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Devyn Springer
“Daily Courage”

Daily.
Every day.

Every single day,
I feel it occurring.

I hear their calloused voices,
I taste their nasty, stinging words.

They cover over me, thickly, like poison.
Then comes the painfully numbing, youthful, judging things;

The stares, slander, the laughs, they carry such weight!
Why is it me that must receive their stored hate?

But I say goodbye to those days I was silent.
I raise up a white flag to the past.

Those days are gone, they didn’t even last.
I just hope boldness can find me,

Fear needs to stay behind me,
Love needs to blind.

Or blind them?
Daily, I’m hit.

Daily, I sit,
Too quietly.
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Rachelle Shepherd
“The Past of All Others”

Gathering dust into her hands
she inhales,
gasping lungs full of life.

Photographs
with yellow corners
bend 
toward faces that smile 
behind water spots.

A familiar face
beyond the smudge of her finger,
the whorls of her thumb
leave ash prints
from a dry cigarette.

Photo albums 
and their creaking cellophane covers
crinkle
around the edges of her past,

and the past of all others
beside her. 
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Ryan Cody Anderson
“I Am”

I am something everyone strives for, but very few reach,
I am something deep down in your heart, a subject that you cannot 

teach.
I am a perfect combination of hard work and determination,

I am useless, however, without mindset and motivation.
I am a not just a chin held high, gold medal on the chest

I am something much greater; I am success.

I am something that can be broken and just as easily fixed,
I am a world wind of emotions all of which are mixed.

I am sweet as sugar when you give me some time
I am sometimes unspoken and quiet, much like a mime.

I am your strongest muscle, the body’s best part,
I am your kindness; I am your heart.

I am something everyone needs during some part of life,
I am words from a coach, child, or wife.

I am everything you want during times of despair,
I am a new feeling, a breath of fresh air.

I am something given without hesitation,
I am the words of wisdom; I am motivation.

I am someone who doesn’t accept losing very well; it’s easy to see,
I am a picture in a magazine or someone on T.V.
I am strong and built on a foundation of pride,

I am a person that is known worldwide.
I am a veteran or maybe a beginner,

I am a champion; I am a winner.
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Brandi Cash
“Our Story”

When I met you, I was five.
A boy had hurt me and I was crying.
I don’t know what you said in his ear.

I just know he didn’t talk to me for years

When I was seven you moved away.
I didn’t understand why you couldn’t stay!

It broke my heart that you had to go.
When I’d see you again, I didn’t know

We had phone calls. We had letters.
We had visits. We liked that better.
Somehow we always kept in touch
I guess because we cared so much.

At seventeen we moved away
Not too far from where you stayed!

It was so great to be so close
To my best friend that I missed the most

When you were nineteen you went to place I couldn’t come stay
Someone took you away on that very sad day

I miss your class. I miss your style.
Most off all, I miss your smile

On your birthday you’d be Twenty-nine.
I wish I could call you, or write a few lines.

Oh how I wish I could see you again.
I miss you now like I missed you then

You really are my very best friend
Someday I will come see you again

Until then I will tell our story
I will even give you all the glory

All these memories are my treasures
And in my heart you will live forever!
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Austin Winchester
“Hope in Nature”

After a night of tossing and turning,
I wake.
As the sun’s warm rays shine on me, I hear a voice. 
The voice tells me to take a walk.

I step outside and breathe in the fresh cool air.
With each breath I find myself lost in 
The big green rolling hills,
Smoothly sloping into the morning sky.

As the wind gently brushes my cheek, I fall into a trance 
Unable to fathom the ecstasy found in nature.
I turn my mind towards the real world and know
That while there is beauty and love found in nature, there is hope. 

As people are a part of nature,
Beauty and love are found in us.
They are engraved deep into our souls, 
And as long as these are a part of our making
There is promise for the next generations 
And the world that is yet to come. 
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Roy Brown
“New Chair”
First Prize Poetry Winner

It was a surprise to see the new chair,
 It just showed right up as if out of thin air
At the first look it looks almost the same,

 As the old seat that my wife had complained
It was bright and all shiny like a new car would be,

 But only had room for my company
As I sat on it for the very first time,

 I realized she was right and it was about time
The firm seat was replaced with a cloud like appeal,

It was soft and spongy and it had a great feel
As I finished with the first drive of this chair,

I just knew my best thoughts would come from right here
I pushed the handle and watched the water swirl,

The sound wasn’t as loud as it was before
This new toilet will do just fine,

I’ll just have to thank that lovely wife of mine.
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Anitra Ellison
“Connect the Dots”

I never really
got over those activity books.
You know,
the kind where you had to
connect the dots
find your way out of the maze
and my favorite,
what’s wrong with this picture?
Even though I grew up, 
I’m still trying to
connect the dots
find my way out of the maze 
and I still
feel like the wrong picture.
But sometimes, 
the pictures aren’t wrong
just different.
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Amanda Kersten Brown
“One Last Lie”

Empty promises, abandoned dreams,
Hollow eyes and silent screams.

Hope has disappeared; love no longer exists,
You break and you break until there’s nothing left to fix.

Everything changes while it all stays the same,
Look in the mirror, for you’re the only one to blame.

You point fingers and whine and complain about your life,
You wonder why everyone you love has left you alone to die.

Compassion has fled; my heart has grown cold,
There’s nothing left for you here. I’ve broken the hold.

I’ve spent most of my life waiting on un-probable events,
While you spent years playing and avoiding recompense.

Look at my face and look in my eyes,
You see yourself there mixed with despise.

Your truths are far from honest, your honesty far from the truth,
And now to me you mean nothing, as I’ve always meant to you.

There’s a saying about an apple and falling from the tree,
Obviously they were mistaken as there is nothing like you in me.

Unlike you I keep going; I don’t get scared and run,
I keep pushing and pushing until I’ve finally won.

I’m giving you back your half-truths, your half lies, your half effort, 
and your time,

The only thing I want in return is to hear one last lie.
Tell me you’ll call me and you love me, that you’ll see me soon 

again,
As soon as I hear that one, it shall finally be the end...
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Adam Vickery
“Keep on Charging”

Rise and fall and rise again
Keep on rising, though you cannot win

Pitch black appears the great unknown
Navigable surely, your light has shown

Uncertainty is certain, you pay the price
Confidence waning as you roll the dice

Stand then run when you reach the brink
Force is failing, you must try to think

Stand tall and muster as you have a choice
Flail and falter then find your voice

Rise and fall and rise again
Keep on charging; you may just win
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Donna Gail Clements
“Blue Days”

Celebrations of wondrous occasions
Are held no more

As the calendar is turned inside out.
The sun goes deep into hiding – 

At noon, the forest becomes as black as midnight.
We take refuge in the cave
And it becomes our home.

We evolve into prehistoric dwellers
Surviving the darkness

And seeing the damp slime as our friend.
Without our knowledge
The earth turns slowly

But the cave remains stead and stagnant.
In the reflective eons

Of our backward journey,
Life as we knew it

Is far away and out of reach.
We are no longer the rulers of the earth

And we slither about as snakes in the cave.
The rocks become our tablets

To record our descent into nothingness.
Time lapses and we solidify our existence.
We watch and wait for the light of hope,

As blue days seep into yellow years.
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Toni Crooks
“Sugar”

Sunlight glowing on your face
Sweat glistening on your skin,

Never before have I had so much to take in…
The strength of your arms
Like the pillars of the earth
Supporting, cradling, strong.

Never before have I had so much to take in…
The flicker of light in your milky brown eyes
Like deep pools of chocolate to drown in,

Never before have I had so much to take in…
The love I wish was there 
Wishing I never had to share,
 Never before have I had so much to take in…
Do you think of me as much as I think of you?
I cannot keep going like this,
It has to end.

Never before have I had so much to take in…
Not knowing it could be this way
Needing you even as you deny me your love
 Never before have I had so much to take in… 
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Rebecca Everett
“The Game”

You got the voice
I got the moves

Don’t bet against me
Cuz you know you gonna lose

I got the ace
You got the jack

Brother you need practice
Cuz your game is wack

You may be strong
But you look weak

You did something wrong
Cuz you up **** creek

You lost all your money
I ain’t gonna lie

So go ahead honey
You know you wanna cry

You played the game
I got the luck

Don’t be ashamed
Just because you suck
You may be a winner

In the end
But for now

The game is over, my friend
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Anna Turner
“Undergrowth”

Standing lost and forlorn
On the side of a well-worn road
The wind of passing cars
Tearing at my clothes
I’m waiting, always waiting
For my most faithful friend
To take pity on my plight
And whisk me away
Into the wilds of academia

As I stride through white-washed halls
Sloshing through a swamp of teen angst
Breathing in the smog of hormones
Trying not to choke on the cloying stench
The din of thousands of voices fills my ears
The raw human noise thrumming against the inside of my skull
Trying not to get caught in the dangers
Of quicksand cliques
Entangling expectations
Clinging webs of lies
Trying not to be eaten alive
Hiding behind thick camouflage
Just trying to survive
The high school jungle
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Doris Williams
“To Be”

To be or not to be
Who knows the answer?
So I will strive; I will soar
I will achieve; I will be more
Never to be called a quitter
I will not wither …

Many want to see me fail
But still I will strive; I will soar
Never tucking my tail
I will strive; I will be more
An achiever … a conqueror
Never a quitter
So strive… soar …and to be more …
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Laura Wheeles
“Ode to Carbohydrates”
Third Prize Poetry Winner

The things I really love the most are
bagels, muffins, and stuffed French toast.
A couple of yeast rolls with my roast-
mine are great-not trying to boast.
But the result, alas-my BMI is gross!

Red velvet cake, all kinds of cookies, and
Key lime pie with cream, tapioca pudding,
a Baked Alaska, these all inspire my dreams.
No matter how I try to resist they employ 
their dirty scheme.
Those evil carbohydrates plot against me,
it would seem!

Oh how I adore a plate of French fries
smothered with chili and cheese!
Until I discover how onerous it is 
when into my blue jeans I squeeze!
Unquestionably potatoes are veggies,
but they pack on the pounds like a breeze!
And when it comes to fried rice and pasta 
Alfredo -give me a large plate-full PLEASE!
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Rebecca Everett
“Cursed In The Dark”

Cursed in the dark
Drenched by the rain

A soul so black
Filled with pain

A blank stare
And words so cold
A bleeding heart

With this blade I hold
Dressed in black

There I lay
Alone in this world

With tears that never fade
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Rachelle Shepherd
“The House of Dying Mothers”
Second Prize Poetry Winner

Counting the magnets on the refrigerator,  
I see report cards trapped  
beneath tacky plastic fruit  
and coupons clipped  
to Bugs Bunny’s face.  
 
Eve smokes 
at the kitchen table, 
she coughs 
a lungful of sour Pall Mall.
I tap my finger 
on the photo of her young face 
and say,
“I miss you Eve,” 
 
but when I turn 
I stand alone.  
 
I take the picture. 
 
I slip the Polaroid into my shoe 
and leave the house 
of dying mothers.
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Devyn Springer
“Old Stress on a Young Man”

He ruffles the skin between his thick brow,
managing to find a seat somehow.
He hangs his head in sadness,
The tears are coming stronger now,
And he feels his happiness descending into madness.

A stronger cluster of emotions builds in his jaw
And, thanks to sadness or anger,
He feels lightweight and without a flaw.

He puts both hands on the back of his neck;
The feelings set in and the stress takes effect.

Why must he live in this aging mess?
His face is misty from tears and sweat.
Where did the days go of being blessed?

Within each finger, each hand, each bone,
Is a pain he’s fighting to keep hidden,
And within each footstep that pain is shown.

He feels the weight of this dark world.
He feels the screams and cries,
The tears of every little boy and girl.

And then, as he lays his sad head to rest,
He can only hear his own screams, cries, and tears;
He can only feel his own fears,
Trampled and beaten he is after so many years.
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Erin Sullivan
“Unpleasant Side Effects”

The grandest high you’ve ever felt
Even better than if you were dealt
A royal flush in a high stakes game
And yet no wound can touch this pain
Here good and bad go hand in hand
Pushing the limit of what hearts can stand
Here feelings flow free, emotions run high
One minute you laugh, the next you cry
There is one name fit for this place
Adrenaline rushes, a flushed face
Butterflies, and broken hearts
One word and then the temperature starts
To rise until you can’t think straight
Blood pressure begins to elevate
The pain is now hidden by the rush
Floods of endorphins tell it to hush
Only after this high is gone
Is when the aftermath comes on
A crash with no comparison
Just think of living with no sun
The sweetness is worth all the pain
You start craving nothing but rain
And all of this came from a look
One taste of it and then you’re hooked
All brought about by just a hug
Love...Damn what a drug.
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Erin Sullivan
“One Bipolar Poem”

Your voice alone drowns out the rest of the world
Instantly making everything else cease to exist
Your eyes, like ice, pierce through my soul
It’s completely impossible to resist
To know you is to love you
Crazy as it seems, I do
I want so much more
I want to hear
“Me too”
Oh,
Don’t you?
Won’t you tell me?
Come and set me free...
Save me from myself, if not
Release me from this cold misery
I want to hear all of your kept secrets
Wait, that’s it isn’t it. You don’t feel a thing
Go on, waste just little of your precious breath
Open those beautiful lips and spit it out, deliver me.
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“Melt Down and Come Together”
Chris Brown

Crayon on Canvas
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“West Movement”
Cody Foster

Felt Pen
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“The Journey”
Elizabeth Davis

Digital Photography (Instagram editing)
First Prize Art Winner
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“The Best Things in Life are Truly Free”
Katie Butler

Digital Photography (iPhone editing)
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“Nature’s Beauty”
Jennifer Johnson

Prismacolor Colored Pencil
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“Freedom to the Ultimate Degree”
Angel Phillips

Digital Photography
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“A Mother’s Love”
Tony Johnson

Digital Photography
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“For Our Country”
Cody Foster

Carbon and Stainless Steel
Third Prize Art Winner
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“Living the High Life”
Katie Butler

Digital Photography (iPhone editing)
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“What I See”
Kathryn S. Hume

Pencil, Dye Ink (digitally enhanced)
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“Circle of Life”
Kathryn S. Hume

Digital Photography
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“Unexpected Guest”
Alexander B. Cortes
Digital Photography
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Jennifer Johnson
“Inner Child”
Second Prize Prose Winner (Tie)

I love thinking about playing in the yard as a rebellious child. 
Laughing with chocolate ice cream on my nose, and dripping down 
like a chocolate river flowing down my hand and leaving a mud stain 
on my sketches of chalk below my feet prints. Rainbow chalk on the 
tips of my ghostly toes like moist sand sprinkled over a beach towel. 
Blowing bubbles into the misty air and running after them wishing I 
could soar high enough to reach the clouds. As they hover over the 
branches, they pass the layers of white speckled blossoms, the sun 
glistens and sparkles inside each bubble uniquely creating a rain-
bow mimicking a crystals eye. A box of crayons is like a pot of gold 
at the end of the rainbow to a growing child. Comprehension of the 
creations scattered on the paper, the walls, and sometimes even the 
refrigerator doors is the creativity of the inner child bursting out at the 
seams. Colorful layers of excitement drawn on anything little hands 
can reach. At the time, every scribble appears to be a straight line and 
labeled as a house or horse, while in reality it is just another squiggly, 
bumpy circle, innocent as a child.

As adults we lose this emotional high, we lose this emotional 
freedom to experience every detail as if it is a once in a lifetime expe-
rience. As a child, the world is always fresh and new. Within a child’s 
mind lives a world that adults never seem to understand, as hard as 
they try to explain their imaginations, they always run deeper than 
a story line of a million books. As adults, we try to grasp their story, 
even though as a child—our minds were that innocent and fun filled. 
Grasping every accomplishment as if they are the only one in the 
world that knows what they are doing is like a secret. A million adults 
think of nothing in the morning when they tie their shoes, but to that 
child, learning to tie a bow the world and nothing else mattered. Re-
membering as a child everything looked so new, creative, spell bound-
ing and new.  I cannot remember when the world became so small, 
transforming almost overnight, it seems. The little things that brought 
joy and wonder have dissipated and transformed into confusion—
leaving behind a mindless wonder. Why did the transformation create 
such a harsh reality? Is it the falsifications of false parenting? Perhaps 
the misleading representations of others portray the world to be so 
perfect has led to developing those unattainable expectations for life. 
Remembering lessons learned as a child seem so much harder as an 
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adult. For example, the simple saying “never judge a book by its cover” 
represents doing what as were told and not what the eyes and ears of 
a child were being thought. I can remember as a child the adults all 
conversing and commenting on things that happened that day, about 
everything and anyone they knew. Judging how perfect someone 
seemed because of the lifestyle those gawked over in the lines at the 
supermarket, and conversations of how others appeared to be “down 
on their luck” others may have appeared. What about the work it took 
to get that lifestyle, or the structure it took to save for the luxury? 
These things taken for granted, taught on a midgets scale to the reality 
of what comes when childhood is over.

The lack of structure in this world of freedom has transformed 
a child’s free spirited world into self-destruction and dispirited hopes 
for humanity. A life of freedom is not that free at all. We live with 
a freedom of speech with limitations, freedom of work and record 
unemployment rates, freedom to vote for liars and misleading politi-
cians, and yet we have expanded out marketing and communication 
while leaving structure and family behind. Few close knit family 
structures are left in humanity; culture and tradition crumble like the 
twin towers. It is almost normal not even to know your own flesh and 
blood. It is amazing to think that life have a humble vision as a child, 
and it was just that, a vision. On every birthday from childhood on 
glistened a watercolor painting and with every aging year it seemed 
to trickle down rain on that gorgeous painting until finally the picture 
was not so clear anymore. As adults, we struggle to get back to that 
fantasy land and walking blindly to create an imagination that we can 
no longer even see.

Misconceptions can only continue to lead us into a world of 
failure. It is up to each individual to create their own landscape, their 
own crystal in the sky, to have their own twinkle in their eye for a 
passion within their burning heart. At one point or another, every-
body looks to someone else for love, fame, fortune, and complete 
acceptance. As adults have a grasp on your own reality. Do not wander 
through your life wondering what is supposed to happen next. Set 
your boundaries for yourself, set goals for you to reach, and plan a life 
without stressing that “what ifs” of yesterday. Anticipating perfection 
is setting you up for heart ache and loneliness. Asking for perfection 
is asking for a reality not even you can offer in return. Every relation-
ship you are in whether it be family, friend, co-worker, school should 
be a deposit returned style of relationship not a refunded anticipation. 
Too many individuals want more than they are willing to put in. For 
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example, why if you only call on holidays should you expect to have 
any close knit relationships? The internet has faltered the communica-
tion system and structure that once was one to be proud.

When you awaken and wonder how you got where you are—
remember the simplicity of being a child—remember the deposits that 
effect of your relationships—always put your best foot forward even 
when tomorrow may appear grim. The road may get bumpy and throw 
you off track, but you will end up within the realm of your heart’s 
desire—remember  even your heart’s desires can change as you grow, if 
you just release your inner child.

Patrick Gruber
“The Way the World Is”

 I stood there.  I stood there baking in the summer heat. I 
looked towards the sun in a mixture of annoyance and fury, only to 
be blinded by the rays of cruel sunlight. I glanced down once more to 
the paper that I held limply in my hand. I hated it and everything it 
stood for. I looked up at the scene around me for the first time since I 
had begun standing there some time ago. Cars were passing by, people 
were shopping, and an old man was digging through stinking garbage 
a few feet away. Perhaps the stink came from the old man and not 
from the garbage. Perhaps it was coming from both of them.    
 I attempted to collect my thoughts and think rationally for 
the first time since I had seen this bastardly piece of paper. That is just 
exactly what it was: a bastardly and wicked piece of paper. No, I could 
not and cannot attempt to think rationally. Rationality is a luxury af-
forded only to those who have no real problems. All I could feel was 
anger over this piece of paper. This piece of paper meant failure. It 
meant rejection. It meant that all the years of hard work and deter-
mination were for nothing. All those years that I watched everybody 
else drink themselves to death didn’t matter. Because unlike them, my 
father is no senator. He is no congressman. He’s a damned TV repair-
man. All my work was for nothing. 
 It was just then that I noticed that the old man digging 
through the trash had stopped and had begun staring at me. No telling 
how long he had been doing so. I didn’t care. Let him stare. Let them 
all stare. Let them all stare at what they rejected in place of a senator’s 
son who has never heard of Shakespeare. Let them see what they have 
rejected in place of a CEO’s daughter who has had five abortions. Let 
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them see, let them all see. I laughed to myself as I baked in the heat. 
I laughed because it was the only way I could think of to express my 
hatred at the moment. So I laughed again. 
 It was just then that the old man who had been digging in the 
trash said to me, very timidly, “Son, are you all right? You look a bit 
pale. And strange. Hell, when you started laughing there, you scared 
the bejesus out of me. I thought you were about ready to pull out a 
handgun and waste somebody on the sidewalk.” 
 I didn’t have a handgun; I didn’t even know how to use one. I 
did not turn to acknowledge him. I continued to look at the paper that 
I held in my hand. 
 I said to him quietly, “How long have I been standing here?”   
I waited a few seconds for him to answer and after hearing nothing, I 
turned my gaze slowly towards him. He was about 10 feet away, on his 
knees over a spilled bin of garbage. It was at this point that I really got 
a good glimpse of him for the first time. I saw just how torn and nasty 
his shirt was. I saw how many holes were in his pants. 
 After a moments silence of him staring at me with one raised 
eyebrow he said, “I reckon you have been standing there about an 
hour and a half. I got here about two hours ago, and you showed up 
not long after that. You have been standing there quite a long time.” He 
paused, as if trying to find the most delicate word possible, and then 
asked “What seems to be the trouble, lad? Why are you just standing 
here with that damn paper in your hand?” 
 I wanted to tell the old man to go to hell. I wanted to tell him 
to stick to the garbage. I started to tell him that. But then I thought 
about it again and realized it was a pretty good question. I suddenly 
wanted somebody to know my pain. 
 So I said to the old man digging through the garbage, “I 
worked hard. I worked real damned hard. For years, I clawed my way 
through the system. Nobody helped me. I did it all myself. I got good 
grades because instead of going out to party, I was at home study-
ing for the next test. All the others went out and partied because they 
could afford to. I couldn’t afford it. My mom wasn’t a member of the 
school board. My dad didn’t donate the brand new water fountains. So 
I worked hard. I earned everything I got. No, I earned more than I got. 
And it was all for this. It was all for this piece of paper. It was all for 
acceptance into an Ivy League school. It was there I could make some-
thing of myself. I have some of the best grades   in the entire state. My 
record is spotless. And yet, here I stand. With this damned letter in my 
hand. This letter is my rejection. It is the destruction of my hopes and 
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my dreams. This letter brings me to nothing. This letter is a detailed 
explanation of why I am being rejected from this damned academic 
institution. Because they doubt I would be able to pay my tuition with 
my current level of income. All my work was for nothing. It was for 
naught, because my father was not a senator.” 
 The old man had listened. Throughout my entire diatribe, he 
did not move his eyes from me. In fact, it made me very nervous just 
how closely he was looking at me. After I was finished it was quiet for 
a long time. I didn’t have anything to say, and I was starting to believe 
he didn’t either. I was preparing to turn away from him and go back to 
staring at my paper when I saw that he was about to speak. 
 He inhaled slowly and said” Son, I don’t know much about 
college. I was just never cut out for it. I didn’t even finish high school. 
I ain’t exactly a fool, but I just can’t get used to all the books and les-
sons. I was good with my hands. Hell, I was very good with my hands. 
I could take a piece of wood and carve it into damn near anything. 
I made good for myself. Damn good for a high school dropout. My 
carvings were being sold all over the state. Pretty soon I had myself a 
wife and two beautiful daughters. That lasted for about twelve years. 
Then I found out what the world was really like. I found out what a 
bastard this cold world is. A drug addict looking for the next high 
shot my wife and daughters. He shot them because he was looking for 
a few bucks to buy his next hit. At the time I thought it was the end 
of my world. But now I realize it was just the beginning of me seeing 
the real world. Because that’s what it’s like, it’s a bunch of shitty events. 
One after the other after the other. It doesn’t matter where you run or 
where you hide, you can’t escape it. It’s all around you, that sickening 
progression towards death.” 
 He paused for a moment as if to catch his breath and then con-
tinued, “After that, I stopped carving. Eventually I lost my home and 
ended up on the streets. I didn’t stop because I couldn’t do it anymore. 
I stopped because I realized there was no reason to do it. There is no 
reason to try. Because all we are doing is waiting for the world to strike 
us. To take what we love. There is no use and sitting around waiting 
for that. I would like to be happy again. But I can’t, because that’s just 
the way this world is.” 
 He paused for a moment, and then slowly turned and con-
tinued to dig through all the garbage. I turned, took a step towards 
him, and dropped a twenty dollar bill onto the pile of garbage he was 
digging through. Without waiting to see if he saw or acknowledged it, 
I turned away and began walking towards my demise. 
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Anna Turner
“Territorial”

For the first time in my life I actually felt something. It was 
strange to feel an emotion, any emotion; it was so very foreign to me 
that it sent me reeling. I was used to pretending, to putting on the per-
fect façade of pseudo-normality and smiling and laughing along with 
all the other kids my age. Even when their laughter and smiles dis-
gusted me, I kept up the charade. But here I was at eighteen years old 
feeling for the very first time a genuine emotion. It was not beautiful, 
or amazing, or awesome; it was terrible, like trying to force air through 
the lungs of a corpse. I had been dead to the world for so long, as long 
as I could remember, that I didn’t know how to really breathe, I hadn’t 
need to, I hadn’t bothered to, and here I was, gasping for breath. 

It wasn’t a particularly nice emotion to feel either. What I felt 
as I was gasping for breath with my long-dead lungs was fear. I had 
never been afraid before. There had never been any need. I was the one 
others needed to fear. I was “mentally unstable,” as the doctors would 
have said if they’d been able to see through my ruse. People are so very 
stupid. Could you blame me for pretending? For hiding my deadness 
from the world? It was for the best. What could they have done any-
way? Try and pump me full of drugs? Study me like some kind of lab 
rat? Dissect me? They would bind these hands and slow this unfeeling 
heart and take away the only thing I enjoyed in my madness: killing.

How could I be afraid? I was a monster; I was an instrument 
of death, a simple student in the macabre arts. Death touched me; it 
was all over my hands, but it could not claim me. Until now… As I saw 
him lunge towards me with the knife I felt crippling fear, or perhaps 
my fear was crippling only because I had never felt it before. I took 
a deep breath and cleared my mind, mentally cursing myself for the 
weakness of fear. 

I looked up again at the crazed man coming towards me with 
the knife. Think, I told myself, how would you do this? What is his 
mistake? What is his weakness? I studied him. He was about five-five, 
mid-thirties to early forties, medium-length curly brown hair starting 
to go gray at the edges. He was wearing gloves, latex ones like surgeons 
use, and the knife in his hand was a good six inches—three  of them 
serrated—and had a nice, slick coating of fresh blood in it making the 
blade gleam in the florescent lights.  There was a gleam of madness in 
his dark eyes and he slashed at the air in front of us. If only this had 
happened anywhere else, I could have made short work of him and 
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been on my way with none the wiser and one less idiot on the streets. 
No, I wasn’t afraid of him; I was afraid of what I’d have to do here in 
front of so many people, of what I’d have to reveal, of my obvious skill. 
I was going to have to kill him, that was for sure, but how to do it in 
front of so many witnesses without looking like a professional, without 
making them look too deep into me. Because that idiot had walked 
into a crowded school on a Monday and decided to go on a killing 
spree, and not a very clean one either. What an amateur. So here in 
front of a class of thirty or so people who had known me since pre-
school but who were still clueless, I would have to dispose of this trash. 
This was my territory, after all. 

I noticed he had a small hand gun tucked into the waistband 
of his pants gangster-style. I noticed too that there were dark bruises 
on the inside of the elbow that held the knife, a druggie, this day just 
keeps getting better and better. I stood up; my hands held palms-up in 
front of me, the picture of submission. I threw him off with my be-
havior, and he half lunged half fell towards me, and I let him. I felt the 
knife make a thin slice above my elbow as he clumsily tried to make 
me sit back down, I didn’t flinch.

“Calm down,” I said, my voice soothing, “I’m sure we can talk 
this out without anyone else having to get hurt.” He stared at me. As 
did everyone else. Was I crazy? Trying to talk down a junkie with a 
knife, he’d already killed one girl, although that was more dumb luck 
than anything else; it had taken her ages to finally die. The junkie tried 
to lunge towards me again, but I was too fast for him. In one solid 
movement I had both evaded his attack and wrested the knife from 
his grip. I pulled on of his feet out from under him and let him fall to 
the ground, stunned. As he tried to scramble back to his feet I bent 
down expertly, like I was about to kiss his forehead or whisper into his 
ear, and made a single, perfect cut across his throat, from ear to ear. 
His eyes widened with fear as his blood began to flow and his throat 
started gurgling. The arterial spray had made a beautiful pattern on 
my face and hands and all over my formerly crisp, clean white shirt. 
I watched as the light left the druggie’s eyes and he crumpled in on 
himself before falling to the floor.

“What filth,” I muttered under my breath as I threw the knife 
away, “anything for a fix. How was killing an innocent girl going to get 
you what you needed? What made you thing that this was a good idea?  
How was any of this getting you what you needed? What made you 
thing that this was a good idea? You deserved to die.” I looked over at 
my teacher, a little bit of blood had splattered onto her too, staining 
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her ghostly pale skin with crimson. It looked good on her.
“It’s all over,” I motioned to him, “he’s dead; he won’t be hurt-

ing anyone anymore.”  I took a step towards where I had been sitting 
and the entire class scooted away. Great. “Uh, guys? Did you hear me? 
I said it was over, he’s dead; he can’t hurt you.” To prove my point I 
nudged his head with my foot, making it roll limply on the floor. “See? 
Dead.” That didn’t comfort them; instead it made them move even 
further away from me. I sighed and picked up the knife from where 
I’d thrown it. I wiped the bloody blade against the fabric of the junkie’s 
shirt and neatly folded it back up.

“What are you doing?” The teacher finally asked.
“Cleaning up a bit,” I replied and bent to search the junkie’s 

body. All I found was an empty wallet, the gun I’d noticed earlier and a 
pack of unopened gum. I opened the gum and began chewing a piece; 
the class watched me, horror and disgust clear on their faces. But I had 
just saved them. They might be confused and scared, but they under-
stood that. I took the gun and looked at the clip, empty - just like his 
brain…

The police showed up soon, guns held out before them, shout-
ing to stay calm, that help had arrived. Too bad they’d gotten there too 
late. They surveyed the damage, asked me a bunch of questions and 
led me away to a squad car. I smiled at them from the backseat.

After all, it was my territory; I couldn’t let such an incident 
to go unanswered and unchecked. So I’d made sure everyone knew 
exactly whose territory it was… The only way I knew how…



55

Victor Valentour
“The Holocaust from an American Perspective”

 We crossed the Berlin Wall into what some of the other soldiers 
called “New Germany,” a ghost of a town, a shell of its former self. We 
hiked through this empty silent town for 20-something miles half-heart-
edly, not fully knowing what to expect; then we reached this barbed wired 
outpost, and the stench of death filled the air, and I remembered this is a 
“death camp.”  Sergeant Elroy was leading our platoon today and told us 
to keep moving, but as we came upon this horrific scene, I froze. I became 
as still as the ice beneath our boots. There were bodies everywhere; men, 
women, children … The kids, my God, the kids; the children cold and stiff 
with eyes wide opened, carpeted the ground. I can’t even begin to write 
about this, I can’t stop shaking, and I can’t see through all of this water in 
my eyes. The children - some of them shot while still holding onto their 
parents, tears still frozen on their angelic faces that were twisted into silent 
screams. Their eyes, all of them, looked up at me as lifeless as the people 
to whom they belonged to, a testament to the cold hearted nature of their 
assailants. I could picture their last moments and feel their emotions, 
desperation and anger at their powerlessness. I could feel the spray of metal 
slugs thrust into my flesh as I strove to shield my child from this sadistic 
fete of cruelty. For a moment, I was disgusted with what nature had made 
me, not fully comprehending at the time that I too am capable of this in-
humane treatment of life. That with these hands, I too have taken a life in 
the same manner! My wife and daughter whom I have back at home, what 
would they think of me? Oh, what would they think of humanity as they 
grew to learn about this horrible feat of mankind! How do I protect them 
from this? How do I find the demons responsible for taking those lives, 
these people so inhumane, this person who tried to play God!?
 That was one of the last entries in his journal during the war, 
and when he came home, my mother, his daughter, told me, “He still 
had a faraway look in his eyes, as if he were still there at that moment; as 
if the memory of what he saw, what he’d experienced there still burned 
brightly in his mind.” She told me, “He cried when he came home, but 
not for her or her mother, but for all of humanity.” And now I ask you, 
what kind of world do we live in when people just like you and I can 
commit such horrible acts, do such evil things to one another? I looked 
through my grandfather’s things time and time again hoping to find 
more of his journal, and I came across, very recently, one page that with 
a solitary line read, 
 Where was God for these people?
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Emily Driver
“The Teachers Who Cried Slut”
First Prize Prose Winner

As a child I always loved school, for I had amazing teachers 
who nurtured my lust for learning, encouraging and inspiring me. 
As I got into middle school and high school, however, everything 
changed….

The trouble began in the seventh grade when my crush, 
Dustin, gave me a Valentine present, a little monkey with a sign that 
read, “I love you.” After the bell rang for dismissal, I placed a gentle 
kiss on his cheek as a “thank you,” even though my middle school had 
a very strict “No Public Displays of Affection” policy and the faculty 
took great pride in upholding this policy. 

When my homeroom teacher saw me and yelled my name, I 
turned to my friend behind me and yelled, “Run!” We took off towards 
the door into the safety of the crowd of the other car riders. I thought I 
had gotten away with the kiss because surely she would have forgotten 
by her class the next day. After the crowd dissipated, I looked around 
and noticed, to my dismay, that my homeroom teacher had car rider 
duty. I tried my best to avoid her but she saw me, scolded me about the 
kiss, and gave me a disciplinary “verbal warning.” This offense marked 
the first time I had ever gotten in trouble-- ever.

Dustin and I started dating not too long after that incident. 
One day while walking together in the hall, I hugged him before we 
parted ways to go to our classes. Over the bustle of the crowded hall-
way, I heard that same teacher squawk my name. I walked over to her 
with shoulders slouching and feet dragging the ground as I received 
my first demerit. She handed me the little slip of paper with my offense 
scrawled across it and told me to return it with a parent’s signature for 
my school record.

A few months later, before Dustin and I split up to go to our 
classes, I gave him a sweet little peck on the lips. I heard my name 
cawed over the obnoxious crowd of teenagers by none other than… 
yes, my homeroom teacher. Emitting an audible sigh, I trod my way to 
her with my arms crossed in obvious annoyance. She demanded I go 
to the principal because this incident made my third offense, punish-
able with one day of In-School Suspension. When I returned to class, I 
told my friends what had happened and we all laughed because getting 
into this much trouble over virtually nothing was ridiculous. 

After witnessing my disregard to all the trouble I had got-
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ten in, my teacher summoned me to her desk to lecture me about my 
“behavior.” She said she was worried about me because I had willfully 
disobeyed her repeatedly and then laughed about it with my friends. 
Before I could rebut, she said something that I will never forget. 

“You don’t want people goin’ around thinkin’ you’re a loosey-
goosey, now do you?”

A completely innocent little thirteen-year-old, I had no idea 
what she was suggesting. She must have seen the confusion on my face 
because she then asked if I knew what that meant. Her face contorted 
in a condescending smile that I did not initially recognize. I politely 
smiled and shook my head.

“That’s what we called girls who were real [sic] familiar with 
boys when I was in school,” she explained matter-of-factly.

I still did not understand what she had implied, so I gave 
her another polite smile and walked back to my seat. That exchange 
happened in first period, and not until fifth period did I finally under-
stand. The teacher had just stepped out of the room; the sound of pen-
cils scribbling vocabulary words filled the otherwise silent classroom. 
I was sitting there at my desk diligently working when what she had 
meant hit me. My mouth gaped open and without thinking, the words 
exploded from my mouth.

“That bitch called me a slut!” 
Everyone whisked around and gawked at me in utter shock be-

cause I was the sweet, innocent, quiet girl whom no one really noticed. 
I offered an embarrassed, shy smile, apologized, and continued doing 
my work.  I never use such language, but I was infuriated at what she 
had said. “Loosey-goosey… Girls who were real familiar with boys…” 
The words kept replaying in my mind, like a skipping record, and I 
found myself struggling to hold back the hot, angry tears fighting to 
escape. 

I entered the ninth grade with false hope that things would 
be easier only to find my first year of high school to be the complete 
opposite. Dustin and I broke up after dating for two years, and for a 
couple of fifteen-year-olds, the aftermath of our breakup was messy. 
Dustin flew into a rage when I started dating someone else and as a 
result, he started a fight with my new boyfriend and got sent to the 
vice principal’s office. Dustin blamed me for the fight, and so I had to 
go to the vice-principal’s office for questioning. Dustin had told him 
that I had led him to believe we were getting back together and then I 
started dating someone else. 
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The vice-principal said, “Now correct me if I’m wrong, but I 
think that’s the definition of a ‘player.’” 

I sat there in his office dumbfounded. I tried to defend myself 
and explain the situation, but the vice-principal did not care; he just 
sent me back to class.

A couple of weeks after the vice-principal’s “player” comment, 
Dustin and I had a fight in the cafeteria, and as he yelled obscenities at 
me, I sat there crying with my head in my hands. Someone had anony-
mously referred us to the ninth grade administrator. As I got to her 
office, I wiped away the last of my tears and saw that Dustin was still 
insanely mad. He recapped that I made him believe we were getting 
back together but that instead I had started dating this other person. 

Disgusted, she looked at me and said, “I think you just like 
playing with people’s emotions. “

Blink…. Blink…. 
The room fell silent as a single tear hit the floor. My mind 

could not process the words that had just come out of her mouth. A 
fresh batch of hot tears streamed down my bewildered face. I opened 
my mouth to say something, anything, but no words would come out. 
I felt like scum as I walked back to my class in shame, dazed. 

None of them—the administrator, the vice-principal, or my 
homeroom teacher-- tried to understand me. I was just a naive teenage 
girl hopelessly in love and caught up in something beyond her; instead 
of trying to help me, they condemned me.

After these episodes, I hated school with a passion. I trusted 
neither my teachers nor the administrators, and I never talked to a 
teacher or administrator again unless I absolutely had to. Sadly, a few 
bad judgments and irresponsible comments can utterly corrupt a stu-
dent’s school experience. Once upon a time, I had looked up to these 
people, but they did not just let me down-- they pushed me down and 
smiled as I fell. 
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Natalia Parrish
“How Strangers Disappear”

She sat there silently and listened to the clicks and flashes 
of cameras outside her window. The hushed babble of the paparazzi 
became routine lies you learned to either tolerate or embrace. Tonight 
was one of those limb-heavy nights where Beatrix could do neither. 
She looked down and stared at a ruby birthstone resting in the palm of 
her hand. Intricately laced with polished gold, it glinted in the flashing 
lights that flooded the limousine. 

“I miss you, Sis…” she chocked. 
Fighting back the tears, she linked the charm around her neck 

and diligently dried her painted face with Kleenex tissue from her 
purse. Just as Beatrix had finished gathering herself, the silhouette 
of a man moved from the front of the vehicle towards her door, and 
opened. 

“Mr. Jameson,” she exhaled, almost startled. The weary expres-
sion on his aged face broke into a warm, thin smile beneath the white, 
wispy thicket of mustache. 

“No matter how many times I tell you to call me Alfred, you 
insist on being formal.” 

She chuckled, wiping at her eyes again. 
“Are you sure you want to do this tonight, madam? You don’t 

appear collected enough for the public eye, if you don’t mind me say-
ing so.” 

Before she could say anything, Mr. Jameson offered his right 
hand as if he knew the answer already. Beatrix positioned her legs 
outside the vehicle and rose. The faint babble she had heard moments 
ago became roars, and the flashing lights more intense. Squinting and 
blinking, she gradually smiled and waved back at the crowd. 

“How do I look?” she turned and looked up at him. 
He paused, trying to find the right words besides the usual 

cliché. 
“Like a princess. You … look like my little princess.” He 

averted his eyes towards the ground. “I lost her 15 years ago, Beatrix. I 
don’t want to lose you, too.”

“Alfred.” She knew this would happen; it always does. “Hey, 
look at me.” 

He listened reluctantly. 
“Alfred, I promise I’m fine. I will be just fine as long as you fol-

low the plan. You’re not going to lose me.” 
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She assured him. Alfred cherished her like an only daughter, 
and Beatrix loved him likewise as another father away from home. She 
had known tonight’s special event would take its toll on him, but not 
this soon. 

“Do you have the letter?” 
He patted his left lapel twice and nodded. 
“Good. Make sure Dalton gets this, okay?” 
Alfred wiped his eyes, sniffling and nodded again in agree-

ment to his mission. Seeing him begin his journey back to the limou-
sine, Beatrix starts down the red carpet, fixing her gaze on the open 
doors a few yards ahead. Clouds of breath walled the entire walkway, 
reminiscent of the horse stables on her grandfather’s ranch, a relative 
long since passed; all the noise likened to frenzied pigs jockeying at 
a trough of slop. So much squealing and each voice indiscriminate 
from one another. If only they knew how monstrous they appeared, she 
thought, these over-grown pigs. 

“Beatrix! Beatrix Masters!” 
She finally turned to a young man wedged between two other 

photographers before stepping over the threshold. He may have been 
in his mid-twenties, no older than she was. His brunette hair dishev-
eled and glasses barely resting on the tip of his nose, he pulled out 
a voice recorder from a black messenger bag, pressed a button and 
spoke. 

“Good evening, Ms. Masters. My name is Caleb Atkins, and I 
am a journalist for C-Celeb Role Models magazine. I-I’d like to ask you 
a few questions from our young readers.” 

He nervously uttered. Clearly this is his first time interviewing; 
she could tell he had rehearsed for hours in front of a mirror holding a 
brush, not sure of what he wore or what to say. 

“Sure, fire away.” 
She smiled. This is her last appearance in the limelight, after 

all. She might as well make his first interview less daunting. Caleb’s 
expression changed from anxiousness to a cheeseburger smile almost 
instantly. Trying not to lose his place between the two Goliaths, he 
carefully took a small notebook from one of his back pockets and 
recited one of the questions. 

“Okay, here we go. Question number one: Do you currently 
have a boyfriend or secret crush?” 

After speaking into the device, he jutted his arm out and held 
the recorder unsteadily towards her. Beatrix lifted an eyebrow at the 
question and laughed. 
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“No, I don’t believe I have either one. The last time I had any 
sort of relationship was four years ago, with Tristan Alfonse; in my 
opinion, being around him felt claustrophobic.” 

She knew saying something like that had its serious implica-
tions, but who cares? In a few minutes, she would disappear. 

“Whoa, can celebrities do what you just did? I mean, you can 
get in trouble for that, right?” 

So much for going easy on him, observing the wash of half 
puzzlement and elation flood his face. 

“Don’t worry, I’ve said worse,” Beatrix said jokingly. 
Retracting his arm again, Caleb proceeded to the next ques-

tion. 
“What advice can you give to an aspiring young actress?” 
Once more, he jutted the improvised microphone at her for 

another answer. 
“Who asked this question?” 
It reminded her of a time when she craved a stardom, now 

worthless. 
“Her name is Jasmine McKenzie from Seattle, Washington. 

She’s 13.” 
“Well Jasmine, as long as you stay in school, do all your 

homework and listen to your parents, you’ll make it. Try to sign up for 
drama classes and socialize with everyone at your school or neighbor-
hood; that will help curb any shyness you may have.” 

Caleb stared at the next question with the same nervousness as 
before. 

“My deepest condolences to the loss of your sister in the ac-
cident five months ago, but-” 

Beatrix cut him off in sharp response, hiding her anger behind 
a gracious smile as she turned about-face to the rest of her witnesses. 
She raised her arms and tried to hush the animals for her grand an-
nouncement. 

“Ladies and gents,” their squeals became whispers, “Ladies and 
gentlemen, I have some important news for you all tonight, and I’m 
afraid it cannot wait.” 

She paused, watching heads turn to their neighbors in bewil-
derment at such an unprecedented interruption. 

“After tonight, I am retiring from show business completely, 
and I have no second thoughts about this decision.” 

The noise came back louder than before, giving Beatrix her 
cue to begin the finale. 
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“However,” she raised her voice again and calmed the crowd. 
“However, I would like to leave you with a magic trick inspired by 
Houdini; one that involves escaping from a chained box in free-fall. So 
please, watch the roof.” 

As she turned and walked in the theatre, pandemonium rose 
again. She entered an elevator to her left, bypassing several conversa-
tion hopefuls of her own caste who stood there confused. When the 
metallic doors closed, she dove into her purse for the phone, went to 
contacts, selected Mr. Jameson, and called. 

The phone rang two or three times and then, “Are you ready, 
Ms. Masters?” 

Beatrix kicked off her black high heels, took off her gold ear-
rings and tossed them on the ground. 

“Yeah, I think I am. Did Dalton read the letter?”
“Yes, but he doesn’t understand why he should continue the 

investigation into Anna’s death.”
“All right, tell him to meet me at the Holiday Inn we’re staying 

in after the finale.”
“You realize the whole world is watching this, including him, 

right? The poor man will have a stroke. 
“Hell, I might have one!” 
He chuckled. “Just be careful, dear.” 
She laughed and gave a relieving sigh. “I promise.”
Beatrix made it to the roof and saw two strangers in the dark, 

standing by what seemed like an oblong box and a pile of three-inch 
thick chain links. It was Donny and Robin, her bodyguards. She ap-
proached them, exchanged hugs and forehead kisses, understanding 
this is the last time she would see them again. 

“Are you sure about this?” 
Donny flicked his cigarette on the ground. “This is twenty sto-

ries up and a hell of a ways down.” 
Robin nodded in agreement. “All this just to leave Hollywood?” 
Beatrix gave them both a teasing look, opened the door of the 

wooden coffin, and placed herself in it. 
“I wrote a disclaimer removing the both of you from responsi-

bility; I also left big bonuses on your last paycheck, so you two should 
be safe.” 

Before Robin closed the coffin, he paused and gazed at her. 
“Will we see you again?” 

“Maybe…” 
A warm tear streamed down her cheek and the coffin closed.
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Desiree Healey
“Spacing Out”

“Want to cause an explosion?” the mirror-me asks, holding up 
a finger.

Her smile opposes my frown as if it were anti-matter versus 
matter. I hold up my hand and wag my finger.

“Let’s do it,” I mutter.
We move in unison. Our fingers stretch to touch.
“No!” the shopkeeper yells.
It is too late. My finger makes contact with the glass as my op-

posite does the same. Her finger is warm, unlike mine. Fire races from 
the mirror, expanding in an instant. At that moment, I am a superno-
va, bright and hot. Flames lick my soft skin like tails of comets across 
a planet’s surface. I shut my eyes, letting the flames envelop my body, 
sucked into the much larger galaxy’s belly to disperse and collide with 
other parts already within the entity. The light of every star can be felt 
as every color of the rainbow. Everything darkens. Everything goes 
silent. Space is a place not as desolate as it may appear. It only hides 
what doesn’t want to be seen by beings that will never understand, no 
matter how hard they try. 

I open my eyes. The store is intact. The antique mirror stands 
like a lonely star amidst the ugly debris of pieces of lives no longer 
alight.

“Are you doing all right today?” the shopkeeper asks cheer-
fully.

I look over at her and force a smile.
“I’m fine. Just spacing out.”
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Patrick Gruber
“Tyranny in Education Today”
Second Prize Prose Winner (Tie)

  Over the past 100 years America has become one of the most 
racially, ethnically, and religiously diverse nations on earth.  Accompa-
nying this has been the principle of tolerance, where we recognize that 
in order to have a civil and fair society we must accept that the beliefs 
that are true for us personally are not necessarily true for other people. 
However, in this grand move towards tolerance and respect for all 
opinions and beliefs, there is one area of society that has been over-
looked: the American educational system. Day after day, in schools 
and universities across America, students are told there is only one 
right way to answer and one proper way to think.  They are told that 
certain answers are not acceptable, and they are brushed aside without 
further consideration because they do not meet a certain criteria that 
the teacher deems acceptable.  

In what classrooms does this blatant intolerance and bigotry 
take place? In the subjects of mathematics, logic, and grammar, which 
continually force the opinion of the instructor on the student.  Sub-
jects in which two plus two must equal four and five times five must 
equal twenty-five, where some answers are deemed unacceptable with-
out any consideration because they violate arbitrary rules such as the” 
law of non-contradiction” or the English dictionary, where “to,” “too,” 
and “two” are not the same thing. The current methods of teaching 
mathematics, logic and grammar are intolerant and offensive to those 
with a different viewpoint from the professor or textbook and should 
be changed to allow for all beliefs. 
          This previously unexamined issue has been pushed to the 
forefront in recent months, due to the courageous actions of several 
students who spoke up about the discrimination they endured in 
classrooms across America. Frank Wallace writes of these students 
struggles in his article in The Wall Street Journal that appeared on May 
12, 2013, entitled “The Emerging Fight in Our Schools”, where he tells 
the struggle of two students with bigoted teachers. Wallace first inter-
viewed Josh Hayes, a junior at Drake High School in Drake, North Da-
kota, who had a disagreement with his teacher on the first day of his 
“Logic and Rhetorical Studies” class. Hayes was quoted as saying, “I 
ain’t never heard of that logic and grammar hooey! I think that fancy 
teacher city slicker done made it up!” Wallace interviewed another stu-
dent, Keeleenah Mapatoozulo, who is a native of The Marshall Islands 
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and attends the University of Illinois. Mapatoozulo was humiliated 
when her math teacher told her that her native tribe’s traditional belief 
about numbers was idiotic. The following is a portion of the interview 
transcript:

Wallace: Keeleenah, can I call you “Kee”?
Keeleenah: Sure.
Wallace: Can you tell me what happened on that day in class?
Keeleenah: Well, it was my first week here in the United States. It 
had taken me three years to get a student visa, and it had finally been 
granted. I had relocated from the Marshall Islands to the mainland US 
in order to attend the University of Illinois. My first class was Math 
101, which I didn’t expect to have any problems with, because I was 
very good at math back home. The teacher asked me, “Keeleenah, 
can you tell me the sum of twenty plus fifteen?” I told her that under 
American math conventions, the sum was thirty five, but in the Mar-
shall Islands we firmly believe the sum is zero.
Wallace: How did she react to that?
Keeleenah: She inquired as to what in the world I was talking about. I 
explained to her where I came from, and that in the Marshall Islands 
our most ancient tribe elder had once told us the secret of the sacred 
numbers, that the sum of any two numbers is really always zero, no 
matter what it may seem like. I told her that my tribe firmly believes 
this hope with all our being. She responded to all this by bursting to 
a ferocious fit of laughter, and then inquired several times if it was a 
joke. After about half an hour, she finally realized I was totally serious, 
and said “That has got to be the stupidest thing I have ever heard in 
my teaching career.  Get out of my class and come back when you are 
ready to learn something.”
Wallace: How did that make you feel?
Keeleenah: It made me feel inferior and stupid. I thought America 
was supposed to be the land of the free, but on my first full day being 
a student here, I was berated and insulted because of my deeply held 
personal beliefs. It was a big disappointment. 
  
If a student was told that his or her beliefs in religion were idiotic, 
there would have been uproar across the nation. Can you imagine if 
the teacher had said that the Judeo-Christian view of God was idiotic 
or stupid? But day after day students are told their beliefs in math 
and logic are silly and not relevant to the discussion and no uproar is 
heard, at least not until now.
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          In times past, when citizens cried out in the midst of injustice, 
the government answered their cries by taking action, such as allowing 
women the right to vote, or passing the Civil Rights Act. Once again, 
as cries of injustice fill the land, Congress has been spurred to action. 
Samuel Lupas, writing in Newsweek magazine on May 26, 2013, in an 
article entitled “Congress set to take action on school curriculum,” 
reports that “Congressmen from both parties have come together to 
address this crisis, bound together by the principle that our schools 
should respect all beliefs.” 
 Too many times in American history, people have turned a 
deaf ear and a blind eye to injustice. Slavery, disenfranchisement of 
women, racial discrimination, and religious intolerance were all al-
lowed to go on unpunished and even supported for a time. But eventu-
ally when the American people recognized the injustice of intolerance, 
the government swiftly moved to correct it and restore equality and 
fairness. Now, at a time when the American people are being awak-
ened to the fact that our schools system is built on the very premise of 
intolerance and bigotry, the government is prepared to do their duty 
and end this rank injustice. Governmental force is the only action that 
can ensure our society is fair and tolerant toward all people, as Lupas 
quotes Senator Daniel Jones (D-NY) as saying, “We can no longer al-
low our schools to be a platform for big bigoted bullies to pick on poor 
students.”   Like so many tyrants of history, teachers today are using 
their position to force their opinions on students because the govern-
ment isn’t there to stop them.  
          Teachers have attempted to defend themselves from charges of 
bigotry and intolerance, but their responses only prove how warped 
and hate filled they really are. The previously mentioned Wall Street 
Journal features an interview with Kate Anderson, a Professor of 
Mathematics at the University of Illinois, the previously mentioned 
offender. Miss Anderson is quoted as saying, “All I did was teach math, 
and math is not based on an opinion; it’s a fact.” Despite the fact that 
we cannot examine math, logic and grammar under a microscope, 
they continue to be proclaimed as obvious truth.  Teachers in the 
classroom have respected different views about religion, science, and 
history all because of our inability to examine abstract truths that are 
not physical, but when it comes to these three subjects, teachers con-
tinue to force their interpretation on students. Wallace quotes another 
teacher, Kim Hall of Drake High School as saying “Without logical 
rules nothing we say would be coherent, some statements just logically 
do not make sense, they have no meaning.” Despite the abstract nature 
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of math and logic, our intolerant school teachers continue to force 
their viewpoint on students.  
          Students and politicians are not the only ones taking action 
in this fight. Numerous citizens who have been awakened to the 
abounding injustice in our schools have formed organizations to 
fight for fairness in education; two of the most prominent organiza-
tions are NOFM (The National Organization for Fair Mathematics) 
and the more militant CCFL&R (Concerned Citizens for Free Logic 
and Rhetoric).  Karen Allison writing in Time magazine on May 15, 
2013, in an article entitled “The New Civil Rights Movement?” quotes 
Mary Dawson president of NOFM (The National Organization for 
Fair Mathematics) as saying, “You cannot demonstrate the truth of 
an abstract principle of morality, religion, logic, or math, and there-
fore you cannot force people to hold to one particular viewpoint.” It 
would be archaic; therefore, if in a modern age of science we based our 
thinking on something that is abstract instead of physical. Allison also 
interviews Carl Knops, president of the much more radical CCFL&R 
(Concerned Citizens for Free Logic and Rhetoric); the following is a 
portion of the interview transcript:

Allison: Mr. Knops, can you tell us why it’s important that there 
should be equal opportunity for varying notions of logic and even il-
logic?
Knops: Well I won’t tell you why I don’t not believe that.
Allison: So you will tell me?
Knops: No.
Allison: Mr. Knops, what is the purpose of your organization?
Knops: We want to be able to say anything without being concerned 
about logic, rules, or even sanity!
Allison: Won’t that create a chaotic and even dangerous situation? 
Knops: I appreciate your concern Miss Allison, I really do.
Allison: Well what can you do to alleviate it?
Knops: Absolutely Nothing.
Allison: So you are saying that the abolition of logical rules could lead 
to mass violence?
Knops: Yes, theoretically that is possible. But think about space travel. 
The same could have happened then. 
Allison: Mr. Knops, how many members does your organization have?
Knops: Including animals?
Allison: No, people only, please.
Knops: At least 7. 
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Allison: Only 7?
Knops: 7 Billion.
Allison: That would make every person on earth a member!
Knops: Exactly. We made everyone a member so everyone would 
agree with us!
Allison: I don’t think it works that way Mr. Knops.
Knops: Are you threatening me? I warn you. I pretend to be a llama 
when I’m afraid!
Allison: Mr. Knops, I am beginning to think this interview is a waste 
of time.
Knops: Tire Iron! Tire Iron!
Allison: Thank you for your time Mr. Knops.
Knops: Neigh! Baah! I’m a spitting llama, you better look out!

The interview concluded with Mr. Knops attempting to bite Ms. Al-
lison’s arm while screaming that he was a llama. Despite some radical 
groups, one wonders why it has taken this long for society to recognize 
the inherent injustice in the way our schools teach math, logic, and 
grammar.    
          In the course of this paper, we have seen that the current meth-
ods of teaching mathematics and logic are intolerant and offensive 
to those with a different viewpoint from the professor or textbook, 
and how they should be changed to allow for all beliefs. We have also 
gotten a glimpse of a conflict that has erupted all across this nation, a 
conflict that is much more than an argument over whether or not stu-
dents will be comfortable in their college classes or not. No, it is much 
more than that. It is a battle over the very progress and destiny of the 
human race. There are two paths we can go down. We can continue 
the upward path that we have been forging, a path of progress, fair-
ness, tolerance and love, a path where we decide our own destiny and 
we throw off all vestiges of archaic belief systems and abstract prin-
ciples that bind us in chains of superstition and intolerance, an up-
ward path that has potential to usher in a new millennium of human 
history, where all people live in tolerance of others and nobody be-
lieves he knows that the other is ultimately wrong and misguided.  Or 
we can choose a downward path, a path that has been forged by two 
thousand years of religious intolerance and violence, racial prejudice, 
and subjugation of women, a downward path that is filled with reli-
gious crusades and objective truths that blind people to the principles 
of love and tolerance. That is the choice before us in this debate. Will 
we allow all beliefs to be heard and respected, or will one opinion be 
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voiced in the classroom by the teacher that silences all the rest? So far, 
the American educational system has not allowed for all beliefs to be 
heard; it has silenced and suppressed the minority opinion. 

Maxine Wright
“I Know I Can”

 
      Recently, I had the privilege of spending a few days with both 
of my daughters and four grandchildren.  The older I get, the more I 
cherish the times we have together and when things become hectic, 
as they are bound too with three families together, I remind myself of 
this precious fleeting time. 
      During the visit, we all went roller-skating.  My job was to 
watch Jeremy, eleven months old, while the others showed their exper-
tise on the rink floor.  Before long I realized that I had another duty: 
keeping myself from having a heart attack while watching my oldest 
grandson, Joshua, learn to skate. 
      Joshua is a very determined, independent eight year old, who 
is already very much a perfectionist.  He met this new challenge in the 
same way.  He allowed his aunt to help him for about one turn around 
the rink and then he struck out on his own.  I cannot describe to you 
how hard he tried.  He did not realize that skating did not require 
picking your feet up in the same manner as walking does.  Therefore, 
as he went around the rink, his arms were flapping; his legs very rub-
bery looking and his entire body seem to have come unglued.  Then 
he would fall; maybe sprawl is a better word to describe his collapse on 
the floor.  
 He would hit that floor so hard and I held my breath wait-
ing to see what parts of his body would be left on the floor when he 
got up.  Every time he fell, he would fight to get back up as fast as he 
could, ready to start again.  He did this repeatedly.  As I watched him, 
I hurt.  He would smash his nose, bend his arms back behind him, not 
to mention the danger of the other skaters whizzing by him as he lay 
on the floor struggling to get back up.  There was nothing I could do 
but pray he would not get hurt as I watched him battle around that 
rink time after time. 
      He would not quit or slow up.  When he would stumble in for 
a quick rest, I would ask him if he was okay.  He would look at me with 
those big puppy dog brown eyes and say, “Yes, Mimi; this is fun.  Am I 
doing good, Mimi?”  I would smile and say “yes” and off he would go 
looking like a circus clown doing somersaults in his falling act. 
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       As I watched Joshua, I realized that we do the same thing 
throughout life. We all have dreams and goals we try to achieve in 
our lives.  We start out all excited, believing that we can conquer any 
problem or any obstacle that comes our way.  Then we get knocked 
down.  We get back up, dust ourselves off and start again.  Next thing 
we know, we are kissing the ground again and we find it a little harder 
to get up. We start again but with less enthusiasm and zeal.  
The next time we fall, it is very easy to just stay down.  Some of us get 
back up but then we sit down not bothering to try again.  We find it 
easier to quit than to keep trying and continue getting bumped and 
bruised in the progress. Some give up on a dream just when success is 
in sight. 
      Joshua came flying into the stands and said, “Mimi, I need a 
drink.”  As we were getting a drink, he skated around on the carpeted 
area of the rink. Suddenly he was not picking his feet up as much.  He 
was pushing off, shifting his weight from one foot to another and lo 
and behold, he was actually skating.  His arms were more still and 
his whole body seemed to come back together.  I was so proud.  I 
squealed, “Joshua that is it.  You are really skating.”  He looked at me a 
little puzzled and said, “I know, Mimi. I have been skating all night.” 
      That is when I realized his secret of success.  Joshua did not 
know that he was not skating like everyone else.  He was doing the 
best he knew how to do and was putting a 100% of himself into his 
efforts.  He never knew that he did not look like the others or that he 
was not an expert.  It did not matter to him.  He just kept working 
hard and his efforts paid off.  Soon he was going around the rink like a 
pro making it look easy to the ones watching him. 
      Joshua taught me two important lessons that night.  The obvi-
ous lesson is to keep trying, keep getting up and never quit.  You never 
say never and have the confidence that you can do anything if you 
work hard enough.  
      The other lesson was not as obvious but was probably the 
most important to learn. Keep your eyes on your goals and not on the 
people or circumstances around you.  Joshua was concentrating so 
hard that he did not see the other smooth skaters around him.  He had 
his mind’s eye set on what he wanted to do; therefore, that is what he 
saw himself doing.  He never saw the stumbling or awkwardness that 
others may have seen.  He did not care what he looked like to others; 
he cared only about finishing the task.  How many times do we quit a 
task because we think we look foolish to others? 
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   We left that night with a very happy camper.  We did our share 
of ranting, raving and praising but Joshua needed no one’s approval.  
He knew he had done his best, had been determined to learn and had 
refused to quit.  He was satisfied with himself.  That made him happy!  
Now isn’t that a great lesson to learn?  I know it was for this Mimi.

Karen Kirchler
“The Acquisition of Cat”

Recently, we acquired a cat.  Actually, it is, perhaps, more ac-
curate to say that a cat recently acquired some humans as we never 
sought out a cat, though it seems the cat did seek us out.

The biggest problem with a cat in our household is that we are 
not a household of cat lovers.  We are not cat haters, but we do prefer 
our four-legged companions to be of the canine variety.  Thus, she is 
now a cat in a dog-lover’s household.  It’s a little like having a Republi-
can take up residence among a group of Democrats.  There’s gonna be 
some friction and the Republican might not get a lot of love.

She showed up one afternoon and within about fifteen minutes 
my partner fed her because, unbeknownst to me, there is a moral im-
perative in my household that we feed anything that shows up.  I await 
the day the velociraptor arrives.  

The thing about feeding things – particularly four-legged 
things – is that it inspires them to stick around.  They immediately 
sense your weakness, your vulnerability, and they prey on that with 
their wily cuteness.  It’s deadly.  

On about the third night, I awoke out of a sound sleep to 
discover that something – a critter of some sort – was walking on top 
of me.  I heard a purr and managed through my foggy, sleep-haze to 
realize that it was the cat and not something more worthy of my racing 
heart and flailing arms and legs.  My mind bounced about fighting its 
way to consciousness – this was bad – there was a hole somewhere 
– the cat had managed to get in the house – how could it be – where 
could the hole be – and then it hit me, along with full blown con-
sciousness.  The damn cat had let herself in, through the dog door.  
Yup.  She had slipped right in, past the ten year-old, 60 pound mutt 
sleeping in the living room and then past the 45 pound mutt sleeping 
on a dog bed on the floor at the foot of the bed.  This cat was stealthy.  
But more to the point, the cat was in the house, on my bed, disturbing 
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me in the middle of the night. This did not make me happy.
The next morning the bigger dog seemed entirely chagrined; 

the cat had gotten in on his watch.  I didn’t hesitate to remind him of 
it later when he seemed to have gotten over it.  So then the cat seemed 
to want more.  She actually seemed to want attention, to be part of the 
household.  But this was ridiculous.  She was a cat.  We needed to find 
her a home – a.s.a.p.

And I began looking, asking, posting her picture on Facebook, 
offering her up to good cat-loving households.  But there were no 
takers.  I’m not sure what my partner actually did to try and find her a 
home but I suspect it might have consisted of a really effective strategy 
of telepathically inquiring if anyone wanted a cat.  Strangely enough, 
there were no responses.

After a bit, it occurred to me that lest we do something, we 
might not only have a cat, but also kittens if she stuck around long 
enough – which would prompt me to have kittens, metaphorically 
speaking.  So we took her to the vet who probed and prodded and said 
with some concern that she might already be “with kitten” and the 
only way to know was to proceed with the procedure.  

As it turned out, there were no kittens (just some poop – 
which, I must say, did serve to diminish my confidence in the vet a 
wee bit).  There were no kittens because Miss Kitty Cat (her official 
name at that point because if you name it, you will be 800% more 
likely to keep it – even if it is a velociraptor) had already been “fixed”.  
There was no way for the vet to know that, but they did tattoo her, 
in the event that she meandered off to harass another household of 
Democrats, she wouldn’t be subjected to the scalpel again.

We felt badly about it, because who wants to be shaved, anes-
thetized, sliced open, poked around on and in, and then sewn up?  It 
doesn’t seem like a fun day to me and I wouldn’t wish that on a Re-
publican.  In order to recover from surgery, she had to stay inside for a 
short time, something akin to an eternity.  Of course, that’s a slight ex-
aggeration and it was only made to feel that way by her manic mewing 
and constant annoying behavior as she got into one thing after another 
out of boredom.  

And still, no one was interested in giving her a home.  Some 
even suggested that she already had a home, but I was still hopeful, or 
in denial.  At this point I’m uncertain which.  But I kept promoting her 
positive points…whatever they were, and the fact that she had been 
fixed – twice.  Who could pass that up?
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Obviously, everyone.  So she remained.  And I have to say, 
with the exception of her serial killer tendencies, her proclivity for 
teasing the large dog, her demanding whining when she’s hungry, 
and her clear intention to ruin some of my furniture, she actually has 
a somewhat winning personality.  I can live with most of it, but did I 
mention her serial killer tendencies?

Cats are predators.  They like to hunt and kill other critters – 
like birds and chipmunks, which I am partial to, and squirrels, which 
I am somewhat indifferent to, though I would not knowingly subject 
them to a second surgical “fixing,” and rats, which I believe have their 
place, but not in my universe.

The cat who has acquired us is no different from other cats. 
She began to demonstrate her sociopathic tendencies on birds and 
chipmunks, which simply wasn’t okay with me.  I understand, she has 
her needs, but I love me some chipmunks and while they are really just 
another rodent, they are rodents of a much cuter variety. I dearly love 
to see them skitter across my carport, tentatively venturing out under 
the oak trees in search of good finds.  They make me smile, unless they 
are dead and disemboweled and left on my carport by the cat. When 
that happens, I do not smile at all.  

And then there were the birds…did I mention that we have 
three bird feeders placed in different spots in the yard for maximum 
viewing?  Yeah, I’m fond of birds as well and finding piles of feathers 
with a few small bones mixed in was not making me happy.  I was get-
ting serious about the cat needing to go.

So my partner, who I was beginning to suspect was a Repub-
lican – I mean cat lover – had a sit down with the cat. Apparently, she 
was able to communicate to cat that the killing of birds and chipmunks 
would have to cease.  It appeared that cat understood this, or at least 
understood that the evidence of her rampages needed to be concealed, 
as we no longer came across any chipmunk or bird remains.

But that didn’t mean she had stopped killing.  Oh no, and 
she was going to make sure we were aware of this, thus we found the 
remains of a squirrel under the dining room table…and a rat in the 
laundry room…and pieces and parts of what was likely a squirrel in 
the kitchen and the den…and another rat and another squirrel and…

Even my cat-loving partner has grown weary of dealing with 
bloody entrails. It was time for another talk, a talk mandating that no 
remains of cat’s murderous rampages are to be brought into the house, 
strewn about, partially gnawed on, etc., etc.  While the cat might be 
a killing machine, we needed to be oblivious to it, just like any good 
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family member of a serial killer.  And chipmunks and birds were still 
off limits – no matter what.  Rats and squirrels, to be found in abun-
dance in our pasture, were fair game and she was welcome to them.  
All the remains, however, must remain outside.

It has yet to be determined if the talk was effective or not.  
Regardless, I am betting on karma.  All that killing is bound to create 
some bad juju in the universe.  It’s not like the cat needs to eat.  No, we 
are feeding the cat (remember the moral imperative, after all).  I sus-
pect that one day we will arrive home and the cat will not be there to 
greet us and if we go in search of her, I expect we will find tufts of grey 
hair and the evidence of a tussle.  Dear cat will have met her match, 
and order will be restored.  It may come sooner than later, given that 
we’ve been hearing the hoot of an owl in the wee hours.  

This notion causes me some sadness.  I can’t say why, but just 
like the many Republicans in my life, I have, admittedly, grown a bit 
fond of her.  When she’s not a maniacal killer, she’s kind of cute and 
fun to watch.  When she’s not harassing the dogs or knocking over 
knick-knacks on the book shelves or yakking up hair balls, she can be 
kind of warm and friendly.  When she’s not mewing her head off to be 
fed or trying to trip me up as I come down the hall or destroying my 
furniture she’s…well, she’s…um…better than a velociraptor.



75

Contributors’ Notes

Ryan Cody Anderson (Technical Specialist – LaGrange Campus) – His 
poem, “I AM,” was written at basketball practice and serves to remind 
himself that who you are off the court is just as important as who you 
are on the court.

Mary Regan Ayers (PTA – Douglas Campus) – Her photograph, 
“Freedom,” was taken in Baltimore, Maryland and is significant to her 
because it represented a time in her life in which she was “tied down 
to a harbor.”

Melissa Brazil (RN – LaGrange) – She took the photograph “Under-
water Adventure” while visiting the Georgia Aquarium. It made her 
stop and reflect on the beauty and wonder of other species.

Amanda Kersten Brown (Early Childhood Education – LaGrange)– 
She created the poem “One Last Lie” as an outlet to express her 
emotions.

Chris Brown (Administrative Services/Bookstore – LaGrange) – His 
work, “Melt Down and Come Together,” was created by using crayons 
and a heat gun. His message is that if we all come together, something 
beautiful might come of it.

Roy A. Brown (Networking Specialist – Douglas) – He shares his 
poem, “New Chair,” as a personal experience that would make others 
smile.

Katie Butler (Dual Enrollment – LaGrange) – Her photograph, “Living 
the High Life,” was taken with the iPhone as she was looking out the 
window on her flight to Orlando.  She took the photograph, “The Best 
Things in Life Are Truly Free,” while taking a break from picking corn 
as the sun set over the trees.

Karen H. Carpenter (Instructor/Program Chair, Business Admin. 
Tech – Coweta) – Her photograph, “Season Transition,” captures the 
transition of seasons in Alaska by showcasing the rock face as the ice 
recedes.

Brandi Cash (Business/Administration – LaGrange) – The poem “Our 
Story” was written in memory of her best friend who passed away at 
19 years old.
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Donna Gail Clements (English Instructor – Coweta) – She uses imag-
ery in her poem, “Blue Days,” to shed light on the dark days at the end 
of humanity.

Alexander B. Cortes (Radiology – LaGrange) – The photograph “Un-
expected Guest” was taken to exhibit the unusual presence of a craw-
fish on a golf course.

Toni Crooks (Health Science/LPN – LaGrange) – She wrote the poem 
“Sugar” to express her feelings toward a special friend.

Deidre Crowder (Accounting – Carroll) – The photograph “Cool 
Breeze” was taken when she was on a trip.

Elizabeth Davis (RN – LaGrange) – Her photograph, “The Journey,” 
portrays a story of one’s journey.

Emily Driver (Carroll) – She sends a message through her essay, “The 
Teachers Who Cried Slut.” She explains how judgmental comments 
can affect someone negatively throughout their life.

Anitra Ellison (Communications Specialist/Institutional Advancement  
– Adamson Square) – The poem “Connect the Dots” articulates the 
relativity between childhood and adulthood. 

Rebecca Everett (BAT – Douglas) – She wrote the poem “Curse in the 
Dark” when she was 19.  She used poetry as a healthy outlet at a time 
when she felt alone and hurt.  She wrote the poem, “The Game,” for 
her father when she was 15.  She hopes this poem will make people 
laugh.

Anthony Kai Fincher (Technical Specialist – LaGrange) – He shot 
the photograph “A Bug’s Eye View, to show a bug’s perspective in his 
garden.

Cody Foster (Welding – LaGrange) – He crafted his model, “For Our 
Country,” through inspiration from a book called, Flag of our Fathers.  
He used carbon steel and stainless steel to create this model.  His piece, 
“West Movement,” is a recreation of history and was created using a 
fine point Sharpie pen.
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Patrick Gruber (Technical Specialist – Murphy) – He wrote the essay 
“Tyranny in Education Today” as satirical piece to ridicule some of the 
current trends in our culture today.  His essay, “The Way the World 
Is,” serves to dabble with the question of life’s meaning and to provoke 
meditation on the meaning of human suffering and evil.

Kasie Hanson (Radiologic Technology – LaGrange) – Her motivation 
for her photograph, “Galaxy Train,” was her grandpa. She took this 
photograph to display an image that is so common that most people 
overlook.  Her photograph, “Passing Cars and Stars,” features the vi-
brancy and contrast of light at night.  Her passion for the simple things 
in life inspired this photo.

Desiree Healey (Technical Communications – Carroll) – She wrote 
the essay “Spacing Out” as an expression during a time she was deeply 
depressed and was feeling creative.

Kathryn S. Hume (Psychology – LaGrange) – She snapped this shot 
named “Circle of Life” to portray that there is beauty in the circle 
of life.  She took this photograph while visiting her grandmother’s 
gravesite in Illinois. Her artwork, “What I See,” was created to express 
the pain she was feeling during a major crisis in her life.

Jennifer Johnson (Business Administration Technology – Carroll) – 
While indulging in her psychology homework, her children inspired 
her essay, “Inner Child,” while watching them playing outside.  Her art 
piece, “Nature’s Beauty,” accents the fine details of a horse’s face and 
was inspired by her love of animals.

Tony Johnson (Officer/WGTC Police Department – Carroll) – He shot 
the photograph “A Mother’s Love” to capture a sentimental moment in 
nature. He loves taking photos of nature.  He also snapped the image, 
“Just One Wish.”

Karen Kirchler (Executive Director of Adult Education – Adamson 
Square) – She wrote this essay, “The Cat,” as she enjoys fabricating 
foolishness out of her everyday life experiences.  She offers the same 
enjoyment for others who read this essay.

Spencer Murphy (Criminal Justice – LaGrange) – His photograph, 
“Do You Think They Hear Us?” captures the image of two birds that 
were loudly chirping on his front porch.
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Dallas Owens (Early Childhood Education – Douglas) – His photo-
graph, “Juju,” was taken to represent the road less traveled.  He wanted 
to articulate the idea that even though the road less traveled isn’t 
always the most reliable path to take, it can still be rewarding as long 
as someone is willing to take the risk.

Natalia Parrish (Computer Network Specialist – Carroll) – She hopes 
to capture the reader in her unique story, “How Strangers Disappear.” 
This story is about an actress who forgoes her career after the loss of 
her little sister.

Angel Phillips (Registered Nursing – LaGrange) – She shot the image 
“Freedom to the Ultimate Degree” as her little sister was exhibiting 
freedom while running in the surf.  She took the photo to be able to 
continue to cherish that particular moment.

Don Rhine (Manager IMEC – Carroll) – His photograph, “Last Sight,” 
portrays the face of what many small animals see for the last time.  The 
image, “Lovecraft Beach,” started out as a dull gray capture and pro-
gressed into the image it is now through the inspiration of H.P. Love-
craft.

Rachelle Shepard (Practical Nursing – Coweta) – She wrote her poem, 
“The House of Dying Mothers,” after the death of a woman who was 
dear to her.  Her poem, “The Past of All Others,” is about taking a look 
into old photo albums that usually sit unopened, collecting dust.

Kailan Smallwood (Technical Specialist – Douglas) – Her photograph, 
“Placid Pier,” was captured in Jekyll Island, GA, a place that holds 
memories of great times with her family.

Devyn Springer (Douglas) – Inspired by his own ability to give himself 
courage, he wrote the poem “Daily Courage.”  His poem, “Old Stress 
on a Young Man,” illustrates the weight of the world that he carries on 
his back and was inspired by people who are meaningful in his life.

Erin Sullivan (Early Childhood Education – LaGrange) – The inspira-
tion for the painting “Cherry Blossom of an Enchanted Dream” was 
from another piece of art.  Using acrylic paint on canvas, she person-
alized the art to fit her imagination.  Her poem, “One Bipolar Poem,” 
displays the extremities of love.  “Unpleasant Side Effects” is a poem 
that was written after she reconnected with an old friend that still 
holds a special place in her heart.



79

Anna Turner (Technical Specialist – Carroll) – She wrote the prose 
“Territorial” on a whim last year. Her motivation for this piece is 
Dexter Morgan’s character from the show, Dexter.  Her poem, “Under-
growth,” was written about high school and the hardships that come 
along with it.

Victor Valentour (Criminal Justice- Carroll) – He wrote “The Holo-
caust from an American Perspective” to send the message that every-
one has a burden to carry and that sometimes it is necessary to lose a 
part of one’s self in order to carry that burden.

Adam Vickery (Registered Nursing – Murphy) – His poem, “Keep on 
Charging,” was written to inspire perseverance to do necessary things 
even when we don’t want to.

Laura Wheeles (Health Information Technology – Murphy) – She 
wrote the poem “Ode to Carbohydrates” as an extra credit assignment 
for a class she was taking.

Doris Williams (Technical Specialist – LaGrange) – Her poem, “To 
Be,” was written one night after she was told she would never be able 
to accomplish anything.

Austin Winchester (Early Childhood Education – Murphy) – Inspired 
by nature, “Hope in Nature” was written to express the ways in which 
nature speaks to him and how it shapes the world.

Maxine Wright (Business Administrative Technology – Murphy) – “I 
Know I Can” is a short story that was written to offer hope, encourage-
ment, and joy to the reader.  She shares events that have taught her 
several lessons and she hopes they will teach others as well.
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Information for VOICES 2014

Submissions for the 2014 issue of VOICES Magazine will be collected during the end 
of the spring semster, through the summer semester, and into the beginning of the fall 
semester of 2013 (May - October).  All submissions must be in electronic format and 
accompanied by a signed submission form (scanned or digital copies are acceptable).  
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 gener-
ally publish only 35-45% of the submissions we receive in a given year.  Submissions are 
welcomed from the following:

•	 Current students of WGTC 
•	 Recent graduates of WGTC (class of 2011 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 submis-
sions made on behalf of anyone who does not fall into one of the aforementioned catego-
ries.  Only current students are eligible for the cash prizes. 

Submission does not guarantee publication; due to space limitations we cannot publish ev-
ery 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.  To get a clearer idea of what 
the editors look for, please see the three “What Is ...” essays available on our website: 
www.westgatech.edu/voices.

Prose: Maximum 3 submissions per author, maximum of 3000 words each.  This category 
includes fiction, short stories, essays, reports, analytical projects, proposals, interviews, 
articles, and letters.  Please read “What is Good Writing?” on our website.

Poetry: Maximum 4 submissions per author, no word limit.  Please keep the magazine’s 
vertical 5.5” x 8.5” published size in mind.  Please read “What is Poetry?” on our website.

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-photo-
graphic works may be submitted for consideration in lieu of the actual works (a publica-
tion quality photograph must be obtainable).  Please keep the magazine’s vertical 5.5” x 
8.5” published size in mind.  Please read “What is Art?” on our website.

Complete details available online: www.westgatech.edu/voices
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