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Poetry
Kyle Taylor
Of all of the creative arts, poetry is the most difficult to define.
Indeed, for much of human history, poetry has accompanied humankind
as our method of expressing feelings about and reactions to the world
around us. It is, perhaps, more useful to define what poetry is not.
Poetry is not something available to only a select few. Poetry is
not confined to dusty books in dark corners of large libraries on the
campuses of major universities. Poetry is not the business solely of
bearded and bespectacled professors encaved in their offices. Poetry is
not worthless. Poetry is not beyond you, nor is it a waste of your time.
Poetry is the soul’s attempt to make a statement in such a way
that normal words or sentences simply would not do justice. But, as the
annual thousands of rejection letters received by aspiring poets across the
nation from poetry journals suggest, not everyone can be a poet. The
realm of the professional poet is, perhaps, a space that is beyond most of
us. Poetry, however, is not the exclusive purview of the poet. Anyone can
write poetry. You can write poetry.
The first thing you should do is read good poetry. You do not
need to do this in order to copy or even emulate what you read. You need
to read good poetry so you can determine for yourself what makes poetry
good for you. Some folks like Emily Dickinson or Langston Hughes.
Others prefer Seamus Heaney or Robert Penn Warren. Still others like
Denise Levertov or Nikki Giovanni. You can always decide for yourself.
In the end, though, all one needs to write a good poem is the
ability to see past the expectations held by most people as to what poems
must be. Poems do not have to rhyme; I assure you, they do not have to
rhyme. Poems do not have to follow a set pattern, but they can. Poems
do not have to use the most flowery and artistic language. What poems
must do is touch the readers’ souls. A good poem reaches its readers in
such a way that an image, a sense, or a feeling lingers with that reader for
minutes, moments, hours, days, and lifetimes. A reader’s mind returns to
the idea time and time again that was found in a good poem.
If you can capture these things in just one poem in your entire
lifetime, you will find the true definition of poetry. A good poem
persuades the reader that it is a good poem through its connection to that
reader’s mind, body, and soul. A good place to start, however, is your own
soul.
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“Survival Guide”
Audria Smith
Life is hard.
Someone should've wrote a book
about it,
"A Hard Life for Dummies."
They have all kinds of books out there,
on How to Survive This,
Don't Do That,
How to Find The Right Soulmate, etc....
But the one book I can't find
is "How to Survive Life."
This world we live in
seems to get harder every day.
It's always something new
we learn along the way.
This generation seems
harder than the last:
our parents telling us how to walk
and talk.
our schools telling us
to learn this and how to that,
bosses always in your face
sayin' do this and don't do that.
Everywhere you turn,
you're having to learn or do something.
Where is our survival book?
Where is our guide showing us the way?
So, the next time you’re looking for a book,
look for a survival book on life.
When you do,
yell it to the rest of us,
so we too will know;
"How to Survive Life."
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“A Measure of Wealth”
Linda Geiger
I measure wealth in children’s faces,
Bowed heads murmur mealtime graces,
Hard‐pressed kisses reach my cheek
From tip‐toed stance on tiny feet.
Eight hours a day against my will,
I so indulge to pay my bills
For money which there from derived
Cannot my greatest pleasure buy.

“Eight Brown Eyes”
Breanna Megan Gosdin
eight brown eyes
o what they do hold
what hath four sets
but come from one soul
brown like the earth
of motherly nurture
with beauty not common
but with light that is pure
o each so different
but one as a whole
are the four sets of brown
that comes from one soul
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“Abide”
Yolanda Faith Murray
Abide with me I heard you say
as silence filled your air
leaving me in emptiness
alone in misery and despair
Dwell with me within the moments
you whispered quietly still
as death unveiled its plan to me
your life and love to steal
The gentleness of your touch, it selfishly pulled away
The warmth of your heart, the light to guide my way
The essence of your being is the embodiment of grace
but that has faded far from view
hurt and pain have come to stay
Leaving me with madness
drowning me in pain
Left to ask the question
Who will mend my broken ends
who shall enchant my heart and make me believe again...
Who will be my savior, my confidant, a friend
A lost and lonely soul am I
set adrift upon life’s angry sea
who will bid me refugee
who will care and shelter me
Remain with me forever
you love inviting me still
It reaches across death’s distance
It survives the weary years
It shines upon the horizon ,for all the world to see
That love does not die with death, for it is eternal
and your love still abides in me
Abide with me I hear you say
then silence filled the air
and we were left alone in love...
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“Man’s Best Friend”
John Ridley
The stray’s coat was ragged, his frame grown thin,
Against his gaunt head, his ears were pinned.
The wind blew cold, the grass was brown,
His eyes were fixed on his friend who was down.
The look in his sorrowful eyes told it all,
A car speeding along, perhaps he heard the tires squall.
The evidence was there of a life that was stilled,
And how many more of these loyal friends will be killed.
Eons ago from the wilds they came,
Spurning the free life, they chose to be tame.
Trading their abode of cave and den,
For the comfort of fireside and as companion of men.
These thought passed through my mind as I hurried along,
With thoughts of these friends who had done no wrong.
Hurried and harried with daily mundane quests,
The image would not leave my mind at rest,
For betrayed by those that they would befriend,
Abandoned and neglected, they meet their end.
Trading freedom for friendship many years before,
But abandoned by those to whom their allegiance they swore.
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“Desire”
Janai’ Pyant
Third Prize Poetry Winner
To hear NO, the moment conceived
To feel NO, the moment I arrive
The waters of freedom erase the NO
The rope of hatred pulls me out to tell me NO
In a field of lavender I plant myself
Yet the sun dangles leaves of NO
The wind turns red from the labor
The clouds bury me
Again telling me NO
How many hurricanes shall my eyes contain,
before NO is washed away?
Only a segment of NO vanishes
As No disappears
The woman inside the cage disappears
Am I the NO that has caged my mind?
Hope flashes freedom
NO gores me
Not to kill, to engrave and scar my flesh
To remind me that slave I am
NO, if I am not permitted to be human
Grant me to transform into a swan in your garden of protection.
I hate you
Yet I love you
to tell
me NO
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“The Road”
Audria Smith
There's a road they say,
"that leads to somewhere or maybe nowhere."
This road I walk every day.
As my life’s journey takes me along the way.
Sometimes we climb the highest mountains
and go down the deepest ravines.
It's a struggle everyday
to get to where I need to be.
But just over the horizon
I can see the road, lying ahead.
It's just always out of reach,
but never out of sight.
This road I must take.
Sometimes it's a pure delight.
Sometimes it's the road to ruins.
Sometimes it's a happy road,
a place I'd like to be.
I take this long road;
cause I travel it for me.

“Of One Accord”
Linda Geiger
I like my singularity,
Despite all jocularity,
I would not married be;
For once I sang that duet song,
Discord resounded much too long,
A solo now I sing in harmony!
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“Mother”
Darleen Edwards
Love, Joy, Peace, and Happiness
Is a Gift from me to you
Whenever you have a day that you’re feeling Blue
My Mother
Sunshine in the Sky‐‐‐‐‐to
Brighten your Day
The peace of God has washed all hurts away
My Mother
Strength to your Body
Healing to the Heart
Because
Jesus’ Love makes us complete—every Part
My Mother
Your are a Mother, a Special one too
I Love You
Because
God gave Me to You
My Mother
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“The Last Goodbye”
April Whitt
His sorrowful song filled the warm, sweet air
and he too must have felt the same despair.
For there were no children climbing the limbs on which he sat,
no youngsters chattering of this and that.
No mother called to her child,
no little boy climbed the tree to catch a cloud.
No little girl ran from a warm in a tiny hand,
no one played in the box of sand.
And yet, they were still here, their laughter and cries
bounced off the trees, bringing tears to my eyes.
But then they were gone, like the past days of Spring,
when the flowers would bloom and the birds would sing.
No more flowers bloomed in the beds,
Left unattended, the raging weeds grew instead.
No more birds, just that one, sitting lonely in the tree.
And it was only here to say goodbye, just like me.
Goodbye to the children, games, and play.
Goodbye to the innocence of yesterday.
Goodbye to yesterday’s laughter and tears.
Goodbye to days that somehow turned into years.
No children were found riding bikes in the street,
The stairs didn’t pound of little one’s feet.
No dog barked, no daddy came home.
No one else was here, I was all alone.
And I had only come to remember the times,
of laughter, games, toys, and rhymes.
All touched by time, everything had aged,
and unwillingly, I know that I must turn the page.
This chapter of our lives has come to an end.
Where was I? Where have I been?
Though I may be late, I still want you to know,
it is something I must say before I can go.
I want you to know how much I care,
for all the years when it was only you there.
For all the times we laughed, and for all the tears we shed,
and for everything that must now go unsaid.
There will no longer be any stories of the past,
no more stories about growing up too fast.
I realize now only what I should have before,
and that time will close every door.
One last look, tears brimming in my eyes,
and with a heavy heart, I return to our broken lives.
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“In Remembrance”
Sarah Billiter
The wind blows, and in an echo I hear your voice.
I feel your embrace, I smell your presence.
Within that moment I lose myself completely.
Longing for one more moment, just to utter the words left unspoken.
Time has passed ever so quickly, and I find myself losing sight of who
you once were.
I remember, my mentor, my friend, my grandmother.
You were brave, yet so delicate, always seeking to help those in need.
But the seasons have changed and the days still pass without cease.
The days of lazy summers spent in the shade and watermelons
consumed in hours have passed with you.
Barbeques and tag with the family disappeared slowly.
Relationships changed and distance became greater.
Never again will we all gather to feel the way we all felt with you.
The wind blows, and in an echo I hear your voice.
I feel your embrace, I smell your presence.
Within that moment I lose myself completely.

10

“My Window”
Yolanda Faith Murray
As I gaze through the window I call my life
my eyes are deeply amazed
As they gracefully
search and examine each individual pane of glass
searching for what my heart and soul fears lost
My Window
so craftily constructed by God
It holds thirty two unique panes
each reflecting its own memory of years past by
As I marvel at its craftsmanship
I admire its strength and sight
My eyes fill with pain as my soul takes flight
caught up in the rapture of another place and time
Where laughter echoes throughout the halls,
Throughout the memories of my mind
For my heart has known only sorrow
since the day you went away
and
The view from my window is not so bright
rather cloudy with a chance of rain
yet my window holds such beauty
my soul dare not deny
the reflections of love given
when you in turn gave me life
My heart, now beats a melody that my soul longs to sing
Reflecting in
My Window, all that you have given me
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“In My Eyes, When I was Five, He was There”
Rickey A. Estvanko
The welder’s are flashes up on the wall, like lightning in the night,
when you sneak a peek.
He was there.
Late at night when the leg cramps were bad, when the leg rubs was all
the helped.
He was there.
At four in the morning, when you hear the pots bang on the stove, you
smell the coffee.
He was there.
First came his face, shave every day, next the eggs and toast, and coffee
with cream. Hurry!
He had to be there.
Up to get a little hug, with his lunch in hand and a banana or two.
Hurry!
He had to be there.
Out by the road, be it bus or truck, friend or stranger, he had to find a
ride today. Hurry!
He had to be there.
He had sixty miles to ride, two to walk. In six days time, seven mouths
to feed. He had to worry every minute of the day. Hurry!
He had to be there.
After ten hours at work, he had two miles to walk, sixty miles to ride,
he had to hurry home.
He wanted to be there.
After many years of hard work, all the mouths fed, this tired old man
stayed off the road to stay home. Up in the morning a shave every day.
Now it was coffee and toast with a lot of time; he could set and talk
about when he could not. He enjoyed his time. No hurry now. He was
happy now because he could be here or he could be there.
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Every Sunday and Wednesday he went to church to praise the Lord,
He had to be there. He gave God these days of his life and he lived this
life seven days a week because when it was his time,
God would be there.
Every day when the nurses knew while making their rounds, when all
the people had smiles on their faces, their friend had been there. He
always said these people were his friends. He made sure he visited
every one of them. Maybe he was the only one who cared. He always
said it was not their fault their family did not visit. He made their day
because he cared.
He always cared.
When his time was near, he made all his plans; he told his friends he
would see them soon, when they all met up there. He told them all of
his love and for them and not to hurry, and when they are ready he
would lead to way.
The last minutes of his life, he told us he was ready to be with the
Lord. Just waiting for the preacher to say his prayer. He told of his love
for all of us, not to be sad, he had a great life and he will be waiting
when we all get there.
He told the preacher to say his last prayer, God had the gate to heaven
open, and waiting on him, He looked up and said to the Lord. Just
hold it open, he closed his eyes.
Then he was there.
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“My Journey to Success”
Charday Robinson
Visions of my past haunt my present
Hope and dreams sometimes become crushed along with
my aspirations
I’m losing the resilience and strength of my will necessary to contend
with existing difficulties.
Subjected to intolerable pressure from which I want to escape.
Skeletons in my closet continue to tangle me and
in them I become trapped
These past visions along with existing difficulties get me caught up,
and in these visions I get wrapped.
Living with an existing fear that I may be prevented from
achieving the things I want.
But I continue to stand my ground and still pursue my objectives
with a fierce intensity.
I’m relentless in my search for satisfaction
With an incredible imagination and a powerful determination for
success, I will accomplish my dreams;
my expectations will have no boundaries
I have an intentional commitment to myself to succeed

“A Car Wreck”
Tracey Deanne Keaton
Broken glass and shattered dreams
Walking in the darkness, not what it seems
Waiting for the sun to brighten my day
Walking upon the field, the body is splayed
The crimson river flows, darkening the ground
The boy is lifeless, from the Earth not a sound
Blue and red lights are flashing in space
All I can think of is his bloody face
Still no movement, people shaking their heads
I’m sorry sweetheart, the boy is dead
Tears are flowing, will they ever stop
So many hugs from an unknown cop
His blood on my hands, a place in my heart
I try my best not to fall apart.
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“Décor”
Kyle Taylor
In a small town, not unlike others I have seen,
a café hearkens back to railroad days.
On the wall, by way of decoration,
are old schoolhouse pencil sharpeners,
the likes of which I have not used in years.
There stands a young blonde haired child,
her hand excitedly turning the handle in unknowing delight,
for she will have no need for the instrument that is for her,
in this moment on a cool and gray fall morning in a small town café,
a mysterious toy.
“Inside Out”
Madelyn Warrenfells
A treasured book suddenly goes stale;
The weather within me changes;
Encompasses, permeated, distracted;
My book fades away from view;
An internal wave crests without warning;
A vision, a daydream, a memory converge together;
Warm breath, sparking eyes, an open soul;
Senses alive but dull to my surroundings;
Keen but numb;
Brilliance of a sunrise encased in fog;
Flushed but chilled;
Warmth enclosed around me like a smile;
A loud sound interrupts my thoughts as my book hits the floor.
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“Drive … I’m Trying … Drive”
Myra Little
“Drive horses!” “Drive horses!”
I can hear the master say.
I can hear the whip crackle across the horse’s back.
After each hard pounding lick,
I can see the horse’s face fill with dismay.
What am I doing wrong? I love this person.
But, with each whip snap my master says, “drive,”
and the horse’s face say, “I’m trying!”
Do I just give up or will he beat me more?
So, I just run and run and run.
Finally, I return home and he strokes me and say “good boy.”
Never to say I’m sorry…
So, now I’m confused…
What’s good about being beaten?
Are my master efforts misunderstood or it’s just me…
Drive… I’m trying…drive.

“Pea Soup”
Linda Geiger
Second Prize Poetry Winner
Misty haze rolls slowly creeping
Silently as we lay sleeping
Unsuspecting, we arise
Expecting sun to greet our eyes
Instead view dawn through looming haze
Makes all around us seem a maze
Our day goes on, we soon forget
The shroud we cursed when night was spent
And misty grey rolls slowly in
As we drift off to sleep again…
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“Nightfall”
April Whitt
First Prize Poetry Winner
As nightfall approaches, the wind picks up its speed.
The trees cling dearly to their leaves with greed.
When a leaf rips free, you hear the anguished cry.
Suddenly, you are afraid to look around you – but why?
Frightened by the moans of the wind,
trickling through the branches, afraid of what they‘ll send?
Ghosts lurking behind the trees
Monsters hiding in their leaves.
Haunting shadows discarded upon the ground.
You are afraid you will be engulfed if you dare make a sound.
Engulfed by the darkness and what is hidden from sight.
Tortured by the howling wind of the night.
Isolated leaves blow across the yard,
the looming outlines of trees standing guard.
Just a sliver of leftover moon remains in the sky.
The stars are talking, they are not afraid to die.
Cloaked by your fear and the feeling of not being alone,
You quicken your pace toward the comfort of home.
You throw open your door and flip on the light,
slamming the door to a murderous night.
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“The Not‐ so‐Funny Joke”
Janai’ Pyant
Knock, Knock
Who’s there?
A woman
What kind?
One with no hair
Women have long hair. If you have none, woman you are not.
I am a woman that has lost her crown and glory.
Why have you set your crown aside?
To save my life I poured chemicals within myself
Prove that woman you are, what direction are your mountains?
I have no breast to inspire poetry or paintings
Were you born with none?
No
Then where are they?
In the trash, under a microscope, in a lab, in a classroom, I am unsure
I know that they will no longer led the way my feet shall go
A person with no crown and no mountains is a man, is it not?
NO
NO
NO, I AM NOT
How will you prove that woman you are, how’s your oven working?
I can’t bake
Since you can’t bake, can you roast a chicken?
No, my oven is broken, but someone stole it anyway
Who is this that is taking your proof of womanhood?
Recnac
Never heard of him
It is not a man and it is not a woman, for it attacks all, even itself
Well, if you say that woman you are I shall believe you.
How can I protect myself from Recnac?
You can’t, for its real name is
CANCER
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“Midnight Feeding”
Kyle Taylor
‐ After “Whistle of the 3 A.M.” by Robert Penn Warren
My hand is not the morning.
The bottle is
a random rhythm:
greedily.
Four ounces may not be enough.
He was sleeping, downstairs,
but had to be moved.
He stirred, but calmed again,
feigning a return to sleep
long enough for me to get comfortable.
A whimper,
then sirens.
So, now he lies
in the crook of my knee
as I, cross‐legged, sit in the middle of the bed.
Hold bottle in the left,
and pen in the right.
Listening
and watching
the twitching of his fingers
as he finishes
his midnight feeding.
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“Ode to ANGEL”
Carol Pearson
I am Helen Keller finger‐spelling with each click of the mouse.
An empty hand, no w‐a‐t‐e‐r.
Import‐access‐export‐manage‐drop box‐click‐assignment‐messages‐
click
in an endless cascade of pumped knowledge by well‐meaning Annie
Sullivans
leading thirsty horses to a platform devoid of nourishment, container
of n‐o‐t‐h‐i‐n‐g
“i‐am‐not‐dumb‐now”
…but I am.
no words for the frustration,
only a hand gesture that most would turn blind eyes to
but that nonetheless comes from soul deep,
from an underworld in which intelligent deaf‐mutes struggle with
technology
that no deity ever envisioned.
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Art
Darren Hunt and Kyle Taylor
The vast majority of the art submissions that VOICES receives
each year are photographs. Even though we encourage submissions of
paintings, drawings, and sculpture, most people find that photography
is more accessible and easier to create. With this ease of use and
access comes the difficult proposition of determining which of these
submissions are art or are merely documentaries.
To be art, a work must have form and content. These two
requirements are supported by the creative intention of the artist and
the ability to interpret the art by the audience. Form has three parts:
elements of art (color, value, space, and line), principles of design
(balance, contrast, emphasis, and proportion), and medium (painting,
sculpture, photography, etc.). The question the artist must ask him or
herself is whether the product meets these requirements. Additionally,
the artist should be attempting to communicate a message to the
audience. This is content. Photography as art must meet these
requirements just the same as paintings or sculptures.
Good photography is more than good subject matter. When
someone takes a photograph of a flower, what is the photographer
trying to communicate? Has the flower been framed in such a way to
expose a particular detail or perspective, utilizing a certain lighting or
background focus, or has the point simply been to document nature?
There is nothing wrong with a pretty picture, but a good photograph
shows what the photographer was thinking about when he or she took
the picture or leads the audience to explore individual reactions to the
photograph. The photographer wants the audience to feel something
as a result of the photo; he or she wants more than just, “Okay, that’s
nice.”
As you consider this year’s art selections, ask yourself how you
feel about each one. No one can define art for everyone else. But we
encourage you to plan photographs rather than just take them. This is
where photographs become art.
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“The Invincible Anita”
Lisa Lynn Ramos
Watercolor, Pencil, and Ink
First Prize Art Winner
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“Peaceful Road”
Diego A. Rangel
Photography
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“Glass Angel”
Angie Hanner
Glass Mosaic

23

24

“Bluebird Family”
Frank Karycinski
Digital Photography
Second Prize Art Winner
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“Past and Present”
Dawn Daniel
Digital Photography
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“Other Faces in the Mirror”
Sindi McGowan
Bead Embroidery and Off-Look Bead Weaving
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“Oceanside Resting Place”
Alicia Milner
Digital Photography

“Kudu Stare”
Eddie Gore
Pencil
28

“Hightower Falls”
Pat Daigle
Digital Photography
29

30

“Time Marches On”
Britney Morris
Digital Photography

31

“It is True What They Say: They are Slow”
Karen Freeman
Digital Photography

“Art or Part?”
Jim McNair
Machined Aluminum

32

“Say ‘Hell0’ to My Little Friend”
Alicia Milner
Digital Photography

33

“Sunrise”
Sarah Coleman
Photography
34

“Morning Dew”
April Jennings
Digital Photography
35

36

“Rock Fish”
Frank Karycinski
Photography with Digital Manipulation

37

“Lady Sleeping on the Couch”
Doris Sudduth
Digital Photography

“Hints of a Logo”
Lauren Lunk
Acrylic on Canvas
38

“Adios”
Lisa Lynn Ramos
Pencil and Charcoal
39

“Jesus”
Deborah Pilgrim
Glass Mosaic

40

“Man Reading Book While Sitting”
Kevin Brock
Metalwork Sculpture
Third Prize Art Winner

41
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“The Secret Window”
Frank Karycinski
Digital Photography

Prose
Kyle Taylor
The novelist Kurt Vonnegut once wrote that if a writer wished to
write with style, the first thing he or she had to do was find a subject the
writer cared about. 1 Of course, if one wishes to learn how to write with
style, he or she should seek out Vonnegut’s essay and read his advice
directly. The reality is that good writing comes in many different forms
and from many different sources, and none of it necessarily has to have
the writer’s care or concern at its heart. What really makes for good
writing is a willingness to place the reader’s interests above the writer’s
own interests. If one sits down to write an essay, it may become a good
essay if the writer really cares about his or her material. The reason it will
be good is that the writer thinks that it is good. However, how can that
writer be sure that his or her writing is, in fact, good writing? One can
only tell once he or she places that writing in front of an audience.
I constantly tell my students that the two most important
concerns for a writer are purpose and audience. Determining purpose is
as simple as answering the following question: “Why am I writing this?”
As college students, your answer is often “for a grade.” There is nothing
wrong with that purpose in the classroom, but does that purpose still
work when you start to consider submitting the work to VOICES
Magazine? Here is where the second consideration, audience, makes an
impact. Who was the audience when you were writing for a grade?
Hopefully, you were writing to an informed peer group. If so, then your
work may more easily translate from the classroom‐centered purpose to a
wider readership. Once your writing leaves the realm of the classroom,
your audience expands exponentially. Now your readers are not only your
fellow students, but now you are writing to staff, faculty, family, friends,
strangers, passersby, and anyone else who happens to pick up a copy of
the magazine or reads it online. This transition sometimes requires
significant revision of the classroom work to prepare it for a more diverse
audience.
So, what makes good writing? Consider your ingredients list: clear
purpose, identified audience, sound grammar and mechanics, orderly
organization, unified ideas, imaginative ideas, and sharp images. In short,
good writing is all about details. Pay attention to all of the details, and
good writing will be the result.
1

Vonnegut, Kurt. “How to Write with Style.” How to Use the Power of the Printed Word. Ed. Billings S. Fuess,
Jr. Anchor Press: Garden City, NY, 1985. 33‐38. Print.
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“The White Guy”
Micah Davis
Something about the feel of the ball rolling off my finger tips,
flying through the air, dropping into the basket gave me a feeling like
no other. Basketball was my favorite sport of all time, and I knew I had
what it takes to be the best. The only problem was that day after day I
could never get the opportunity to show my skills because of my skin
color. All of the black guys played and never would pick me, “the white
guy”. It was time for me to step into the ring and make myself known.
I was going to break that barrier that held me outside of their group
and show them I was no joke with basketball.
Every Saturday morning I walked up to the local court where
dozens of guys picked up on teams to play the wonderful game of
basketball. Smelling the steaming hot black top court and seeing all of
the competition always got my adrenaline pumping. Everyone would
shoot around and then eventually shoot for captains of the two teams.
After the captains would pick their teams, I found myself alone to
watch from the bench. Every player was black, and joked about how I,
the white guy, always sat the bench. Then there came one Saturday
that something came over me. I decided that I would no longer allow
the players to block me from there crowd. I made a deal with one of
the better players that if he picked me to play on his team and we lost,
that I would pay him fifty dollars cash; just so that I could have a
chance to play. He and his friends just laughed and said “All right
white boy.” All I could think was this was my one chance to make
myself known and show them the true basketball player inside of me.
The game started with a tip to our team. I called for the ball
but, of course, I did not get a pass. Several trips up and down the court
and still I had not touched the ball. They would just not give me a
chance. I looked back at all the days I had sat on that miserable bench
and watched with anger building up inside of me. Then I saw the ball,
loose and rolling right in front of me. I picked it up, and with loads of
fear and anger inside of me, I began dribbling in and out of the
defenders. Finally I reached the three point line on our goal and pulled
up a shot that felt like it came from God. The ball sank in the basket
like a brick in quick sand and released a short silence across the whole
court. I ran back down and got set on defense with my confidence
level rising like an airplane. Then, the hulk from the other team came
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running toward me. I stuck my hand out and with hardly any energy
plucked the ball right out of his hands. “Yeah, boy, good job” I heard
coming from behind me. That motivated me to do even better.
Steal after steal and point after point, I definitely showed
everyone what I had to offer. Rounding down on the last few seconds
of the game, we needed two more points to take the lead. I caught a
pass intended for another player on my team. Instead on taking the
shot myself, I passed it away and we missed the shot. Ten seconds left!
I had to do something or not only could I lose the game, but also lose
my one chance of getting accepted by all the guys. All I could think
about was Michael Jordan saying, “I can accept failure, everyone fails
at something. But I can't accept not trying.” It was a decision that felt
like the President could not even handle but I wanted the ball. I raced
up the court and intercepted a pass from the other team. Still two
points behind, I could either play it safe and get two points to tie, or
launch a three in hopes of winning the game like a true hero. Only
one action would achieve my overall goal and that was to win. I
attempted a three point shot right before the buzzer. With all eyes
peeling the ball to pieces, the whipping sound of the net locked my
heart back into place as the ball went through the hoop and sealed our
victory.
“Game” I said, as I walked up to the rest of the players. More
nervous than any other moment of my life, I anxiously waited for their
response. One of the guys finally spoke to me and said, “Man who
knew you could play like that?” It seemed like a thousand pounds had
just fallen off my shoulders. He shook my hand and invited me over to
hang out with the rest of the guys later that night. Finally, I
accomplished my goal. Not only did everybody see my skills, but they
accepted me to as part of them. From then on, I met every Saturday
morning at that same court to play with the guys. However, I became
the one who got chosen first and often did the picking. I lived the rest
of the summer days with no barrier standing between me and all of the
guys. No longer was I called “the white guy.” Instead, I got to show up
all of my new friends on the court, and became accepted as one of
them.
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“One Regret”
Frank Rogers
There is one thing in my life I would change if I could, and
that is the time I got to spend with my father. Now that I am older and
with children of my own, I can look back to when I was a child and see
a lot of time wasted. Quality time that could have been spent with him
instead of watching television or riding my bike would have been
greatly enjoyed.
In the summertime, my father would work in the garden, fix a
fence, or many things around our little farm. My father was a truck
driver, and he was gone a lot, so the time he was home he spent taking
care of what needed to be done. When you are a ten‐year‐old boy, this
kind of stuff does not appeal to you as fun. I was a lot happier playing
football with my friends or going fishing at the creek.
Don’t get me wrong, there are times that I can remember that
make me smile; times when he could find time to take me to Summers
Pond and do some bass fishing; times in the summer when I was out of
school and got to go on a run with him in the tractor‐trailer. There
were also the occasional family camping trips that were always fun.
I guess when you’re a kid, you think that the chance to spend
time with someone will always be there, but that is not always true.
The reality is that once that time is gone, there is no way to ever get it
back. That’s why I wish I would have spent more time in the garden,
fixing fences, or anything else that my father would have enjoyed. So
far in my life that is the biggest regret I have.
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“Ocean Air In Your Nostrils”
Jeanette Pollard
Next to spending time with my grandchildren, my favorite
place is looking across the ocean when the sun begins to rise and the
moon is falling. The waves are beating against the shoreline, salty air
stinging your nostrils, and the sky lights up with the orange sun.
Sometimes the sun is shadowed by clouds, but the sun usually shines
bright enough that it peeks thru or blazes the sky with light.
Walking in the sand with the smell of your coffee in your hand,
and the salty taste of the ocean in the background with the wind
rushing thru your hair is like no other feeling. You can hear the waves
as they whoosh in and out. It almost feels like the waves are coming in
just to take all of your problems out.
As you take your seat, the sun starts to rise, and the moon
begins to fall. Then when the sun makes its full appearance you can’t
help but “ooh” and “ah” no matter how many times you have seen the
sun rise as each is unique in its own way. You try not to look directly
into the sun but you are drawn by its beauty of nature.
A few moments of nature that creates a lifetime of memories.
You always look forward to the next time you can wake up to the smell
of salty ocean air in your nostrils, sand squishing between your toes,
and the taste of fresh brewed coffee in your mouth.
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“Of Windmills and Beauty”
Jake Salyards
Welcome to America. They lost your luggage? Damn shame
that, but check this out – I have plenty of stuff you can borrow. Okay,
well, since you asked, I believe that obligates me as your fellow man to
guide you in this daunting endeavor. You must appreciate, though,
before we begin, that this issue demands your attentiveness and
respect. The subject of your curiosity, while on the surface one of
frivolity and diversion, manifests itself in the realm of trigonometric
complexity. Deadly serious business, perhaps not the life‐and‐limb
conflict that you might imagine, but you must certainly account for
the distinctly probable possibility of potential tragedy. Souls can be
and most certainly have been damaged attempting this kind of thing.
I share with you in the gravest candor that stoic, strong, and honorable
men have chased this folly and died in the quest. Might I perhaps
dissuade you from this fixation? No? All right, but we must agree,
before proceeding, that what I share with you here must remain held
in the strictest of confidence. Stretching back through time, from
before scholars recorded it as you and I now understand, virtuous men
sacrificed mightily to assemble this information, and from that bygone
time this information passed by word of mouth only to those chosen
few deemed worthy of the price paid in tears and blood. There exists,
my fiery eyed young warrior, a process for nailing a Super‐Hottie.
The pinnacle of achievement for any young man in his sexual
prime, as defined by my peers existing between the ages of eleven and
ninety‐six, remains the selection, pursuit and ultimate “bagging” of a
particular breed of the female of the species – the SUPER‐HOTTIE.
Current statistical studies indicate this sub‐species consists with the
ratio of about 1 out of every 75 of the typical examples of the animal.
Ladies are complex beasts, and the Sanskrit poet Bhartrihari quite
accurately opined, “A woman talks to one man, looks at a second, and
thinks of a third” (qtd. in Badrinath 124). The truth, my brother, seems
not to be the truth unless it hurts. It frustrates one exceedingly that
for each thing the suitor must accomplish or represent there exist an
equivalent quantity of things which must NOT transpire. The process
can quite literally drive one to madness or homosexuality with little or
no warning, and one must proceed carefully, always keeping the prize
in mind. Thus, we enter into the fray of battle in order to win that
gorgeous someone.
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Confidence must override all else, but it must never cross that
imaginary line into arrogance. You must charm her, but must NOT
appear overtly interested. You must have intense interest in all she
says and does; concurrently, you must ignore her. You must earn her
approval, but you can NEVER seek her approval. All of the other
females of the clan should desire you ardently for you to have a chance
to succeed. You must NEVER, EVER, UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES
find yourself within the purgatory of the coldest, deepest cut of all –
that of “nice guy,” synonyms for this plague‐like condition exist as –
“sweet guy”, “great friend”, and “neat person.” If such phrases cross
the threshold of your hearing or that of your friends who should report
the heartbreaking news back to you, then you MUST act quickly and
decisively – for no apparent reason just ignore her, when she asks you,
as she will, to perform some trivial task her female friends would never
do for her, reply simply – “hell no,” and walk away, already thinking
about something else. I cannot stress enough here the danger and
insidious nature of the “nice guy” assessment. Men have quite literally
had to relocate to another state in order to ever get laid again
(prostitutes, sheep and other dudes notwithstanding, but that story
must by necessity remain reserved for another essay and I digress.). As
you begin to understand, the treachery of this type of endeavor
unnerves even the most calloused of souls. Fear not, for hope remains
alive, and operating on the presumption that you have side‐stepped
“nice guy” territory you find yourself still very much in the game.
The SUPER‐HOTTIE will feign by her inactions a mild
annoyance that you cannot read her mind. Sadly, even assuming that
her unrealistic expectation proved true, it would not help either of you
to get naked, at least not with one another. The cold, hard reality
remains that deep down her insight into what she actually wants
reveals no more than your random guesses. Leo Tolstoy phrased this
with elegance when he penned, “What an illusion it is to suppose that
beauty is goodness” (qtd. in Byrne 610). Alas, we too often confuse
what looks good with what is good. Pretty enough to get anything she
wants, she has become spoiled and will not choose just one entrée.
She rather prefers simply to sit in the shade of her beauty and sample
random desserts brought to her by clumsily smiling, wide‐eyed boys
who worship her with the adoration of the Old Testament – that of
FEAR. The fact of the matter remains that she must deem you
indomitable and unattainable, but you should also bend to her will….
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Excuse me; repeat that for me, please. You want to know why
we do not simply act like ourselves, and if they do not choose us then
move on and find another pretty girl who does like us for who we
really are? My friend, you have, sadly for both of us, missed the point
entirely. The first thing to understand about dating, and I regret that I
did not have the presence of mind to begin with this key tenet of the
game – you NEVER, NEVER, EVER – want anyone already interested
in you. You deserve better than that.
Works Cited
Badrinath, Chaturvedi. The Mahabharata: An Inquiry in the Human
Condition. New Delhi: Orient Longman Private Limited, 2006.
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Byrne, Robert. The 2,548 Best Things Anybody Ever Said. New
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“The Twelve Steps of Recovery”
Brittany Edwards
In the early stages of my recovery the thought of having to
work on myself never crossed my mind. Abstaining from the drugs
and alcohol were going to exhibit a hard enough problem for me.
After two months in recovery, I realized that these twelve steps that I
kept hearing about would provide the only thing that was going to
help for me to stay clean and sober. So I followed suggestions and got
a sponsor and the real work of my recovery began.
When my sponsor told me that the first step to recovery was
admitting that my life was unmanageable and I was powerless over
alcohol, I was relieved. I already had taken this step when I
surrendered to the fact that I was an alcoholic. Even more than that, I
had no doubt at all that I could not manage my life. My life provided
enough evidence of all that drugs and alcohol had taken from me.
Simple ended with step one, for step two asked me to do
something quite difficult for me at that time. I had to come to believe
that a power greater than myself could restore me to sanity. I knew
50

the reality of my insanity, though at the time, I could not fathom a
power greater than myself helping me with anything. This step took
some time. I had to really think honestly about what I believed and
what made sense to me. When I finally prepared to take this step, I
determined that if no power greater than myself exists then, more
than likely, I would not have even come to the point of recovery at all.
When doing step three, I faced an even bigger dilemma. I had
to make a decision to turn my will and my life over to the care of God
as I understood Him. Now, I could believe that something greater
than I exists, however, trusting that something greater with my will
and my life proved difficult. How could I give my life to a something
that I believed had turned its back on me a long time ago? I found my
answer through prayer, I got on my knees every morning and every
night until the trust finally came, and I gave my life up to this power
that I had come to believe in.
Step four, the most difficult of all steps, required me to make a
searching and fearless moral inventory of myself. I started out by
listing all of the resentments that I had for people in my life. Then I
made a list of anything and everything that scared me. Finally, I had
to sit down and do a sexual inventory of my life. When I finished this
step, I had written over seventy pages of things that I never thought I
would ever get off of my chest. The process provided me with both a
huge sense of relief and somewhat of a soul cleansing experience.
Step five required me to take the written inventory to my
sponsor. I had to admit to God, myself, and another human being the
exact nature of my wrongs. My sponsor and I sat together for a long
time and went over everything that I had written down in step four.
Admitting my wrongs to my sponsor proved easier than I thought.
She never once judged me for the things that she heard, and for that I
felt relieved.
Steps six and seven I had to do alone. Step six required me to
prepare myself to have God remove all of my character defects, and
step seven states that I must ask Him to remove my shortcomings. I
took these two steps by getting on my knees and humbling myself
enough to ask God for help. Asking for help did not come easy for me;
however, I began to see the difference the steps began to make in my
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life. I knew that if I wanted some sense of serenity, prayer would
provide the only outlet.
In step eight I had to make a list of all persons I had harmed
and willingly make amends to them all. I wanted nothing more than
to tell everyone I had hurt how much guilt I had for the things I had
done. Although actually making a list of these people made my pain
even worse. I then learned that this list had nothing to do with my
pain. It had more to do with the pain that I had inflicted upon those
who loved me.
Step nine says that I must make direct amends to people
whenever possible, except when to do so would injure them or others.
When I thought about amends the first words that popped into my
head were “I am Sorry.” Unfortunately those words do not come out
of my mouth easily. Most of my amends are “living amends” which
means that I must prove to them my sorrow for the past on a daily
basis. In doing this, I must do whatever it takes to stay clean and
sober each and every day.
In order to maintain the peace and serenity I have received in
doing steps one through nine, I must work steps ten and eleven every
day. Step ten tells me that I must continue to take personal inventory,
and when I am wrong, I must promptly admit it. Step eleven tells me
that I must seek this help through prayer and meditation, to improve
my conscience contact with God, praying for the knowledge of His will
for me and the power to carry that out. These two steps normally
work in unison daily the only difference is that step eleven always
precedes the beginning of my day and step ten ends my day.
Finally, when I work step twelve, I try to carry the message to
alcoholics and practice the principles in all of my affairs. I do this step
by continuing to go to meetings and sharing my experience, strength,
and hope with other alcoholics. Over time I have realized that not all
alcoholics get the message. Some of them truly do not want to see the
similarities in our stories. In order for me to work a twelfth
thoroughly, I must not give up on any newcomer that comes through
the doors.
In following these twelve simple steps, I am able to find peace
and serenity in my life. I can live my life without the sense of guilt
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that had controlled my life for so long. Today other alcoholics look up
to me and seek my advice for problems they have in recovery. As long
as I incorporate these steps into my everyday living, I stay on the right
track.

“Love’s Journey”
Kevynn Alex Case
A million things pop into my head when faced with the
question, “What is love?” Love has many definitions and meanings; it
has many stories and memories. Love is not just a feeling, but it is also
a life journey. Most people, when asked this same question, give the
text book definition: "Love is the feeling you get when two people
know they want to spend the rest of their lives together.” This may be
true, but the nature of love is so much deeper than that.
Love is the feeling a young child gets when she falls down and
mom is there to wipe away her tears. Love is when that child finds her
first best friend, and a bond that can never be torn away. Love is the
compassion that child feels when her best friend is hurt and needs a
shoulder to cry on. Love is when the child is no longer a child, and
finds her one perfect person. Love is the feeling in the pit of her
stomach when she holds her love’s hand and says, “I do”.
Love is the excitement when she hears, “It’s a boy.” Love is the
proud feeling she gets when seeing her little boy play his first soccer
game. Love is meeting the women who will soon be called her
daughter‐in‐law. Love is holding her first grandchild, and realizing
how much he/she looks like her. Finally, love is holding the love of
her life, knowing she will see him again very soon. Love has many
definitions and meanings; it has many stories and memories. Love is
not just a feeling, but it is also a life journey.
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“Russian Airways”
Krista Carroll
Third Prize Prose Winner
It was fall of 2005 and I was back a second time in southern
Iraq working as a civilian for a Texas‐based construction company on
the LOGCAP III project for the United States Army. In the short four
months while I was away back home in the United States, a lot had
changed. One of the biggest changes was the way in which civilians
traveled within the demilitarized zone. During my first contract in
2004, I traveled to and from camp in an SUV tagging along with the
fuel truck convoys or sometimes by “mil air” (military planes).
Just before my return to Iraq, the Deputy Project Manager
(DPM) in Baghdad decided it had become too dangerous to travel by
vehicle due to the increase in roadside bombings carried out by the
insurgency. In addition, the military no longer wanted the
responsibility of supplying a means of transportation for civilian
workers. They had own difficulties moving troops in and out of the
country. An order was issued by the DPM stating that all civilian
employees within our company would travel through Iraq by aircraft
only.
I wondered what the multi‐billion dollar company had in mind
when they decided to provide their own airline transportation. I was in
Kuwait waiting for my assignment when my co‐workers informed me
that our company leased a fleet of 1959 Russian AN24 cargo planes and
employed Russian pilots to fly them. They went on to explain that the
Russians were the only ones bold enough to fly in Iraqi airspace. There
were also whispers among the ranks that our company chose the
Russian airline mainly because they came at a much cheaper price
than competing bids from the other airline carriers.
The first time I saw one of these planes I was sitting inside the
Baghdad International Airport reading the newspaper when it landed.
Peeking over the top of my newspaper, I watched as it slowly taxied
down the runway toward the airport terminal. It was a small plane
with two single engine propellers buzzing on each wing. It finally came
to a halt in front of the window of the departure area. Several of us got
out of our seats and then moved over to the window to have a closer
look at the plane.
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As we stood and watched the plane’s engines shut down we all
flinched as a burst of flame with black smoke popped from the
engine’s rear. After gasping in unison, we edged closer to the window
to watch some more as the aircraft door opened. A collapsible metal
staircase began to unfold from the door opening as it lowered to the
ground below. Two pilots climbed down the staircase with a man in a
greasy jumpsuit following behind them. The man had an object in his
hand that resembled some type of hand tool and carried a small
stepladder under his other arm. We continued to watch as he walked
underneath the belly of the plane stopping just beneath the wing on
the other side. He then set up his ladder and climbed to the top of it. A
sound of clanging metal rang through the air, but the belly of the
plane obstructed our view to the top half of the man’s body.
Something dropped and bounced unto the ground. Climbing down
and picking up the object the man held it up looking at it with
curiosity then slipped it into his pocket while shrugging his shoulders.
A buzz of frantic conversation among my co‐workers grew
around me. Some even planted themselves in chairs within the
departure area refusing to board until someone from upper
management heard their complaints about the condition of the plane.
Of course, there would be no appearances made by the upper echelon
just a phone call to the flight desk from the home office of Kuwait
ordering us to get on the plane or be terminated. We received the
standard “Chicken or pasta?” reply. It meant they would send you
home for good and for your last in‐flight dinner while flying (on their
dime) back to the states would always be a choice of chicken or pasta.
The voice on the phone from Kuwait simply said, “Chicken or pasta?”
With that, the remainder of us willing to go gathered in a line
at the departure gate entering into the corridor leading out onto the
tarmac. Once on the tarmac we were directed to board the plane one
by one in a single file line and that was when I noticed the tread on the
tires of the plane were worn down to the steel belted section. My
attention was diverted away from the sight because it was my turn to
board. Reaching the top of the steps I was startled by the giant Russian
man standing just inside the doorway. He was so big that he appeared
as if he was folded in half at the waist in order to clear the ceiling
without hitting his head and shoulders. Directly behind him there was
a red grimy curtain pulled closed to the back portion of the plane, and
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oddly, he seemed to be guarding whatever was behind it. If anyone
even glanced in that direction, he would put his massive body between
him or her and the curtain. The big Russian would only look at you out
of one eye because the other one seemed to move out sync with the
good one. Occasionally he would look at you straight on, and you
could see the eye roll aimlessly around in the socket. With a meaty
paw, he pointed my seat in the passenger area.
Settling into my seat I examined my surroundings and it
seemed that someone had a passion for the color red. Red upholstery
fabric covered the walls, the seats, and oriental rugs of several different
shades of red trimmed in gold covered the floor. Each row of seats was
different in shape and size. Then I remembered…this was originally a
cargo plane that had been converted into a passenger‐carrier. There
was truly a 1970’s feel to this décor, and I felt like my attire was
inappropriate for the ride, as if maybe I should have been wearing a
tight polyester shirt with matching pants and some stacks. Swinging
my head from side to side, I jokingly wondered if I might have missed
seeing the infamous disco ball somewhere.
Everyone finished seating while the big Russian closed the
door. We watched as he shuffled up the aisle to the cockpit and
disappeared behind the curtain doorway. Shortly thereafter, the
engines stirred and the propellers began to turn. Suddenly the
passenger compartment filled with stifling fumes of gasoline. Many of
us placed our hands over our noses while some began to cough and
hack. Below our feet there was an intense shaking and shuddering as
though the hull of the plane might crack apart at any moment. When
the plane began to rumble down the runway, it felt like the wheels
were wobbling beneath us and we gasped with fear as the plane
suddenly jerked upward for takeoff. Black smoke poured out of the
hacking and sputtering engines as though the plane itself was trying to
catch its breath. Once the plane leveled off we all started to breath—
and so did the plane.
After being in the air for a little over an hour, the big Russian
emerged from the cockpit carrying a cardboard box. He ripped open
the lid pulling out several bottles of water and began shuffling down
aisle toward us. As he approached, he would shove a bottle of water in
the general direction of each passenger’s face. If a passenger refused,
under his breath he grumbled while staring at them out of his good
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eye shoving the bottle even closer. We all accepted the water to avoid
being at the mercy of the one‐eyed Cyclops.
When he was finished he went back to being the “keeper” of
the curtain located in the back of the plane. Occasionally I would peek
around the side of my seat to snatch a glimpse of the mystery held
behind the curtain, but the Russian caught me every time I tried to
look. Finally, I gave up and became very sleepy. For while I fought hard
to stay awake fearing that my sleepiness was induced by carbon
monoxide poisoning from the noxious cloud of gas hovering inside the
plane. The fumes of gas were so strong their haze could be seen within
the cabin of the plane. To stay awake I tried carrying on a conversation
with the fellow, who sat in the aisle across from me, but our
conversation soon fizzled out and I lost the fight against sleep.
Sometime later the abrupt descent of the plane jolted me out
of my sleep. The pilot began circling around and around until we
landed on the runway of an air force base formerly belonging to
Saddam Hussein, now a U.S. military base called Camp Tallil. The
plane shimmied as it taxied down the runway coming to a final rest at
the airport terminal. I peeled my hands away from the armrests of the
seat and sighed with great relief that the flight had ended. Rising up
from his seat the big Russian shuffled to the exit door and heaved it
open. As I made my way to exit a breeze from the opened door caught
the mystery curtain allowing me to see behind it. Beyond the curtain
were greasy hand tools, oil cans, and empty hydraulic containers
scattered all over the floor. The sight of it left me imagining the worst
possible scenarios.
My feet could not move fast enough down the steps. I wanted
to drop my bags and in the blazing heat of the desert lay down on the
runway asphalt and hug Mother Earth. While walking away to the
shuttle bus I silently thanked her for not letting mean old Mr. Gravity
have his way with my fate. Unfortunately, the following month Mr.
Gravity did get his way along with a little help from engine failure and
dropped that same plane right into the sandy desert of Camp Tallil. I
thought, “Who worries about Iraqi insurgents anymore when you are
flying around in forty‐six year old Russian cargo planes!”

57

“Bearing Arms”
Candi Dominick
On a cold night in January 2006, I left a catering event in
Atlanta. I was extremely thirsty. In fact, so thirsty my mouth felt like I
had swallowed a bowl of cotton balls. As I approached a ramp to
access I‐20, I decided I needed to get something to drink. Once I
pulled into the parking lot, I realized only four men standing outside
the convenient store. After getting some money from my wallet and
exiting my truck, one of the men approached me. He said, “Hey girl,
how ‘bout buying a brother a beer.” I ignored him and walked in the
store. I walked over to the drink cooler and reached in for my favorite
drink—a cold, diet Mountain Dew. As I closed the cooler door, the
same man blocked me from moving in the aisle. I said, “Excuse me,
sir.” When I approached the counter, the man once again asked me to
buy him a beer. I politely said, “Man, leave me alone. If you want a
beer, get a job and buy your own. I don’t want any trouble with you.” I
paid the cashier, stuffed the change in my pocket and proceeded to
exit the store.
When I got to the door of the store, I noticed three men were
leaning on the hood of my truck. A sense of fear came over me, but I
knew I had to get into my truck. I looked at them as I pressed the
unlock button on the keyless remote. I sarcastically said, “How about
getting off my hood. What does it look like—a sofa?” I opened my
door and placed one leg inside the truck when all of a sudden, the
smell of soured beer hits my face. The man that followed me all
around the store begging for booze was in my face. Surprisingly, given
the situation, I was rather calm. I said, “Man you need to back off. You
don’t want any trouble with me.” He reached in and clinched the
chains around my neck as he says, “What you going to do when I rip
those pretty chains off your neck and gut you right here in this parking
lot?” Without blinking an eye, I reached for the pistol placed between
the console and the seat. Then, I put the barrel on his nose and
nervously said, “I’m going to blow your pumpkin from your shoulders.”
Saucer‐sized eyeballs were staring down the nose of my pistol and he
threw his arms up and yelled, “Get off her truck bros. This bitch is
packing.” I said, “You damn right I’m packing. I told you that you
didn’t want any problems with me.” I closed and locked the door, and
started my engine. My heart was pounding as I drove out of the
parking lot.
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As I got on the I‐20 access ramp and started home, many
emotions started flowing through me. I thought back to the day that
my partner begged me to get a gun for my vehicle. She insisted I
needed this pistol for safety because I traveled to a dangerous part of
Atlanta. After arguing with her and losing the battle, I agreed to get a
gun. I felt this was senseless and a waste of hard earned money for a
piece of steel to sit between the seats in the truck. I purchased a .38
hammerless snub nose pistol. After this terrifying experience, I will
never doubt this purchase saved my life. The right to bear arms is a
freedom I enjoy as a United States citizen. In this instance, the right to
bear arms allowed me to protect myself.

“Jamona (Old Maid)”
Lisa Lynn Ramos
This is stupid. By now, I should be out of the door heading to
my sister’s fiesta. Instead I’m staring at my reflection in the mirror
wondering what went wrong with the smoky‐eye effect I’d read about
in Latina magazine. For some reason, I did not achieve the “right
look.”
I look at my watch—9:35 pm. If I don’t get to the party by 10:30
my sister Ana will file a missing person’s report. My cell phone vibrates
in my pocket. I look at the incoming call. Speak of the Devil, it’s the
punctuality police.
“Hey Ana.”
“Where are you, Jeanette? If you don’t show up to my party…I
swear,” she exasperates.
“Cálmate, I said I’d be there.”
“Okay. Okay.” I can hear her practicing her deep breathing
exercises. “By the way, I gave your number to‐‐”
“No more blind dates!” I throw my eyeliner to the side and
watch it roll down my vanity. The last blind date she set me up with
lasted twenty minutes. After the guy insisted on going through all my
drawers and folding my panties into neat little triangles, I held the
door open, and with eloquence, of course, said: “Pa’ fuera brodel (out
brotha’).”
“But this one’s a real catch.”
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“I’m vegetarian.”
“Very funny. Want to stay jamona forever?”
“What’s wrong with old maids?”
Knowing my sister, she's probably making a cross sign over her
shoulders and forehead, kissing her fingers, begging the Virgin Mary to
forgive me.
“This one’s your perfect match,” she sings.
“Oh, yeah?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“Besides, it’s time you date a real macho—”
“How’re the twins?” I ask.
“Dancing up a storm.”
“Uncle Pepe?”
“Talking to the hunnies, as usual.”
“Abuela?”
“Stop trying to change the subject, Jeanette. What else do
eighty‐year‐old women do? She’s sleeping.”
“Fine. Fine,” I say. This is no time to start an argument. “What's
his name anyway?"
“Costa.”
“Believe me, when you see him you’ll—”
“I said I'll just meet him.”
“Good.”
“Did Santi arrive, yet?” I ask.
“Not yet. She said she’d be here in an hour.”
I’m comforted to know my best friend will be available to bail
me out, in case this Costa turns out to be a ruse.
“Oh, yeah, Jeanette,” says my sister, “Make sure you wear
something sexy."
I grab my four‐inch red pumps, and a lonely‐looking backless
red dress hanging in my closet, like it’s got no place to go.
Before I bolt out the door, I spray Victoria Secret in the air, and
walk into it, just in case Costa turns out to be the real deal.
As I park along Ana’s house, I can hear the Merengue music
blasting. She rushes up to the side of my car and yanks my arm.
“Where’s Santi?” I ask.
“Not here, I’ll call her later.”
"So, where is this great catch?" I ask, scurrying behind her,
squeezing through the crowd.
My sister signals with her chin, in the direction of a handsome
dark man wearing a brown silk shirt that wraps around his biceps like
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liquid chocolate. Not bad. I walk toward him, fumbling through the
sweaty crowd. Suddenly, I forget all about my best friend Santi.
“Costa, this is my sister, Anne.”
I extend my hand to him. He reaches for it, turns it over,
and kisses it, tenderly. I feel my stomach tighten.
“Un placer,” he says. From his accent, I assume he is Cape
Verdean.
I need a drink.
“Un momento,” I say to the Hershey’s kiss, holding up a finger.
I walk up to the wet bar, and ask my brother‐in‐law for two
Mojitos. “Make sure you mash up extra mint leaves in there.”
My brother‐in‐law gives me two glasses, flashing an all‐
knowing smile.
“Going for the World’s Record?” he asks, pointing to Costa.
I pretend not to hear him and walk away with two drinks in
hand.
“Hope you like Cuban,” I say.
Costa takes the glass, and smiles as if he knows something I
don’t know.
As I sip my drink, I avoid looking straight into his eyes. He
makes me nervous.
The DJ announces un bolero. Without saying a word, Costa
takes my glass and sits it on the coffee table, gently places my hand
under his arm, and escorts me to what's left of the dance floor.
Holding me tight, I feel the dimensions of his pectoral muscle. I lean
closer and breathe him in. He smells of masculine amber, mint, and
lavender. Exotic. Slowly, his hand caresses my bare neck, but on no
occasion does he try to press himself against me as other men usually
do. I sway in his arms like a carefree hammock roped between two
palm trees. I want that moment to last forever, but the song is rudely
interrupted with a Reggeaton remix. Not that I don't like the music,
but c'mon now, you don't mess with a Latina's slow jam when the
juices of passion fruit are about to burst in her mouth at first bite.
We walk back toward Ana, whom has been watching with
interest, as if my life were a telenovela (daytime soap opera).
“You two look good on the dance floor together,” Ana says.
For once, I want to agree with my sister.
“Obrigado bela mulher,” Costa says to me, smiling. His teeth are
clean and bright. Great, he's a flosser, too. “Would you like to go for a
walk?” he adds.
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For some stupid reason, I shake my head, as if I had a nervous
tick.
“É perfeito, I understand, he says.
Surprisingly, my heart flutters like a banner in the wind as I
watch him walk away.
Ana pinches my arm.
“Are you stupid?” Ana whispers. “He probably thinks you’re not
interested. Don’t let him get away.”
She’s right.
“Costa!” I blurt out.
He pivots, smiling.
“That’s right,” Ana says. “Reel him in.”
“I can go for that walk, if you still‐‐”
“I’d like that,” he says and steadily walks toward me, like a
skilled gymnast on a balancing beam, mesmerizing me with his honey‐
brown eyes. I’m hypnotized. Waves of strong emotions crash against
my chest.
“Jeanette, when Santi gets here…”
I know Ana just said something, but I can’t hear her. The sweet
sound of a sexy saxophone plays in my head—A Love Supreme: The
Story of Jeanette and Costa.
“Never mind,” says Ana, “Enjoy your walk you two. Just be
careful.”
“Don’t worry,” says Costa, tenderly removing a strand of hair
from my glossy lips. “I’ll protect her.”
Before I know it, I’m strolling down the street, having a great
conversation, with this stranger who handles me with care, placing his
hand behind my back as we cross the street, pulling me closer to him
as cars speed by.
Ana often says every mujer needs to experience the feeling of
security, while in the arms of a real macho. Is this what it feels like?
As we continue our walk through the South Side of Providence,
oblivious to the time and group of boys huddling in a corner smoking
weed, for once I forget what it’s like to be jamona.
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“Open Your Eyes”
Jake Salyards
The realization that something was amiss gently tapped my
shoulder as gravity vomited a bouquet of porno mags in an arc past my
view. They “flew”, and I do not misuse the word. They did not “roll”
or “tumble”; they “flew,” as did each piece of gear and body without
the wisdom to hang on to anything more stable than my faith in that
moment. My legs dangled in the air as my arms clutched the cold,
stainless steel tube used as the basis for my bed. The tomahawk cruise
missile nestled inside that 26 foot long stainless steel sheath
belligerently slept on through this, like a dragon in a cave, resting up
to go out and kill everyone in a village should it become necessary at
some obscure later date for some even more nebulous set of reasons. I
learned in those seconds, which spanned two‐life times for me, to
open my eyes.
Seconds before this, at periscope depth on the surface of the
ocean inside the nuclear submarine USS San Francisco, I finished a
letter to my lovely wife, whom I pictured glowing and radiant, our first
child coming alive inside her; it surprised me to notice my whole
world dropping out from underneath me, literally. An uncontrolled
plummet to the bottom of the ocean ripped me from everything I had
taken for granted, primarily a misplaced presumption that my life
would continue at least another three minutes. No captain planned
this as a drill and nothing about it even remotely exhilarated me.
Sheer terror covers it quite nicely, thank you. Excellent way to induce
a heart attack I imagine, in case you come across the need of one. The
absence of audible screaming struck me as odd, the only sounds,
consisting of things flying, falling, and smashing into other things; and
that silence screamed out as the loudest thing I have yet heard. One
hundred and forty men swallowed hard instead of saying goodbye to
those they loved. Voices had pulled back on themselves like an ebbing
tide, replaced by a quiet like butterflies napping.
In that first instant, sheer terror overtook me; then, like fog in
sunlight, it melted, vanished. No fear remained, only an
overwhelming, profound sadness. The things I had wanted to
someday find the courage to do, to say, to believe, to stand for, they
melted too ‐ mute, irrelevant; the very same way that my whole life
found itself about ten seconds from irrelevant. Every soldier has
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envisioned laying down his life for a love stronger than the sum of the
souls from which it grows. I basked in that innocence, permitted the
illusion of making a willing sacrifice. To die trading my life for that of
my child, or my wife or my brother in arms ‐ honor lives in that
decision. To die because some 19‐year‐old I would never trust with a
rental car was at the helm of a billion dollar science experiment,
suffering from sleep deprivation and very probably more interested in
J‐lo’s ass than in what he needed to be doing is not courageous: it is
pathetic, simply the misfortune of finding myself in the wrong spot at
the wrong time, and no more brave than getting gang‐raped in the
showers of the YMCA. A strange thought occurred to me, something I
learned many years before from the Samurai code of Bushido – “Fear
of death will not keep you from dying, but it will keep you from living”
(Yamamoto 103). Still falling, tumbling down, I never did actually
begin to understand that quote until this moment.
I remember quite clearly experiencing a murderous rage that I
understood the sequence of events that overtook me. The coolant
would spill out of the nuclear reactor and cause everything on that
submarine to turn itself off because a dive like this is unrecoverable,
and the engineers who designed this thing knew that. The weight of
the ocean above us accelerated us faster and faster down to death. I
expected the sound of bending, compressing steel giving way under
ever increasing pressure. Unbearable stress grew, swelled, and pushed
in, bending and crushing the only thing keeping us alive. I waited to
die ‐ my eyes smashed shut. I remember, as clearly as I remember
getting to see Erica Whaley’s breasts as a trembling, grateful boy, from
inside my mind my own voice came from so, so far away and spoke
firmly, with the exact same quiet voice my grandfather used as he
sharply pulled me back out of the road and the speeding car that just
did not notice me any more than I noticed it: “Open your eyes. This is
the last thing you will see. Look it in the eye.” In that instant, I died.
In the next moment, I was reborn. For the first time in my life, I
opened my eyes. I have not shut them since.
Work Cited
Yamamoto, Tsunetomo. Bushido: The Way of the Samurai. Trans.
Minoru Tanaka. Ed. Justin F. Stone. New York: Square One
Publishers, 2002. Print.
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“The Fishers”
Aubrey Turner
An activity very familiar and understood by outdoor
enthusiasts around the world is the sport of fishing. This is a most
extraordinary activity, because nothing relaxes me more than heading
out to the lake for a few hours of fishing. Now I will be the first to
admit that fishing is more fun when the fish are biting, but if they are
not, I will still enjoy my fishing trip because just getting outside and
away from the rest of the world is enough for me. Therefore, I can and
will enjoy myself if the fish are biting or not.
While pulling off the main road and onto the dirt road that
leads to the lake, a feeling of excitement wells up from inside me. I am
leaving civilization behind and returning to a primordial world, and as
a result the stress of the past work week seems to disappear.
As I roll down my window, the smell of pine needles drifts
through the air and into my nostrils. Somehow I feel a little closer to
nature; my worries do not seem to bother me as much now. As I drive
a little further down the road, the lake finally comes into view, and I
gaze out across the water while soaking in the scenery. A cool breeze
gently blows across the lake, creating ripples on the water while
crickets and July flies fill the air with their mating calls.
As I sit on the bank, fishing pole in hand, I realize that I do not
care if the fish are biting or not. I’m thinking… thinking… Pondering
the possibilities. What if? Suddenly my fishing pole bends, aha! Got
one on the line! I reel him in; it is a big white fish, the kind that most
people world want to keep, but I carefully remove the hook from his
mouth and gently cast him back into the lake. I watch as he snaps his
tail and disappears into the murky depths of the lake. Then I bait my
hook and cast it back into the water.
I look up and notice the sun setting behind the tree line and
darkness falling upon the lake. Stillness settles on the lake, a stillness
that you can feel inside you as well. In a few more minutes the stars
begin to sparkle against the darkening sky, as creatures of the night
begin to rouse from their sleep. Bats swoop over the lake, catching
insects on the wing. I hear a hoot owl deep in the forest. Time to
leave the lake, but before I go, I take my fishing worms and throw
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them into the lake along with a bucket of dog food that I brought
along with me to feed the fish. While doing this I say to myself, “Go
ahead and eat, little fish; I’ll come back and catch you another day.”
As I get back into my truck, I think of all those non‐outdoor
people who have stayed at home with their televisions and computers.
They are missing out on some of life’s most enjoyable moments, but
will I ever complain? No, I don’t think so. You see, the lake is more
peaceful without them.

“It’s All In the Bowl”
Sunshine Smith
First Prize Prose Winner
I recall one of my fondest memories is of me as a child with
my grandmother as I stood covered in flour in a chair at her kitchen
counter. My desire to learn how to make homemade biscuits came
about as I watched my grandmother so gracefully create her mouth‐
watering biscuits. Coming in from school one afternoon, I asked her,
“Maw, can you teach me to make biscuits your way?” Thus my story
begins. I learned how to make homemade biscuits as a 7‐year‐old
child, and to this day, I still use that same lesson when baking for my
family.
Maw began by telling me, “It’s all in the bowl.” At the time, I
did not understand what she meant, but now that I make biscuits
myself, I realize how right she was: I cannot make biscuits without my
bowl.
Given to me when Maw passed away is the stainless steel bowl
she used for as I can remember— wide, round, and deep, and still
containing the paper she attached to the bottom, weeks before her
passing, written in her handwriting, “Give to Sunshine.” Knowing that
she thought about me only days before she readied to bid the world
farewell means so much to me. Years of scratches adorn the outside of
the bowl, along with a few small dents no doubt from the many falls to
the floor. The bowl, once nothing more is now a part of many
treasured memories of my grandmother and the experiences we
shared.
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I ready for the baking process by pulling all my ingredients
together including buttermilk, Crisco, and the bowl with flour always
in it. I start by sifting the flour to remove any leftover clumps from
previous batches of biscuits, and once the flour is sifted to a smooth
consistence, then I can move on to hollowing out a rounded ditch in
the middle of the flour by cupping my hand into a fist and using my
knuckles, I rotate my wrist in circular a motion. Now that I have the
flour hollowed out, with flour still covering the bottom of the bowl,
time to pour in the buttermilk, and I cannot tell how much, for a
measuring cup neither my grandmother nor I have never used; As she
had, I have made biscuits so many times that I can just eye the right
amount.
Moving on to the Crisco, I dive in with my fist, and again with
no measuring, I use about one fourth of a handful. Now I pour my
buttermilk, and start mixing the two using only my bare hands, letting
the Crisco slide through my fingers to my fist as I squeeze my hand,
until the ingredients are well blended. Above all, this step in the
mixing process is crucial; the trick is to mix in just enough flour. How
do I know when I have just enough? I have become familiar with the
texture because of the many batches I have made: firm yet not too firm
and soft but not too soft, resembling a very soft play dough texture. At
this point, I wash my hands, grease my pan with Crisco to keep the
biscuits from sticking, and preheat my oven to 375 degrees.
Depending on the differences with every oven, the temperature
will change, as I bake my biscuits on 375 degrees; however, I bake
them longer than most people. If I need to rush the baking process, I
can crank the oven temperature higher and leave the biscuits in for a
shorter amount of time; in this stage, all I can suggest is trial and error.
Learning how to make homemade biscuits takes a few tries to get
them just right, but this can be related to many situations in my life,
for I know I have tried many times before getting some things just
right.
Now loosely closing my hand into a fist, I start incorporating
flour from the sides of the bowl little by little with a sweeping motion
using my knuckles as they sweep across the flour along sides of the
bowl. As the dry ingredients turn into a doughy mixture, I turn my
bowl in a counter clockwise motion, using my hands making the
dough thicker and tougher, if you do not incorporate enough flour the
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dough will stick to your hands making a horrible mess. Once the
mixture begins to hold together, I can stop mixing in flour and begin
to knead the dough into a roll— like shape resembling the consistency
of a soft fluffy pillow. I can remember when my grandmother first
began teaching me, we would make the biggest mess ever, but we
always ended in laughter. By the time we put the biscuits in the piping
hot oven, we both had flour from head to toe, all over the counter, and
all in the floor.
At this point, I wash my hands again to get all the dough off
from the messy mixing process. Then I immerse my hands back into
the flour to ensure that when I start patting out my biscuits the dough
will not stick. Now, I can begin patting out the biscuits by pinching of
a small amount, about the size of a tennis ball from one end of the roll.
With my left hand flat and my right hand cupping the left, I start
rolling and shaping into a rounded biscuit. I recall my grandmother
the most during this step because as she first began teaching me she
always stood behind me with her arms wrapped around me, her hands
embracing my hands, leading me in how to roll the perfect biscuits.
Next, I place my biscuits on the baking pan about one‐half inch from
each other leaving room for the biscuits to rise, and once I have all my
dough patted out in the pan, I can place them into the preheated oven
for about twenty minutes or until they turn a golden brown on top.
In the end, I have appetizing biscuits no one can turn down.
My family and I enjoy our biscuits many ways, including plain with
melted butter, melted butter with sugar, jelly, or honey, and with
supper or breakfast.
The days of standing in a chair beside my grandmother have
long passed, but to this day, the memories and lessons she taught me
remain strong, as does her stainless steel biscuit bowl.
“Mom’s Day”
Doris Sudduth
I was five years old and enthusiastically painting dry pasta with
tempera paints. We were going to string them on yarn and make
necklaces for mother’s day. I was amazed; I thought presents came
from the store. I knew we had made gifts at Christmas but the real
gifts were bought at the store on “secret” shopping trips.
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All the commercials on TV said you were supposed to have
flowers delivered. I couldn’t buy something on my own! So, I asked
Dad and Grandma, safely out of Mom’s hearing. Dad said he would get
Mom some flowers, and I remember that he did. I loved the smell of
the pink carnations and learned what baby’s breath was.
The other thing in the commercials was jewelry. Mom didn’t
really like to wear jewelry, even though she had some beautiful pieces.
So when I learned that we were making necklaces, which is jewelry, I
was ecstatic!
Fast forward a few years. I’m in high school. Mom’s in a
wheelchair. Dad works twelve hours a day, six days a week. He’s a
salaried employee, so he doesn’t get overtime, but no benefits, either. I
was applying for colleges and trying to get grants and tuition. Ray was
in the middle school band. I ran across the macaroni necklace and the
first thing in my mind was, “How tacky!” I asked Mom, “Why did you
keep this piece of junk?”
“I kept it because you made it for me with love.”
Fast forward again. I’m thirty‐three years old with a ten year
old son, Michael, and a seven year old daughter, Emma. In her first
grade class, Emma made the same thing for mother’s day that Michael
had. Different kinds of beans are mixed together and coated in white
glue, then mounded on wax paper into a heart like shape with a hole
in the middle, apparently supposed to be heart shaped as well. The
one Michael made got left in the hot car when it was given to us on his
last day of school. It got stepped on at some point and disintegrated.
So, I was prepared when Emma brought one home this year. I brought
it back to my office space in the shed and hung it right above where I
work.
I took some pictures of it, to try to do it justice. The pictures
show the facts, but somehow do not convey the love. I suppose that is
in my heart.
I hear my mother, “You made it for me with love.”
I hear myself, “Why did you keep this tacky thing.” I say, “I
hung it up because you made it for me with love.”
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“A Sixteen Acre Farm”
Marie Gibson
Second Prize Prose Winner
When I was six, everything in my life changed: my mom and
dad gave us the news we were moving. I just knew my life had ended.
I would have to leave behind my school, friends, and my grandmother.
I remember riding in the car for what seemed like forever, and then we
finally arrived, what I saw when we arrived did not impress me. In the
middle of the red Georgia clay and kudzu sat two not‐very‐impressive
mobile homes.
Both were identical, from the rust and yellow flowers on the
kitchen walls to the rust colored carpet throughout the whole mobile
home. The layout of the rooms was the same, too‐‐ small and in a
straight line. The huge front yard was nothing but red mud clumps
everywhere, not a blade of grass to be seen. Beyond the back yard a
dark and scary jungle of trees and vines put the fear in us of what lay
beyond our yard.
After we settled into our home, the first thing we built was the
chicken coop. My dad let my sister and me pick out our baby
chickens, which were kept on the porch until they grew old enough to
live on their own. We watched like proud parents as our chicks grew.
My mom jumped for joy when our chickens started laying eggs‐‐ no
more store bought eggs for us! Not long after the chickens, my dad
bought me a goat, named Star for the star on her forehead; she loved
for me to feed her sugar cubes as a treat. Since my dad had bought me
a goat, it was only fair for him to buy my sister one as well, so he
purchased a male goat named Billy Don, which he gave to my sister.
When early spring came, my dad picked out an acre of land to
start plowing for our garden. Every afternoon when he would get
home from work, he would plow land the size of a football field‐‐with
a rotary tiller, afterward calling us children to pick up rocks and sticks
in preparation for the garden. My dad then instructed us how to put
down the fertilizer, lime, and seeds, explaining to us that we did not
want to clump the seeds together: “I’ll know if you followed my
instructions when the plants start to grow, “he would tell us. If we all
pitched in with preparing the garden, my dad would reward us by
taking us uptown to a corner store where we spent our three dollars on
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nickel and dime candy; when we walked out of the store with our bag
full of candy, we forgot all about the hard work we had spent all day
doing.
Days went by as we checked our garden to find nothing but
dirt. I could not believe it when one day my dad and I went to check
on the garden, and there in the ground were tiny green sprouts that I
helped plant all down our dirt mounds I looked up at my father’s smile
and said, “Look daddy, look at the baby plants growing! “ We ended
up with so many vegetables that we had to give our neighbors and
family bags of fresh vegetables to keep them from rotting on the vine.
After five years of living on our little farm, my parents decided
to build a house on the hill above our mobile home. The building of
our new home took a year. Excited, my sister and I knew that when
they completed our house, we would each have our own room‐‐ no
more bunk beds and sharing the tiny bathroom. Our home was over
four times bigger than our mobile home.
With the move to the house, we also moved our chicken coop
and our garden, both becoming much bigger. My dad also purchased
a tractor to help us with the gardening‐‐ no more rotary tilling for us!
A couple of years after we moved into the house, we built the barn to
house the cows, chickens, ducks, geese, and store all of our hay and
feed for the coming year. We painted our barn red, because well,
barns are supposed to be red.
My dad also decided to buy four pigs, not cute little pot belly
pigs who sing laa laa laa like the one in the movie Babe, but very large,
smelly, mean animals. I can hear my daddy say “Don’t fall in, Punkin
Seed, or the pigs will eat you.” After that I stayed away from them as
much as possible, except when my dad would make me take them a
bucket of scraps.
Coming from a farming family we usually had large meals.
Meat from the cows, chickens and pigs along with fresh right off the
vine vegetables and fresh cow’s milk seemed an everyday thing in my
family. Eventually, my mom learned how to freeze and can our
vegetables for the winter. I learned to snap beans, cut corn from the
cob for creamed corn, and cut okra to freeze for winter. I also
remember cutting pounds of tomatoes one year until my hands were
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raw, a once‐a‐year task that I tried to talk my way out of doing.
However, all of the hard work paid off when I would smother my
biscuits with homemade peach‐peel jam my mom had made. As an
adult I often wish I had a jar of that peachy goodness.
When I was twelve, my dad finally let me drive the 1962 red
Massey‐ Fergusson tractor, one of my happiest childhood memories. I
sat high on the tractor, while my dad, not paying enough attention,
did not see me until I ran into the six foot high stack of wood which
had taken days to stack. With a red face, he did not yell or scream; he
simply told me to back up, turn off the switch, and start restacking the
wood. The task took me a whole week after school to finish. With
time, my tractor skills got a lot better, so my dad set me to the task of
plowing seven or so acres for the planting of corn to feed our cows.
With the cows we had to have fences, which meant we had to
dig post holes. My dad and I dug over two hundred post holes. My
dad, driving the tractor, would lower the post hole bit and I would
jump on top of the bit and use my weight to help drill the bit into the
ground. To some the task might appear simple, but I can tell you from
experience: digging post holes is a very hard job. With my being
thirteen, a hundred pounds, and female, the task seemed even more of
a challenge. The shaking of the bit digging into the ground was
another challenge. Sometimes when I could not hold on any longer,
my dad would switch places with me to give me a break. I cannot
recall how long it took us to dig all two hundred post holes, but I will
never forget digging them. My dad’s letting me help meant that he did
not care I was a girl.
My mom decided to start working when my sister was around
ten and me fourteen. My mom’s going to work also put a damper on
my time outside; instead of being outside plowing fields, I was doing
laundry and dishes, and watching my sister and sometimes my
cousins. I had a hard time trying to adjust to my new chores when I
wanted to be outdoors with my dad. My mom’s going to work also did
not help my relationship with my sister, who did not like for me to be
the boss, and I was very bossy. The next few years I spent a lot of my
time by myself. Stuck in the house, I would finish my chores and
homework; afterwards I would spend hours with my nose in a book or
drawing.
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I still to this day love to be outside. The smell of the outdoors,
the feel of the dirt under my nails, and the soreness of my body after a
long day of work makes me think of my childhood with the red mud
and the rusty‐orange colored mobile homes.
To me the mornings on the farm will always be special,
because they were for just me and my dad. We would sit on the back
porch long before the sun came up, with a hot cup of coffee, mine
having loads of cream and sugar, his black, both of us listening to the
forest wake up. Then, heading off into the woods, my dad and I would
search for hardwood trees to cut down for firewood for the coming
winter. Sometimes my mom, sister, and two cousins would come
along. The days of chopping wood were long and hard, but well worth
it, when sitting in front of the warm fire on a cold winter night. All of
the hard work of cutting, chopping, and stacking wood paid off by
keeping all of us toasty throughout the winter months.
Today I look back and enjoy the memories of feeding
chickens, snapping beans, and yes, even running into the woodpile
with the tractor. With the death of my father recently, my childhood
memories of our time together mean so much more to me now. That
time spent with my dad will live in my heart forever. When I pass by
the vegetables at the grocery store, I remember my dad and me sitting
in the garden, with salt and pepper, eating tomatoes straight off the
vine. A tomato has never tasted the same.
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Contributors’ Notes
Sarah Billiter (Dental Hygiene) emphasized the importance of style in
her poem “In Remembrance,” which was inspired by her grandmother.
Kevin Brock (Welding) created his work “Man Reading a Book While
Sitting” specifically for submission to the magazine.
Krista Carroll (Healthcare Science) wrote her story “Russian Airways”
based on real‐life experiences working in the Middle East for the U.S.
Army.
Kevynn Alex Case (Nursing) says her definition essay “Love’s Journey”
was inspired by all those who had an impact on her life.
Sarah Coleman (Radiology) took her photograph “Sunrise” at Tybee
Island.
Pat Daigle (Registered Nursing) wanted to capture the special natural
beauty of a sunny day at Hightower Falls.
Micah Davis (Business Administration Technology) wrote his essay
“The White Guy” to show how he overcame being an outsider when he
was younger.
Dawn Daniel (Cosmetology) took her photograph “Past and Present”
in downtown Carrollton.
Candi Dominick (Business Administration Technology) wrote “Bearing
Arms” for ENG 1101 to demonstrate the importance of knowing our
right to bear arms.
Brittany Edwards (Registered Nursing) wrote her essay based on her
life‐changing experiences in a twelve step program.
Darleen Edwards (Registered Nursing) wrote her poem “Mother” as a
Mothers’ Day gift to her mother.
Rickey A. Estvanko (Computer Information Systems) wrote his poem
to show his love for his father.
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Karen Freeman (WGTC Faculty – Early Childhood Care and
Education) had to get down low to photograph the snail.
Linda Gieger (Medical Language Specialist) wrote her poems for her
own enjoyment rather than for an assignment.
Marie Gibson’s (Technical Communications) essay was her first essay,
and it was inspired by her dad, who had recently passed away.
Eddie Gore (WGTC Staff – VP of Student Affairs) drew his sketch from
a hanging specimen in an art studio.
Breanna Megan Gosdin (Radiology) was inspired by her children to
write her poem “Eight Brown Eyes.”
Angie Hanner (Clinical Laboratory Technology) created her mosaic for
HUM 1101.
April Jennings (Dental Hygiene) was inspired by the beauty of the
Earth, from its first morning dew to a full moon on a winter’s night.
Frank Karycinski (Clinical Laboratory Technology) did not tell us what
inspired his photographs.
Tracey Deanne Keaton (Clinical Laboratory Technology) wrote her
poem “A Car Wreck” after witnessing a car accident after which a man
died in her arms.
Myra Little (Healthcare Science) was motivated to write by
misunderstood efforts.
Lauren Lunk (WGTC Staff – Director of Student Services) says her
painting represents how one who is outside of a particular
organization might feel when the logos and symbols of that
organization have limited meaning to him or her.
Sindi McGowan (WGTC Staff – AVP for Curriculum) says that bead
embroidery is “intuitive and organic.” Her work was born of what she
sees in the mirror: the faces of her mother and grandmother as well as
her own.
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Yolanda Faith Murray’s (Accounting) poetry was written about her
mother’s death.
Jim McNair (WGTC Staff – Dean of Trade & Technologies) machined
his work from a solid aluminum block and mounted it on a display
base; it is on display on a shelf in his office.
Alicia Milner (Technical Communications) took her photograph
“Oceanside Resting Place” in Old San Juan, Puerto Rico, when she saw
all of the headstones faced away from the sea so that the living would
have a peaceful backdrop while visiting the graves.
Britney Morris (Registered Nursing) took her photograph of an old
concession stand that, her mother told her, was once the “cool” place
to hang out; it made her look at the old building in a new light.
Carol Pearson (WGTC Faculty – English) wrote her poem “Ode to
ANGEL” to playfully poke fun at her general dislike of technology.
Deborah Pilgrim (Accounting) created her mosaic for HUM 1101.
Jeanette Pollard (Accounting) says her favorite place, other than
spending time with her grandchildren, is the ocean.
Janai’ Pyant (Practical Nursing) says her poetry is “an answer for all the
strange looks and stupid remarks that some people say when they have
nothing intelligent to say.”
Lisa Lynn Ramos (Criminal Justice & Digital Media) created her prize‐
winning piece as the cover for a children’s book. She considers herself
an urban ethnic artist, and that is reflected in both her artwork and
her writing.
Diego Rangel (Computer Networking) loves photograph and wanted
to photograph the road depicted in “Peaceful Road” for some time, but
had difficulty fighting traffic to get the shot.
John W. Ridley (WGTC Faculty – Clinical Laboratory Technology) says
his poem shows his “disdain for those who would enable animals to
enter the world and then cast them out into a cruel world against
which they have no defense.”
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Charday Robinson (Dental Hygiene) says her poem “My Journey to
Success” is an arrangement of her feelings and experiences in life.
Frank Rogers (Clinical Laboratory Technology) wrote his essay for
ENG 1101 in response to the question “what is the one thing in your life
you wish you could change?”
Jake Salyards (Radiology) wrote his short stories to communicate not
only ideas but also emotions and judgments for the reader to consider.
Audria Smith (Adult Education) loves to read and wrote her poem
“Survival Guide” about a book everyone should read: a survival guide.
Sunshine Smith (Registered Nursing) wrote the prize‐winning essay
“It’s All in the Bowl” to explain two of her greatest loves: baking and
her grandmother.
Doris Sudduth (Business Administration Technology) wrote “Mom’s
Day” to help her children understand what she was like as a child
because her parents are not there to tell her kids about her childhood.
Kyle Taylor (WGTC Faculty – English) prefers the old ways of doing
most things, but wrote the first draft of “Décor” using his cell phone’s
notepad feature while eating breakfast in Villa Rica’s Tin Roof Café.
Aubrey Turner (Computer Support Specialist ) was inspired by a
fishing trip with her nephew in the Summer of 2009.
Madelyn Warrenfells (WGTC Staff – Human Resources) wrote her
poem about “the overwhelming feeling of missing someone from the
inside of your soul to the external part of your being.”
April Whitt (Registered Nursing) wrote her prize‐winning poem
“Nightfall” during a storm.
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Information for VOICES 2011
Submissions for the 2011 issue of VOICES Magazine will be collected during
the summer and fall quarters of 2010 (July 7 – December 9). All submissions
must be in electronic format and accompanied by a signed submission form.
Submissions can be delivered in person or emailed to any editor or to the
designated VOICES representative on each campus.
VOICES is published annually by West Georgia Technical College. The
magazine seeks to showcase the best examples of the creativity that is alive
and well at WGTC. We generally publish only 35‐45% of the submissions we
receive in a given year. Submissions are welcome from the following:
•
•
•
•
•

Current students of WGTC
Recent graduates of WGTC (class of 2008 to present)
Current staff and faculty members of WGTC
Retired staff and faculty members of WGTC
Members of WGTC's various boards and advisory committees

Submissions must be the creative work solely of the submitter; we will not
accept submissions made on behalf of anyone who does not fall into one of
the aforementioned categories. Only current students are eligible for the
cash prizes.
Submission does not guarantee publication; due to space limitations we
cannot publish every submission. We try to select works that offer a diverse
view of the WGTC community; we are interested in showcasing the artistic
and creative talent of WGTC through various media. Acceptance or rejection
does not necessarily reflect the quality of the submission; rather, we accept or
reject work based upon the needs of the magazine and the editorial standards
set for that edition. We hope to constantly improve the quality of the
magazine each year; thus, standards of quality tend to go up each year.
Prose: Maximum 3 submissions per author, maximum of 4000 words each.
This category includes fiction, short stories, essays, reports, analytical
projects, proposals, articles, and letters.
Poetry: Maximum 5 submissions per author, no word limit.
Art: Maximum 4 submissions per artist, no size limits. This category includes
film photography, digital photography, CAD work, medical illustrations,
sculpture, painting, drawing, metalwork, and other forms of visual art.
Photographs of original non‐photographic works may be submitted for
consideration in lieu of the actual works (a publication quality photograph
must be obtainable).
Complete details available online: www.westgatech.edu/voices
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