.  Get there early and don't bother trying to 
park too close.  The police will dutifully close the street 
one is parked on, and the hapless parade-goer will be con-
demned to a long line of creeping cars when the parade is 
over, with cranky children in the back seat.  Besides, the 
half-mile walk does one good when he is suffering from 
cabin fever.  The best place to see the parade is right in 
front of the courthouse since this is where the floats and 
performers pause for a few moments and do what floats 
and performers do.  It is also a great chance to wave at  
friends and acquaintances in the parade.  Life in a small 
town has its advantages. 
 Having completed the prerequisites, we took our  
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place on the square.  We chatted, as families do, while 
waiting for the parade to begin.  I idly looked around and 
was a little disappointed in the small turnout.  In our town 
we love our parades and usually see a couple of thousand 
people at them.  The turnout that day was somewhere 
around 200, with only one other White family to be seen.  
I really looked hard, but no other white families were in 
sight.  I had a vague sense of lack of rightness about the 
situation, but the parade was starting, so I decided to think 
about it later. 
 The parade was the way small town parades are.  
The children on the floats had the faces of innocent angels 
as they threw candy.  The kids on the sidewalk had the 
faces of innocent demons as they dashed madly into the 
street, like minnows, to retrieve their treats.  The siren on 
the brightly polished fire truck was way too loud, as al-
ways.  A hearse rolled by with the back door open so the 
owner of the funeral home could majestically dispense 
hard candy into the air.  The sidewalk children broke from 
their parents and dashed again.  Brightly uniformed 
marching bands paused and serenaded us with “Louie, 
Louie,” and other standards.  We waved to friends in the 
crowd, and to those friends in the parade itself.  Balloons 
were in the air, and mothers shifted their babies to a less 
tired arm.  Toddlers on fathers' shoulders either struggled 
to get down, or pulled Dad's hair. The African-American 
cavalry clop-clopped down the street and were a sight to 
see. The floats were usually flat-bed trailers pulled by a 
tractor or a pickup truck.  All of the decorations were 
homemade.  The parade had one-tenth the polish of a big 
city parade and twice the charm. 
 As I watched the parade, that feeling of vague dis-
appointment crept up on me again.  Float after float went 
by.  The inevitable church floats were all African-
American.  The business floats were all Black businesses. 
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The marching bands were integrated, but I know from my 
daughter, who is in a marching band, that these kids have 
to show up, under pain of death.  The fire and police vehi-
cles had mixed crews as well.  At that moment, I realized 
that part of Dr. King's dream was dying and was in danger 
of being lost forever. The winter sun offered no warmth; I 
zipped up my coat.    
 Martin Luther King's dream had two parts.  The 
first one is the most well known and, at the time in the 
early '60s, the most compelling.  Segregation had to end.  
Jim Crow had to be put in the coffin and never allowed to 
rise again.  The greatest tangible gift that Dr. King gave 
our nation was his ability to bring about change without 
cultural destruction.  Dr. King steered us through the cen-
trifugal disunity that threatened the very essence of our 
nation.  He demonstrated the graveness of the threat by 
eloquently reminding us of forgotten Founding Fathers' 
holy words:  “We hold these truths to be self-evident.”  
Words like these have been a clarion call to all true patri-
ots for over 200 years.  He acted as a lens, or a catalyst.  
Divergent and destructive forces converged in Dr. King 
and came out in a way that made peaceful resolution pos-
sible.  For those of us who lived through the '60s, this was 
a miracle.  Segregation died a coward's death and was la-
mented by few.  The American Revolution continued on 
its journey into the future, threatened only when we for-
get that some truths are self-evident.  
 Tangible things are the easiest to fix.  Blacks and 
Whites work together, they eat at the same restaurants, 
and they can join the same clubs now.  Racial discrimina-
tion is illegal, and, at least on the surface, culturally unac-
ceptable.  All visible Jim Crow is now gone.  MLK Day is 
now a federal holiday and all reasonable people acknowl-
edge what a great man Dr. King was.  Life should be good. 
 But, somehow, life isn't so good. Intangibles cloud  
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our horizon and we continue to wait for racial harmony 
like a lost child hopes for her mother. Lip service is duti-
fully paid whenever the subject of civil rights comes up, 
but Blacks and Whites have not yet found a way to live 
together.  Resentment simmers under the surface in the 
White community over the “special treatment” minorities 
get.  African-Americans are certain that Whitey is trying 
to keep them down. A popular talk show host gets a lot of 
mileage by asserting that Affirmative Action is merely 
another form of racism. There is a Martin Luther King, 
Jr., Boulevard in all but the smallest towns now, even in 
the South, yet the street always seems to be in the worst 
section of town.  The Black middle class has gained a firm 
foothold, only to bang its head against the glass ceiling, 
for African-American CEOs are still as rare as hens' teeth. 
The Civil Rights Movement is in disarray, encumbered by 
ineffectual leadership.  Dr. King's survivors seem to have 
turned his legacy into a lucrative cottage industry.  MLK's 
speeches and papers are copyrighted and dissemination of 
his message is tightly controlled.  In fairness, such control 
is probably necessary, or we would be seeing Dr. King's 
work used to sell cars or beer. There is significant support 
to put the Confederate battle flag back on the Georgia 
state flag.  The hope for change that MLK brought about 
at such high cost is diverging, and there is not much con-
cern, or even notice, about it.  Much progress has been 
made toward integration, but desegregation was only half 
of the Doctor's dream.  Half a dream is not enough for our 
country, and is not enough to sustain the greater, and less 
tangible, part of Dr. King's dream. 
 The second part of the dream is a prophet's call to 
the divine:  “I have a dream that one day on the red hills 
of Georgia, the sons of former slaves and the sons of for-
mer slave owners will be able to sit down together at the 
table of brotherhood” and that, “one day right there in  
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Alabama little black boys and black girls will be able to 
join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters 
and brothers.”  This powerful imagery is the most signifi-
cant part of the Doctor's legacy, yet it is overlooked be-
cause it cannot be measured or mitigated with laws the 
way segregation can be. Martin Luther King wanted more 
than desegregation.  He wanted us to be able to live to-
gether and to benefit from the richness such unity brings. 
This melting pot unity is penultimate Americanism. This 
is neither a Black thing nor a White thing, but an Ameri-
can thing and it calls for new thinking. Unfortunately, our 
pop culture encourages us to prefer our thinking in sound 
bites and prepackaged thoughts, while Dr. King's ethereal, 
yet concrete, dream calls for sincere introspection.  It calls 
for a leap of faith, a jump off a cliff.  Most of us, I fear, do 
not have the courage to close our eyes and jump. We don't 
even seem to want to have such courage, even though the 
current atmosphere is a threat to our American dream.  
Dr. King had this courage, and perhaps we should look to 
him for it.   
 Our culture has exchanged segregation for polariza-
tion.  The Reverend King was completely against this con-
cept.  He said in his “I Have a Dream” speech,  
“The marvelous new militancy which has engulfed the 
Negro community must not lead us to a distrust of all 
white people, for many of our white brothers, as evi-
denced by their presence here today, have come to realize 
that their destiny is tied up with our destiny. And they 
have come to realize that their freedom is inextricably 
bound to our freedom. We cannot walk alone.”  
 The pictures of Dr. King at the podium on that day, 
all have white supporters in them.  The day of the “I Have 
a Dream” speech, August 28, 1963, was one of the greatest 
affirmations of our Constitution in our history.  White 
and Black patriots, responding to the same call for  
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freedom that the Minutemen marched to at Lexington and 
Concord, gave their lives to the cause of racial justice dur-
ing the '60s and Dr. King acknowledged them during his 
lifetime. Their presence and sacrifice has been forgotten. 
Polarization and resentment are first cousins and have 
done great harm to the Civil Rights movement.  Care 
must be taken here, or King's dream, inextricably linked 
to our nation's existence, may become part of the flotsam 
of history. 
 It is long past time to sit down at the table of broth-
erhood.  The best way to sit down at a new table is to 
think, and then to talk.  A good way to start is to talk to a 
neighbor at the Martin Luther King, Jr., Day Parade. Look 
for warmth in the winter sun. Then go for lunch after-
wards.  Anyone from a small town knows that food can 
bring about a leap of faith.  Fried okra may be what saves 
us. 
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“Faces” 
Nicole Taylor 
 
I see so many faces 
Black, brown, white, pink, so many races 
Frowns and smiles 
Even as innocent as a child's face 
It seems like I can't erase them 
The images that I encounter everyday 
Faces that tell me "get out of the way!" 
Faces that ask me, "How was your day?" 
Even faces that tell me, "I am having a bad day!" 
I see faces that depict the pains that have been 
Some faces ask me to be a close friend 
It is funny how one doesn't have to say a word 
Your face tells me those words that never get heard 
And you say that is absurd 
That I can just look at you and know without you saying a 
word 
Yes, I know when you're happy and when you are sad 
When you are angry and even when you're mad 
Just look in the mirror and I guarantee you that you will 
see the same 
It is your face that I will remember even if I can't remem-
ber your name 
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“Newcomer” 
Russ Williams 

Digital Photography 
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“Black Horse” 
Teresa Garrison 
Best Prize Poetry Winner 
 
While lying in my bed, the huge Black Horse                 
will come for me.  How long will cancer seethe?            
I have a fight in front of me. What course                       
it takes,  I fear I‟ll struggle just to breathe.                          
I lie here list‟ning for death‟s steps, and He                  
emerges soon, shall come to conquer all.                   
How long will he be held at bay?   For thee                       
I  keep my courage up as  moments crawl.                      
When shall I face my death?  I see the door;                              
my walk is almost done.  I have no fear.                          
Anticipating ones gone on before.             
Please tell my kinfolk left, I feel them here.                

So, as death comes for me, I‟ll win.                   
 I will be with my loved ones once again.     
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“Faces” 
Russ Williams 

Digital Photography 
Second Prize Art Winner 
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“Two Worlds Collide” 
Alicia Milner 

Digital Photography 
First Prize Art Winner 
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“Gnarls and Twists” 
Linsey Dixon Coda 
Digital Photography 
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“Bolted to the Past” 
Andy Jewett 
Photography 
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“Cheap Fare for a Glimpse of the Aftermath:  
Canal Street Cable Car, New Orleans” 

Kyle Taylor 
Photography 
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“The Columns: Neo Classical Pillars” 
Joyce Harper 
Photography 
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“Out In the Elements” 
Daniel Montgolf 
 

I‟m in my Element all day all night 
the highway is never dull or boring. 

The road conditions are harsh when it is bright 
my travels are fun when out exploring. 

 
People laugh and cry and crack funny jokes, 

the box fights back while screaming in the wind. 
Its body appears a somewhat a hoax, 

while trying constantly; fighting to blend. 
 

When the night comes near and the sun draws far, 
the journey ends and you fill up the tank. 
The long driven journey turns off the tar, 

the night goes by and everything goes blank. 
 

The Element starts new journeys each day, 
with fun and laughs in a boxy display. 
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“My Angel” 
Sandy Adamson 
 
“Is man an ape or an angel?  I, my lord, I am on the side of 
the angels.”   

- Benjamin Disraeli, 1864 
 

The sights, sounds and smells heightened my 
senses.  Signs were indecipherable, words sounded like 
gibberish, and the airport smelled like a Chinese restau-
rant.  I was nineteen years old when I arrived in Japan.  
As the days of my adventure unfurled, circumstance and 
faith culminated in the event that introduced me to my 
angel.   

Americans are taller than most Japanese, so it was 
not difficult to spot my husband in the crowded airport.  
We flagged a taxi for the ride from Tokyo to Yokosuka.  
We checked into a motel and awakened early the next 
morning to look for an apartment.  After only two weeks 
of culture shock and settling into my new life, my hus-
band‟s ship deployed, and I was alone.  

Even as an introvert, I had no difficulty making 
friends within the small American community.  I met 
Vanessa, a girl my age from Oklahoma, while doing laun-
dry.  We talked while the clothes spun.  We finished our 
chore, and Vanessa invited me to her home.  With noth-
ing on my calendar but an empty apartment, I jumped at 
the offer.  Well acquainted by now with the main road 
through town that led a mile‟s journey from the base to 
my apartment, I was eager to expand my horizons.  With 
my laundry in tow, I boarded the bus with Vanessa.  The 
bus wound down unfamiliar streets.  At a stop well into 
the trip, we disembarked only to transfer to another bus.  
By the time we reached Vanessa‟s stop, my disorientation 
was complete.  
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As we shared Pepsis, potato chips, stories of home, 
and exotic impressions of Japan, the sun ebbed.  I wanted 
to leave with enough sunlight to get me home, and I asked 
Vanessa for directions back to the base.  In my hometown, 
the buses display their destinations on the front.  In Japan, 

the displays look like this: 秘印済特適秘済.  Vanessa did 

her best to describe the hieroglyphics on the buses to the 
base.  I struggled to keep it straight in my head.  We 
hugged and I walked to the bus stop, wishing I had taxi 
money. 

Traffic and daylight passed.  I clutched my bag and 
monitored the street as anxiety closed in on me like twi-
light.  What if I caught the wrong bus and found myself 
in the Japanese boonies?  I envisioned myself tramping 
through a moonlit rice paddy, dragging my laundry as the 
bus driver yelled, “So sorry, end of rine, you go now!”  
How would I ever find my way home?  I had begun to 
panic when a car stopped.   

A smiling, middle-aged, Japanese man in a business 
suit motioned to me.  Darkness had settled in, and my 
mind raced.  The man had a kind aura, but why did this 
inscrutable stranger stop to offer me a ride?  I looked 
down to see if my thumb inadvertently stuck out.  Did 
lugging a bag of clothes make me look like a hobo in need 
of a ride?  Did I look vulnerable, scared, and too young to 
be at the bus stop after dark?  Are there Japanese serial 
killers?  His action made no sense.  Again, I imagined the 
bus ride.  I saw myself irretrievably lost in the night, un-
able to communicate with anyone, unable to read the 
signs, every place I went looking like the place I had just 
been, in a country where every highway and back alley 
smelled of soy sauce and bean sprouts.  Was I more afraid 
of the stranger or the bus?   
 As my angst reached its crescendo, I looked up and  



38 

silently checked in, “Lord, help!”  I looked back at the 
Japanese stranger.  My anxiety dissipated.  Surprised, I 
felt as if I were meeting an old friend, and a sense of peace 
and calm overcame me.   

We rode in silence.  The air between us filled with 
goodwill and gratitude.  The ride to the base did not take 
long.  The stranger pulled to the curb at the gate.  I opened 
the door and stepped onto the sidewalk, waving as he 
drove away.   
 I have heard a story about an angel taking the 
prophet Elijah to heaven in a chariot of fire.  My angel 
drove a Toyota.  

“Butterfly Theorem” 
Monique Migneault 

Pen and Ink 
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“A Fantasy” 
Dawn Goff 
Second Prize Poetry Winner 
    
You walked into the room with hand on hip,  
       A dream in cowboy boots and leather vest,  
       A cigarette half dangling from your lips, 
        Your hair so ebony…and all the rest. 
 
A picture perfect Marlboro Man, oh yea! 
      What I would give to have a man like that! 
      To dance love‟s dance with him - a true ballet, 
       The stealthy way he moves, so like a cat, 
        
So smooth and suave, my very own wet dream. 
      His wand‟ring  eyes so fully meet with mine, 
Warm chills run down my back; he‟s so supreme. 
 A fantasy reaction to fine wine,  
    
The heat wears off; the fantasy soon dies. 
The realization dawns, oh what surprise! 
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“A Nurse‟s Prayer” 
Richard Bailey 
 
In the early morning, beyond the twilight hours, came a 
light so bright,  
was it heavenly powers? 
Arose so softly, and spoke no words, of mystic angels I 
have heard.  
There lies the shell that housed the mist, appearing before 
my eyes. 
 Is this what it is like to see someone die?   
My oath, my duty sworn to uphold: protect the life of the 
young and old.  
Feverishly I worked to restore him to life, not wanting to 
face the misery and strife.  
Deep within, the emotions well, as “Clear” I shout and 
yell.  
A surge of power flowed within, his body arched as we hit 
him again.  
My mind numb, my heart aching, the light began to dim, 
his chance of life now seeming so slim.  
Falling quickly to my knees despite all the stares, I offered 
up to God a silent prayer. 
This child so young and innocent, there must be a way; 
restore him to life that he may die another day. 
The mist in the room to the shell did return,  
an important lesson was there for everyone to learn, re-
gardless of the skills or beliefs of man  
prayer works, because it is indeed in God‟s plan. 
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“Taste of Love” 
Felicia Spruill 
 
 Much like Cupid uses his bow and arrows in the 
game of love, my grandmother—Ina Leona Moore, affec-
tionately known as Maw maw—used food. Because she 
could not reach her family‟s counter, she began cooking in 
a chair.  All who knew her remember her ability to create 
a mouth- watering meal from very few ingredients. Most 
of my earliest memories of her are of the way she wel-
comed us into her home with tasty treats.  Reciting the 
story of how she had rolled out biscuits while her brother 
had milked the cow, she taught me to prepare old-
fashioned country meals. 
 Her kitchen, with the warm scent of a Cracker Bar-
rel Restaurant, always displayed fresh goodies ready for us 
to devour. I was not the only one she loved with food; she 
would feed anyone who accepted the invitation. Often my 
Paw Paw, her husband, would invite someone from their 
small country store to come have lunch with them. Every-
one in the community knew if neighbors stopped in for a 
visit, they would not leave hungry; therefore, passers- by 
often saw them sprinkling salt onto slices of her freshly 
cut watermelon right in the front yard underneath her old 
oak tree. Preparing meals for the sick and bereaved, she 
often stayed with those in need, helping in any 
 way she could. 
           Gardening occupied most of her spring and sum-
mer. Nurturing plants and fertilizing the soil came natu-
rally to her during the time that I knew her. Many times, 
we would pass by and see her wearing an old-fashioned 
bonnet, weeding rows of corn, okra, and other vegetables. 
Her labors supplied fresh meals during the warmer 
months and tasty preserves during the cooler months; it 
was hard to decide if the food tasted better straight out of  
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the warm sunshine or canned using our favorite spices. 
For as long as I can remember, an old stick accompanied 
her on her way, helping her both to stay balanced and to 
reach apples hiding high in the tree.  
 She spent the majority of her life lovingly antici-
pating the next gathering of family and friends.  Holidays 
required months of preparation, but all I knew then was 
that everything I put into my mouth tasted well than any 
food from a restaurant. Usually she made sure to fix eve-
ryone's favorite item.  
 Warm homemade biscuits became her signature 
item. As if second nature, her experienced worn hands 
moved skillfully through the flour bowl carefully blending 
milk and lard into a sticky mixture that would later be-
come perfect mounds of browned delight. After working 
just the right amount of flour into each biscuit, she placed 
the dough onto a pan with a pat of her fingertips, creasing 
each top. With layers of fluffy goodness and creamy but-
ter, each biscuit dissolved into our taste buds.                                                                                                                                               
  I remember asking why every extra biscuit or piece 
of cornbread ended up in the freezer; she explained that 
the combination made the best tasting chicken dressing.  
She was right. Between just the right amount of sage and 
moist chicken was a flavor I thought must be straight 
from heaven. Even her fruitcake melted in our mouths. 
 Chocolate cakes, fried pies, puddings, and hand-
cranked ice cream were common menu items, for she 
could do things with fresh fruits that I still to this day 
have not been able to do: jellies, jams, cobblers, dried fruit 
mixtures, and sticky fig preserves. I watched her for hours 
as she peeled bushels of peaches or apples. When I grew 
old enough for her to trust me with sharp knives, I peeled 
and chopped fruits with her, juices running from my el-
bow.   



43 

 Nowadays when cooking for my family, I share 
some of her traditional recipes and stories.  I now sense a 
little of the pride she must have felt when her loved ones 
left the table satisfied, for a clean plate says" thank you" to 
the cook every time.  Although food is one of life's neces-
sities, having someone to share it with is still one of the 
sweetest joys on earth. Realizing all the effort and care my 
grandma placed in each meal, I can truly say I have been 
loved with food.                

“Empty Lake” 
Andy Jewett 
Photography 
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“Christmas Memories” 
Benita Trask 

 
Remember when Christmas took forever to come 
Presents, although treasured, were few 
Stockings filled with fruit, candy, and gum 
Presents and memories made anew 
 
Children waited with anticipation 
To see what Santa had in store 
When they opened their gifts, what joyous elation 
Who got what; no one kept score 
 
For the day do I long 
When to their parents, children were pleasin‟ 
When right was right and wrong was wrong 
And, Jesus was the only reason we celebrated the season 
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“A Letter to My Granddaughter” 
Tom Miller 
 
Dear Emma, 
 
There was an old woman who lived in a shoe, 
She had so many children 
She was on food stamps. 
One day, her husband, Jack, said, 
"If I take this job jumping over candlesticks, I'll make a for-
tune!" 
She agreed, and went on weaving a blanket made of spider 
webs. 
Jack went to town and traded his cow for a small plant. 
He then was invited to a big party, where he entered the 
contest to stick his finger in a pie.  He won first place when 
he pulled out his thumb. 
There were blackbirds everywhere.  Shortly afterwards, he 
received a page that his youngest son had fallen off a wall 
and was pretty well smashed up. 
He sped to the scene, and called Eggleston Hospital on his 
cellular while driving. 
None of the Royal doctors could help a whole lot, so, 
Jack tried to get home, but was attacked by a wolf, 
who threatened to eat him.  Jack said "Bah, Humbug!" and 
the wolf 
proceeded to blow Jack‟s little Japanese import car over. 
Jack had a lot of trouble on foot, especially crossing the 
bridge, 
which seemed to conceal a family of trolls, 
but he finally made it, and 
went to the kitchen and made some porridge. 
It was too hot. 
 
Lots of love, 
Grandpa XOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXOX 
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“The Beast” 
Amber Wright 
 

Sitting at my desk, I heard a man on the television 
screaming, “I can‟t find my wife. She had my hand, and 
she let go. Now I can‟t find her.”  My attention then fo-
cused on the beast.  Labor day 2005, I packed the car with 
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, medical kits, gallons 
of water, diapers, baby food, and other miscellaneous 
items for a trip to Biloxi, Mississippi.  I did not leave for 
vacation; I left to help.  As I pulled out of my driveway, 
my children waving good-bye, I shed a few tears; not sure, 
of the actual destruction of the land, emotions of the peo-
ple, or the effects on the economy that I may encounter, 
however I was determined to help fellow citizens in any 
way I could.  
 Crossing the line into Mississippi, I began to see 
the devastation that the beast left: street signs wrapped 
around poles, railroad tracks taken completely out of the 
ground, and boarded windows on many houses and stores.  
As I crossed the bridge into Biloxi, I could smell the terror 
in the peoples‟ lives that they had just encountered. Once 
full of life, lights, and laughter, now sat a lifeless, gloomy 
and destroyed city.  No gas stations in driving distance, no 
grocery stores opened for business, no lights and abso-
lutely no laughter filled the streets at this time.  
 I drove down the streets hoping for any signs of 
life.  Most people in fear fled their homes, leaving every-
thing behind for the beast to wash away.  I came across a 
few families still in their home, miserably hot, hungry and 
in need of water and baths.  One particular family stands 
out in my mind; a mother, preparing the last package of 
ramen noodles, sat outside with her children.  The chil-
dren‟s mother was very distraught and had a look of de-
feat on her face.  I then offered them food, water, and all  
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other things that I brought with me, thankful, but not 
greedy about the things that they took. 
 I traveled on farther toward the beachfront houses.  
For miles, the houses were leveled and wiped away.  The 
beast, no longer in site, left the waters calm and relaxed.  I 
turned to look at the city, or what was left of it.  The 
houses that sat in front of me had no walls, were flooded, 
and had furniture thrown all around them.  I could only 
imagine the pain these people must have experienced. 

Sitting in my car, I found my phone to call home.  I 
talked with my sons about the scene; I asked them to say a 
prayer for the children who could no longer hear their par-
ents‟ voices.  The beast had taken their parents away.  
Suddenly, a military man approached my car window and 
asked me to leave the area; the military ships had to dock 
there.  After the people of the city had already suffered for 
many days, they finally arrived to help.  At this time I de-
cided that I would go back home to my family. As I left 
the signs on the houses stated, “We will recover from 
Katrina, we will recover.” The pictures in newspapers and 
magazines had no effect on my emotions the way that 
standing on the ground where the beast had uprooted so 
many lives did. 
 Driving back through Alabama, I noticed several 
soldiers standing at gas station entrances and exits.  How-
ever, many gas stations had no activity; people fleeing the 
dangerous areas already took their gas supply. People who 
finally found a store with gas decided that they would 
steal it, resulting in the soldier escorts to the cashier.  Ter-
rified by my experience, I never stopped again until I 
turned into my driveway.  My children were waiting im-
patiently with open arms; I hugged them and remembered 
just how lucky I was. 
 The beast not only affected Louisiana, Mississippi, 
and Alabama, but the entire nation.  The experience of the  
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trip left a dramatic impact on my life.  When a disaster of 
this magnitude occurs, it takes an entire nation to recover.
  

Works Cited 
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“Monstrous Thing” 
Christine Shirey 
 

What is it Lord,  
this monstrous thing  

which casts its shadow on my days 
and hinders me the joy of  

seeing you? 
How did it come to have 

this honor in my life? 
When I had thoughts that  

only you were centered there, 
when did I welcome it and cast 

you out? 
Help me, dear God 
to know its name 

that I may cast it down 
and open my life once again 

to you alone. 
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“Famille Maillot: St. Louis Cemetery #1, New Orleans” 
Kyle Taylor 
Photography 
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“Flowers of St. Augustine” 
Andy Jewett 
Photography 
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“My Mother, a Southern Lady in the Sun” 
Linsey Dixon Koda 

Photography 
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“Pere Marquette: Common Street, New Orleans” 
Kyle Taylor 
Photography 
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“An Irish Holiday” 
Tom Miller 

 
1 

 
August 10 
 
 Saturday's dawn came early to the middling sized 
village of Portadown, near the center of County Armagh, 
Northern Ireland.   
 Tom stirred at first light, kicking back the sleeping 
bag in this unheated flat two stories above Mandeville 
Street.  He heard the distant sound of pipes and drums 
and knew they would draw closer as the Apprentice Boys 
announced today's importance.   
 Less than a month earlier the Orangemen's march 
down Garvaghy Road had turned into the Siege of Drum-
cree.  Surely the Apprentice Boys would prevail today, 
forwarding the cause of their Orange brothers, blunted by 
that standoff on July 12th. 
 Tom had to move quickly to make the special 0945 
Northern Ireland Railways departure.  The Troubles had 
caused the standard Day-tracker fare to be more than dou-
bled to £12.  The Royal Ulster Constabulary had been 
working all night to insure the tracks had been cleared of 
any IRA interference.  There was no guarantee that the 
NIR schedule would be kept. 
 Needing coffee badly, Tom dressed and walked 
down the carpeted stairs, across the landing, and then back 
up one flight to Heather's flat.  Moving into her kitchen, 
Tom filled the immersion heater.  The next order of busi-
ness, of course, after the coffee, was a bath.  The water 
heater timer, located on the kitchen wall, was set for 30 
minutes.  Just enough time for the morning's first coffee 
and cigarettes.  Heather would have to arise soon, if she  
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was to make the trip.  Not knowing if she was alone, Tom 
softly knocked on her bedroom door.  The quietness was 
broken by Heather's cry. 
 "Bollocks! It's too damn early!  Go away!" 
 Obviously, Heather was alone, and had had a late 
night. 
 Tom smiled, "Get your cute ass out of bed, we've 
got a train to catch!!"   
 Heather groaned, "OK, dammit!"   
 Tom heard her stumble out of bed and open her 
closet.  As she entered the living room in her barely tied 
blue robe, he saw the puffy eyes and disheveled auburn 
hair.  She immediately headed for the kitchen and poured 
hot water into a large teacup.   
 Drowning a teabag she finally sighed, "Crap." 
 Tom quickly prepared his bath, being careful to use 
only the hot water necessary so to leave enough for 
Heather.  Showers were indeed a rarity in Ireland, both 
north and south.  While bathing, Tom heard the carillon 
ring out the hour from the steeple of the Church of Ire-
land, diagonally adjacent across the back alley.  A wrist-
watch seemed superfluous in a village with the familiar 
Westminster chimes tolling every quarter hour. 
 Drying quickly and dressing in stiff line-dried 
clothes, Tom hesitated, then dug around in his Dopp kit.  
This might be a good day to wear the long unused dog 
tags, stamped "Protestant" and "O positive" at Fort Leo-
nard Wood back in 1970.  Dressed, Tom picked up his well 
worn canvas boots and backpack and headed into the liv-
ing room. 
 Heather was reclined with her tea switching the 
television back and forth between the BBC and ITN.  
Both networks seemed intent on out-goring each other 
with scenes of bombings and dire predictions for the day 
ahead.  Old ruddily complected men, many in clerical  col- 
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lars, were interviewed and seemed to take turns support-
ing either progress or tradition, apparently believing that 
the two were incompatible. 
 Heather moved to the bath. Tom fixed another cup 
of coffee, adding just a splash of Bushmills, and took the 
remote control, alternately watching the news and pacing 
the room debating the wisdom of today's trip.  The night 
before, while sharing a few pints with friends, Jerry, a for-
mer Irish Ranger, and a member of the secret Ulster De-
fense Army, warned of trouble.  He was a veteran of 
Drumcree, and his warnings were not to be taken lightly.  
Jerry had decided not to make the trip. 
 Heather returned to the living room after her bath, 
looking much improved.  Tom was glancing out the win-
dow and turned as Heather cheerfully said, "You still go-
ing?"   
 Tom replied, "Aye, I guess." 
 "Brilliant!" 
 Backpacks loaded with cigarettes, snacks, and a 
camera, Tom and Heather finished up their drinks, locked 
up, and headed down Mandeville Street towards the sta-
tion.  Heather led, as usual, her short hair tossing from 
side to side as she set a pace so torrid that Tom almost had 
to jog to keep up with the muscular twenty-nine year old.  
Catching Tom by surprise, Heather turned left instead of 
right at the Main Street intersection.  "We need a few 
pints for the trip!" surprised Tom again, as Heather turned 
to explain without slowing her pace.  She entered the off-
license, picked up a six-pack of Tennent's Lager, and 
moved to the checkout.  Tom paid for the cold beer and 
loaded it into his backpack. 
 The couple once again headed for the train station.  
They approached it uneasily, as it was located on the di-
viding line between the Protestant and Catholic sections 
of town.  Heather joined the queue to purchase the tickets  
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because both feared Tom's American accent might draw 
him into a dangerous conversation. 
 The platform was crowded with small groups of 
people, either boisterously loud, or silently watching the 
tracks.  Nervous apprehension seemed to be the only com-
mon thread among the generally young crowd.   
 The southbound train stopped for a short time and 
took on few passengers.  The arrival of the 0945 
northbound, though10 minutes late, relieved some of the 
tension accumulated as the minutes had passed.  Everyone 
crowded near the doors as the stationmen ran to and fro.   
 The doors opened. Heather drew Tom in and im-
mediately searched for the smoking car.  The NIR had as-
sembled this train with its oldest cars, undoubtedly to 
minimize the financial loss to their rolling stock should 
there be trouble.  Finding the "smoker", they took facing 
seats, centered on a window, and then put their backpacks 
on the empty seats to discourage others from sitting with 
them. 
 The train pulled northward from the station.  
Heather took the first Tennents from Tom's backpack.  
The sharp "phwssh" of the pop-top was joined by other 
similar sounds coming from the nearby seats.  Heather 
took a long drink and passed the can to Tom.  There was 
little conversation within the car.  Questioning glances 
and resulting immediate breaks from direct eye contact 
seemed to be the rule.  Tom stood and opened the win-
dow. 
 Slowing, the trained neared the Lurgan station.  
The platform was again crowded with unease.  As the new 
people joined the train the backpacks did their job.  Tom 
and Heather still had their privacy and room to stretch.  
Northbound once again, Tom popped the second Ten-
nents.  The next stop, Lisburn, would require a transfer to 
the westbound train. 
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 It was nearly half-ten when the train finally slowed 
for Lisburn Station.  Tom looked out the right window 
longingly, across the mall parking lot, at the Golden 
Arches.  Instant Mad Cow disease the natives had 
warned.  A Sausage Egg McMuffin was to die for, even 
with the Tennents. 
 The Lisburn platform had not crowded yet.  The 
scheduled transfer and westbound departure was still ten 
minutes away.  It looked as if the entire northbound emp-
tied, and everyone crowded onto, up and over the old steel 
walkway, making their way to the opposite platform.  
Tom and Heather mixed with the crowd. 
 The couple were barely off the stairs and on the 
platform when the southbound train from Belfast Central 
arrived, preparing to make the swing to the west.  Pushing 
forward, they again made for the smoking car. This time 
there was not the luxury of sitting alone, although the 
rush had won window seats.  The route from Lisburn to 
Antrim was a 30 minute trip as the tracks would actually 
curve to the north.  
 They settled in for the ride and shared another 
Tennents.   
 The mood of the passengers changed as the train 
pulled out.  From the far end of the car a song began.  The 
words were indistinguishable, the voices low, but the mel-
ody was Irish.  People began to talk.  Eyes were no longer 
diverted.  People smiled, nodded, and made introductions.  
Most conversations centered on today‟s Apprentice Boys 
march and frustrations with the RUC and the British 
troops efforts to reroute the parade.  If there were any 
Catholics on board, they had converted to Protestantism, 
at least for the rest of this trip. 
 A bottle of red wine was passed forward from the 
rear of the car. Each passenger solemnly lifted the bottle 
in salute to his neighbor, took a small sip, and passed the  
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bottle on to the next person.  The communion further gal-
vanized the crowd.   
 The train passed the sailing clubs on Lough Neagh 
as it neared Antrim station.  The waiting crowds were 
smaller now.  More quick stops at Ballymena and Bally-
money as the train neared the northern coast at Coleraine 
and Castlerock.  It was now noon as Tom and Heather 
glimpsed the blue sea out the right windows and the 
tracks turned to the southwest.   
 A quick stop at Bellarena, then the train skirted the 
beautiful shore of Lough Fayle.  A growing restlessness 
and building lines to the restrooms indicated the final des-
tination was near.   
 It was now half-twelve. 
 

2 
 
Londonderry.   
 
 To Tom, just the name brought flashbacks of 
American newscasts.  Bombings.  Fires.  Riots.  Killings.  
And the announcer's voice, "...from Londonderry, North-
ern Ireland, the BBC reported today that the IRA accepted 
responsibility..." 
 Responsibility.  Politics.  Religion. 
 During the middle ages the Roman Catholic 
Church spread and converted heathens throughout the 
British Isles.  Ireland became almost totally Catholic. 
 Where did it all start?  Why?   
 Possibly in 1633.  Henry VIII established the 
Church of England separate from the Roman church.  
Some time later he and others encouraged the emigration 
of Protestants to populate Ireland.  It may have been the 
mass movement of Protestant Scots to the northern prov-
ince of Ulster.  The crown would secure their Protestant  
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control over the native Catholic population. 
 Possibly in 1671.  A 38 year old prince, James Stuart, 
second son of King Charles I became a Roman Catholic.  
In 1685 he became king of Protestant England, Scotland, 
and Ireland.  The House of Commons unsuccessfully 
tried to keep him from the throne.  In 1688, James II was 
overthrown in what is remembered as the Glorious Revo-
lution.  James son-in-law, William of Orange, a Dutch 
Protestant, was invited to invade England.  James II fled 
to France, while William assumed the throne as William 
III.  All seemed well, but in 1689 James assembled a 
Catholic French-Irish army and attempted to restore his 
crown.  His forces tried to capture Londonderry, but were 
repelled by the Apprentice Boys, who closed the gates to 
the walled city.  James' army was totally defeated by Wil-
liam's forces in 1690 at the Battle of the Boyne and he 
again fled to France. 
 Londonderry continued to be a center of the vio-
lence that plagues Northern Ireland.  Not too many years 
ago, during a Catholic protest march, British paratroopers 
fired on the crowd and killed 13 people. 
 The Apprentice Boys march today around the wall 
of the city continued a centuries old tradition celebrating 
their victory.  Complaints from the Catholic Bogside 
neighborhood had prompted the British authorities to 
block the wall near the Bogside with concertina wire, ar-
mored cars, and troops.  Two sides had now become three, 
with the British holding the middle ground between the 
Protestants and Catholics.   
 Today it seemed all Irishmen hated the British. 
 

3 
 
 Nearing the station platform, the passengers heard 
the musicians.  Those with window seats on the left side  
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could see the variously colored uniforms and banners of 
the Apprentice Boys and their supporters.   
 The train stopped.  Tom and Heather pushed to-
wards the door, opened by impatient passengers long be-
fore the stationmen arrived.  The exodus of people took 
two routes, either towards the exits or the restrooms. 
 After choosing the restroom stop, Heather and 
Tom entered the littered street amid the loud assemblage 
and quickly found a tented beer stand.  They grabbed go-
cups and set out across the long bridge towards the city 
center. 
 The festival atmosphere was sobered halfway 
across the bridge as Tom looked down to the water.  A 
small olive colored outboard boat, manned by three men 
in camouflage with painted faces, sported a mounted ma-
chine gun. 
 Heather grabbed Tom's hand and led him off the 
bridge into the city.  The British blockades had forced the 
parade to trace a serpentine path throughout the commer-
cial section.  Each street was crowded past the curb, at 
times forcing the marchers to narrow their formations.  
Every watcher had a drink in hand.  Making way up the 
street became ever more difficult for Tom and Heather, 
their pace slowed to a crawl. 
 Pairs of RUC officers in flak jackets stood by most 
corners, but made no effort to interact with the crowd.  
The endless line of parading units created a cacophony of 
sound and shade.  The burgundy of the Apprentice Boys 
was the most prevalent color.  Many organizations 
sported jungle or urban combat fatigues, showing bur-
gundy only in their berets.  Banners proclaimed such 
groups as the Ulster Freedom Fighters, but conspicuously 
absent was the Red Hand of the Ulster Defense Force. 
 Continuing up the hill Tom was impressed with 
the huge gothic Columb's Cathedral on the left, wrought  
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iron fence adorned with gold leaf, and the solid burgundy 
flag flying high and proud.  Heather assured Tom that the 
final destination wasn't much further. 
 The end of the street came into view.  An echelon 
of armored cars, manned by numerous RUC officers as-
sured no further passage. 
 Heather lead Tom to a large four story building on 
the right.  The massive double doors were locked.   
 "What is this building anyway?" 
 "It's the Apprentice Boy's Memorial Hall," an-
swered Heather, continuing, "I'm not surprised it's locked 
here, but I know another way to get in." 
 Tom and Heather walked to the rear of the building 
next to the police barricades.  Heather pounded on the sin-
gle wooden door.  A small window opened, and a face 
scrutinized the couple.  The door opened.  
 Tom and Heather climbed the narrow marble stair-
case.  The second floor hallway was wide with numerous 
bronze plaques lining the outside wall.  They continued up 
the wider staircase to the third floor and entered a large 
auditorium. 
 The room was filled with tables.  The walls were 
adorned with rows of flags.  Small groups of tired march-
ers sat talking loudly and drinking beer.  Tom and 
Heather ordered pints from the small bar and sat down for 
the first time since the train arrived.   
 "Wow, this is wild," said Tom 
 "Pretty calm, I think," countered Heather.  "I told 
you it would be brilliant.  It's all a show.  There won't be 
any real trouble." 
 Relaxing, the couple listened in on the conversa-
tions at the nearby tables.  The marchers' stories from the 
other sections of the parade route weren't so reassuring. 
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4 
 
 "Let's go!" said Heather, as she finished the beer 
and licked the remaining head from her lips. 
 "I'm ready." 
 The couple retraced their route down the stairs and 
out the rear of the building.  Immediately surrounded by 
an angry crowd, Tom swallowed hard and grabbed 
Heather's hand. 
 "Holy crap! What's happening?" exclaimed Tom, 
expecting Heather to know everything. 
 "I don't know, but it's sure as hell not like it was 
when we came in!" 
 Three or four young men were inside the safety 
zone facing the police barricade, repeatedly raising their 
left arms with two fingers raised while grasping their left 
biceps with their right hand, expressing the most defiant 
profanity they could muster.  Streams of all levels of pro-
fanity flowed towards the riot dressed police and troops.  
Occasionally one of the men would charge the barricade 
and arch their spit skyward to hit the protective shields. 
 "I think we better leave!" 
 "Let's get out of here!" agreed Tom, as the first 
empty beer bottle smashed against the nearest armored 
car. 
 The crowd watched, sensed the urgency, and began 
moving at the same time. 
 The street was narrow, too narrow for this crowd.  
Many along the curb were going nowhere, just watching, 
as they moved back against the bricks.  Tom and Heather 
pushed faster and faster as they moved down the center of 
the street.  Politeness was forgotten. 
 Bottles crashed of the sides of buildings and 
smashed in the street as Tom and Heather neared the lead 
of the pack.  Shards of broken glass pelted their backs as it  
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outpaced them.  No time for discussion now. 
 Down a side street on the left Tom glanced at peo-
ple balancing atop an armored car as it violently rocked 
from side to side. 
 Leading Heather, for a change, Tom headed to-
wards the safety of a group of RUC officers gathered at 
the next corner. 
 Catching up, Heather grabbed Tom, and moved 
him forcefully in the other direction. She panted, "Crap 
no, who the hell you think they're throwing at!" 
 A rush of heat and screams met the couple as an-
other bottle crashed against a nearby building.  This bottle 
was not empty. 
 In a dead run, Tom and Heather rounded the next 
corner.  The crowd was thinner now.   
 Catching her breath, Heather said, "Let's get back 
across the bridge!" 
  "No problem here," Tom replied, still jogging.  "I 
should quit smoking!" 
 The bridge was lined with armored cars.  One was 
stopped askew and burning.  Tom and Heather continued 
across the bridge, hardly hesitating to look.  Strangely, 
small formations of Apprentice Boys were still marching 
across the crowded bridge, although now out of the city. 
 Heather and Tom finally slowed to a walk as they 
reached the "safe" side of the bridge.  The crowd was still 
heavy, but people were moving in all directions.  The ur-
gency was gone.  Some gathered in small groups.  Some 
stopped and stared at the four or five columns of black 
smoke rising from the city center.  The roadway was cov-
ered with litter and debris. 
 "Our train leaves in about 45 minutes," Tom re-
minded Heather. 
 "Let's get a six-pack for the ride back," replied 
Heather. 
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"O.K." 
 The nearest off-license was jammed full and a line 
formed on the sidewalk.  Joining in the wait, Tom and 
Heather were finally rewarded with a very expensive, 
room temperature six-pack of Harps. 
 As they entered the station, they passed by a 
woman, skirt hiked up, urinating on a waiting bench.   
 An escape from this madness, and the promising 
peace of a train ride home, drew them inside. 
 

5 
 

 The train crowded quickly.  The mood was less 
than sober, but the tone was celebratory.  "We showed 
them" seemed to be the attitude.  Many shoulders were 
draped with either orange flags or burgundy sashes.  Some 
passengers slumped in their seats, unable to keep their sag-
ging eyelids open. 
 Tom and Heather sat side by side.  The singing 
started as the train departed.  An old man stood and sung 
"Shenandoah."  Later, someone at the far end of the car 
began playing a guitar.  Most of the windows were opened 
to relieve the old pub smell. 
 Little notice was taken of the countryside as the 
train rolled along.  Surprisingly, at the Coleraine stop, the 
train grew more crowded.  Rumors of a stabbing on the 
train ahead spread quickly. 
 The Ballymena platform was filled with uniformed 
RUC officers.  With a rush, they filled the train, standing 
next to every second seat.  Confirmation.  The perpetra-
tors had escaped and boarded this, the next train.  Conver-
sation became more polite. 
 Stopping at Antrim, the officers began to file off.  
Out the right side windows Tom and Heather saw the 
four struggling suspects being bodily carried into the  
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station.  The excitement had caused almost an hour delay.  
Would the last train from Lisburn to Portadown be held? 
 The conductor passed through and assured the Lur-
gan and Portadown riders that an Ulsterbus would be 
available from Lisburn.  
 

6 
 
 Lisburn Station.  The evening was arriving as the 
station-master announced to the departing passengers that 
it would be 20 to 30 minutes before the bus arrived for Por-
tadown. 
 The six-pack gone, Heather pointed to a pub across 
the street from the station. 
 "I've been there, it's a good pub, want to go for a 
quick pint?" 
 Tom replied, "Sure!" 
 The pub was small and warm, exactly what you'd 
expect to find next to a train station.  The couple entered 
and immediately ordered cold pints of Tennent's. 
 "Ahhhhh... I love COLD beer" exclaimed Tom as 
he picked up his glass. 
 "Cheers!" 
 Keeping a watchful eye out the window, the beer 
was finished, and another ordered. 
 "We better head back" stated Heather as she 
reached for two plastic cups. 
 Crossing the street, the couple gathered with sev-
eral people also going to Portadown.  It was another 5 
minutes before the already crowded bus pulled up.  At the 
rear of the line, Tom and Heather quietly awaited their 
turn to board. 
 At the door, the driver shouted down to Heather, 
"Aye, ye can't bring beer on board."   
 Tom finished his in one gulp, but Heather had too  
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much left.  At her first word of protest, the driver quickly 
closed the door and pulled away. 
 "Bollocks!" 
 "Crap!" 
 "Double crap!" 



“Troubled” 
Ryan Hypes 

 
How can I put this into words?  I guess 
I‟ll just arrange the words to sonnet form. 
This work is filling me with ugly stress, 
the kind of stress that builds just like a storm. 
 
Today I‟m really hoping I don‟t fail, 
but due to this assignment, I just might. 
Perhaps I‟ll try my best to just prevail. 
The feeling starts to settle in of fright. 
 
I‟m almost to the end.  The finish line 
is in my sight.  It‟s crazy how this took  
so freaking long.  The only wish of mine 
was finishing so you could take a look. 
  
It‟s funny how the time flew by so fast, 
I‟m finished.  I‟m complete.  I‟m done at last. 

67 
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“A Miracle: The Newborn” 
Angela Rhines 
 
Arriving in the sunny morning light 
My precious child, I chose the perfect name. 
You stare intently at the world so bright 
You see so many things that look the same. 
 
I gaze into your tiny little face 
With eyes that twinkle, twinkle oh so blue 
How do you feel about this strange new place? 
So much amazement when I look at you. 
 
You snuggled in my arm right from the start 
My darling baby, innocent and pure 
With just one smile, you melt my happy heart. 
I‟ll keep you close, forever safe, secure 
 
I hold you tight, to make the mem‟ries last 
For all your baby days will go so fast. 
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“Impressions” 
Laura Jakubiak 
Photography 
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“Landon” 
Lacy Taylor 
 

Landon, quite the inquisitive three-year old, has 
adorable rosy round cheeks and golden brown locks.  At 
times, his innocent face can be deceiving, for he is ex-
tremely inquisitive and very sneaky.  It is imperative that 
one watches him closely at all times, for  he can get into 
something “with motion as swift and implausible as a Sat-
urday morning cartoon chase” (Cohen 169), before anyone 
realizes what he has done. 

A good time to go looking for him is when the 
house becomes unnaturally quiet. Landon, fixated on wa-
ter, usually jets for the fish tank or toilet.  He enjoys put-
ting things in water, maybe to see if they will float.  The 
fish tank, high on a stand, is no obstacle for Landon.  
With a little ingenuity, it does not take him long to figure 
out that moving his little red chair beside the fish tank 
will give him just enough of a height advantage to open 
the lid and insert such things as cell phones, ketchup bot-
tles, uneaten food, and television remotes.  Once, he even 
poured in an entire container of fish food, this resulting in 
only one fish casualty, fortunately.   

The toilet, a seemingly simpler target, is easy to get 
into once someone leaves the bathroom door open.  Tele-
vision remotes do well in the toilet also, as do toy cars, 
dental retainers, and tubes of toothpaste.  Unfortunately, 
toothpaste tubes do not flush well, and it may be neces-
sary to call a plumber.   
  The air vent also seems to grab his attention.  Landon 
must think that these are good hiding places for his and 
other peoples‟ things.  If anything should ever go missing, 
check out the vents.  An-all-day search for his shoes once 
ended there.  Fortunately, the shoes were too big to go 
down the vent; however, other things were not.   
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These items include, but may not be limited to, toddler 
cups, small toys, and-- once again-- the television remote.  
One day, should the ductwork ever be cleaned out, it will 
most likely amaze the person cleaning all the things found 
in there.  There will probably be many items in there that 
no one ever missed. 

At times, he is a little sneaky, and often is not 
heard in the wee hours in the morning when he is getting 
into the refrigerator and the pantry.  This often results in 
broken eggs on the floor and sugar in the Crisco.  He does 
these things, “without any words” (Cohen 169).  At times, 
his sneakiness is easily detected by calling his name and 
receiving the answer, “Nothing.” 

God must have given him a sweet face and small 
voice that often says, “Sorry,” to keep from being perse-
cuted on many of occasions.  When Landon is not in mis-
chievous mode, he plays contently, all by himself, with his 
cars and tractors.  Most of the time he is a perfectly well 
behaved child, as long the little red chair stays hidden, the 
bathroom door stays closed, and the air vents are not ac-
cessible. 

 
Work Cited 
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“Sitting in the Hall” 
Eddie Gore 

Pencil 
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“The Narrow Path” 
Madelyn Warrenfells 

 
The path forever winds over miles of desert sands, 
Each one looking like the last. 
Days turn into years. 
I‟m suddenly much older. 
Then I noticed I have strayed. 
The scenery is no longer familiar. 
Its newness calls me, intrigues me. 
I wander off the road to explore. 
Months pass. 
I gaze at a smiling sliver of a crescent moon 
And wonder how long I‟ve been here. 
I try to find my way back to the familiar path of long ago. 
But my lantern is dark. 
I stumble.  I cry out. 
I forget what I‟m seeking. 
After many months, 
I begin to hear a familiar voice and see a dim light. 
I run towards the narrow path with tears of joy in my 
eyes. 
I sense Him all around me and wish I‟d never left Him. 
I think Him for His mercy and promise to never wander 
again. 
The stars of the clear sky are humbled by a full moon. 
I stare at it and realize how beautiful and satisfying my 
life is, 
Here in the desert. 
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Contributors‟ Notes 
 
Sandy Adamson is in the Registered Nursing program.  
Of her essay “My Angel” she says, “I have always looked 
back at this true event in my life and wondered why this 
man offered me a ride.  I was young and adventurous, 
which left me in a scary place I have never been, experien-
tially or geographically!” 
 
Richard Bailey is the director of the Surgical Technology 
program at WCTC.  A veteran of the U.S. Army, he has 
seen firsthand the work done by the military to protect 
“someone‟s right to live a life free of oppression.”  As a 
registered nurse, he also states, “Working as registered 
nurses, we do our best to sustain life but come to a realiza-
tion that we cannot do it alone.” 
 
Cathy Bost works in the Carroll Campus library.  Of her 
photograph “Dogwood” she says, “I just try to capture the 
beauty I see around me with my camera.” 
 
Rebecka Mae Davis is in the Practical Nursing program.  
Her photograph, “Trixie Issabelle „07” is of one of her 
dogs.  She says, “The sunshine was perfect.  It hit her 
face, allowing her to show some emotion.” 
 
Teresa Garrison is an alumnus of WCTC‟s accounting 
program.  When given the assignment of writing a poem 
in English 193, she says, “I figured the sonnet would be 
easier.  But much to my surprise, it was much harder than 
I imagined.”  She credits her instructor for helping her re-
alize that she “did know more than [she] thought.” 
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Dawn Goff is working on her Associates Degree in ac-
counting.  She wrote her poem “A Fantasy” for English 
193. 
 
Douglas Goforth is in the Computer Information Systems 
program working on a specialization in web site design.  
He created his essay “Where is My Remote?” for English 
191. 
 
Eddie Gore is WCTC‟s Vice President of Student Affairs.  
While he has years of experience with computer aided 
drawing, his sketch “Sitting in the Hall” is hand drawn.  
He says, “The inspiration was simple.  Stepping out of a 
classroom, this is what you saw.  I grabbed a chair, sat 
down, and sketched this one point perspective.” 
 
Joyce Harper is in the Nursing program.  Her photo-
graphs were a result of a trip to Washington, D.C.  While 
she says she loved the architecture of the Jefferson Memo-
rial, from which “The Columns” comes, she was most 
“deeply moved” by her visit to Arlington National Ceme-
tery, where she saw fresh graves and spots waiting for 
new burials. 
 
Ryan Hypes is in the Marketing Management program.  
Ryan‟s sonnet “Troubled” started as an assignment but 
became something more: “I wanted to write my own son-
net to see what my feelings looked like on paper.” 
 
Laura Jakubiak is an assistant to the Registrar at WCTC.  
Her photograph “Impressions” shows two footprints.  She 
says, “I wanted to capture the size of my daughter‟s foot-
print compared to mine on the shore.  My hope is that 
each time we visit the beach we can watch her grow and 
recapture the footprint impressions.” 
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Andy Jewett is in the Radiologic Technology program (or 
X-Ray Tech, he says, “if you prefer plain English).  Of his 
photographs, he likes to capture an image that “makes me 
think there is a story there, even an inarticulable one, then 
it makes me happy.”  He quotes Bart Simpson when refer-
ring to “Empty Lake” saying, “The ironing is delicious.”  
 
Linsey Dixon Koda is the Director of Student Activities 
for WCTC.  Three of her photographs are published here.  
Of “My Mother, a Southern Lady in the Sun” she says, 
“Many aspects of my personality and how I handle situa-
tions are guided by an unspoken code of rules for the 
Southern Woman that were taught to my by my mother.  
The core of this photograph is my mother, but her hat 
represents that unspoken code.” 
 
Yanett Mayen wrote the essay “My Brother, My Hero” 
because it “is a true story of my older brother in one par-
ticular incident going to a mission in the Peruvian An-
dean.  It shows his bravery and courage to save people‟s 
lives.” 
 
Tom Miller is an adjunct instructor of math at the Mur-
phy Campus.  His essay “An Irish Holiday” is the story 
of a single day during his summer in Ireland in 1996.  His 
poem “A Letter to My Granddaughter” is what he calls a 
“fractured fairy tale.” 
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Alicia Milner is in the Medical Laboratory Technology 
program.  She has two photographs published in this is-
sue.  Of “Two Worlds Collide” she says, “This photo was 
taken at a local water park that we have visited since my 
daughter was a baby.  This is a place where she feels safe 
and can lose herself in her own world of play.  I captured 
two images of my daughter in this photograph: there is the 
image of her I see everyday, then there is a reflection of 
that part of her in a pretend world where anything is pos-
sible.” 
 
Daniel Montgolf is in the Healthcare Assistant program 
preparing for Radiology.  His poem “Out in the Elements” 
is about his car.  He says, “I always get jokes about my 
car, so I turned it into a poem.” 
 
Monique Migneault is in the Marketing Management pro-
gram.  Her drawing “Butterfly Theorem” was actually 
produced for Math 191.  She says, “I used the existing 
theorem and a picture of a butterfly.  For the background 
design inside the circle, I twisted the mathematical shape 
counter-clockwise.” 
 
Doug Miller is in the second year the Business Office 
Technology program and will graduate in July.  He is also 
a member of Phi Beta Lambda.  His photograph, “Here‟s 
Looking at You” was taken at the Tennessee Aquarium.  
He says, “Luckily for me, this photogenic butterfly was 
brave enough to let me get within a few inches of it.”    
 
Angela Rhines is in the Nursing program.  She was in-
spired by all of the work she had done to write “A Mira-
cle: The Newborn.”  She says the work in particular that 
inspired the poem “is my now five year old daughter.” 
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John Ridley is the Director of the Clinical Laboratory 
Technology program at WCTC.  His scratch-board depic-
tion of a deer was inspired by his “love of the outdoors.”  
His poem “Role Reversal” was “stimulated by memories 
of many past and varied experiences.” 
 
Christy Shirey is an alumnus of WCTC‟s Administrative 
Office Technology program and currently works in the 
Registrar‟s office on the Murphy Campus.  She says the 
main inspiration for her poems was to get “a shot of confi-
dence.”  
 
Joe Spavone is in the Registered Nursing program.  The 
inspiration for his essay “Why is MLK Day a Black Holi-
day?” is “our need for oneness and the dissipation of Dr. 
King‟s legacy.” 
 
Felicia Spruill is in the Nursing program.  Her grand-
mother “was an example of true Southern hospitality” and 
inspired her essay “Taste of Love.”  Felicia says, “She 
taught me one of the ways to show love to others was to 
share tasty food.” 
 
Lacy Taylor is in the Registered Nursing program.  Her 
essay “Landon” was written for English 191 and inspired 
by her three year old son. 
 
Kyle Taylor is an instructor of English at WCTC.  Three 
of his photographs found in this issue were taken in New 
Orleans in December of 2007, two years after Hurricane 
Katrina made landfall.  He paid $1.25 to ride a street car to 
the end of the line, miles away from the tourist center of 
the French Quarter.  He purposely did not photograph 
storm damage or the people still struggling to recover; 
those images are too hard for film to accurately capture. 
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Nicole Taylor is in the Accounting program.  Her poem 
“Until the Street Lights Come On” reminds her of 
“playing outside as a little girl and having to be back in 
the house by the time the street lights came on.” 
 
Benita Trask is in the Business Office Technology pro-
gram.  She says the inspiration for her poem “Christmas 
Memories” is the fact that “the Christmas season is al-
ways a time of reflection.” 
 
Madelyn Warrenfells is the Director of Human Resources 
at WCTC.  She says, “In my journey through life, I find 
that humans are forever pursing something beyond their 
reach.  My pursuit has been peace.  Now that my life is 
half over, I have finally found where peace resides.” 
 
Russ Williams is in the Accounting program.  His photo-
graph “Newcomer” is a self-portrait.  He says, “I love how 
it looks like I‟m the last one in line for the Great Depres-
sion.  Jokes are often made about the younger generation 
following in the older generation‟s footsteps.” 
 
Amber Wright is in the Accounting program.  Her essay 
“The Beast” was inspired by the worst natural disaster in 
American history: Hurricane Katrina.  Amber says, “I felt 
that if I lived this close to a disaster that I should go to 
help any way I could.” 
 
Rebekah Yontz is in the Nursing program.  While con-
templating her poem “Laundry” as an assignment for Eng-
lish 193, she started with one of Shakespeare‟s sonnet for 
inspiration but switched to something to which anyone 
could relate.  She says, “I don‟t think there is a person out 
there who will not be able to relate to the feelings ex-
pressed in my poem.” 
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