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Randy Powell
“The Last Poem on Earth”
Second Prize Poetry Winner

The smell of morning fills the air,
she knows it’s EIGHT O’CLOCK, she needs no watch.

It is well after noon, 
but even the moon peaks it’s December eyes from behind the 
skies to see this angel rise.
A crush you see, lunacy . . . 
it’s no surprise.

Dancing her way through the desert sands,
an indoor cotton field of a domestic brand (but it feels great 
on her feet).
She cleared the land of pyramids,
crossed the border and gently slid across a Jupiter moon! 
(You see, she wore socks on her feet).

She’s made it to the boiling sea
  of well water and imported beans
            sunken ships and pots of tea.

And as she clears her eyes she sees with Castor and Polluck 
conversing with he,
her lover, 
her friend for eternity,
stands waiting for her, 

two sugars, one cream.



Brittany Carrell
“The Golden Years”
First Prize Poetry Winner

Just because I was not fed
All alone in my bowl

No longer mourn for me when I’m dead
I reach my three year goal.
Trapped behind this glass

All alone swimming
You walked by as another day passed

With no flakes I was slimming.
I was dreaming of the ocean

Where the food is always free
 While you were lacking emotion

I could have been me.
I fulfilled your wish

I was your lonely goldfish.
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Jeffrey Davis
“The Growing Hands”

These little hands, reaching, needing, and unsure.
When they were searching for a loved ones touch,

Feeling in wonder, so vibrant, and pure, 
Looking forward to this journey so much.

These small hands, playing with excitement, and love.
Holding larger hands to keep them safe.
Outstretched arms giving away free hugs

And unable to cover the smile on their sweet little face.

These rebellious hands locked with the hands of a first crush.
Knowing everything and not taking heed.

Doing things that might make them blush. 
Not realizing how much they really need.

These responsible hands, hardworking, strong, and true.
Shaking hands of the ones they love.
Now are admirable and full of virtue.
These little hands, I’m so proud of. 

These loving hands comfort an old man.
When his hands are shaky and he is void of sight;
Hugging me when I can’t remember where I am.

These loving hands, I know I’ve done something right.
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Candis Jones
“Where I’m From”

I’m from the Deep South, gulf wind, and
humid weather;
From the warm love of family and friends
and the respecting of my elders;
From lots of laughs and good times;
From being around your family on holidays
and playing outside during summer days.
I’m from culture, history, and familiar faces.
I’m from the smooth sound of jazz and the street
Sound of bounce music; 
From the hiphop, R&B, and “old skool’’ tunes;
From second line’n and two steppin’ in the street.
I’m from the spicy, cajun-eatin’ and the mild southern 
flavor;
I’m from the laid back, “Big Easy”; with that “fix you
something to eat “babay” and rest ya’ nerves” southern
hospitality like none other.
I’m from below sea level, but above the eerie swamps.
I’m from snowball stands, corner stores, Mardi Gras, 
shotgun houses, Bourbon Street, gumbo, and hot sausage 
po-boys.
I’m from the high winds of Katrina.
I’m from the breech in the levees.
I’m from the flooding of a city that will never be the same,
From the pain and suffering my people went through.
I’m from the “Crescent City”… “the city that care forgot” 
under the sun.
New Orleans, Louisiana is where I’m from… 
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Jasmine Cardell
“Smell the Roses”
Third Prize Poetry Winner

Dream-like states on hazy days
Heavy eyelids, warm fuzzies
Light exhaustion upon waking
Still, you must move
There is so much to be done
A whole life to live
Time is forever, yet so short
Hustling, bustling
Don’t forget this or that
Moving, moving
What is rest anymore? 
Take your time, they say
But instead they mean, “Seize it!”
“Don’t forget me,” whispers Simplicity
She reminds us of little blessings
Warm cups in cold hands
The gentle scent of roses
The sun peeking between clouds
So white and fluffy
A dancing butterfly, with her brightness
The light, quick beat of her wings
The sound of the wind tickling grass
Hustle and bustle
So little time!
Simplicity, with her pleasures
Calls to us: 
“Make time for me.”
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Ashley McElhannon
“No One Hears Her”

The little girl tells
her brothers to run;
“go in their room,
and play with their drums.”

The little girl tells 
her sister the same;
“just lock the door,
and pretend it’s a game.”

The little girl tells
her mommy “no,”
but down the stairs,
the little girl goes.

The little girl tells
her mommy it’s bad,
then all of a sudden,
Her mommy looks sad.

the little girl tells 
the doctor she slipped;
he wraps up her wrist
and knows next week, she’ll trip.

The little girl tells 
her teacher at school 
that she fell
to explain the bruise.

The little girl tells 
her daddy to stay,
but daddy is busy.
He has bills to pay.



The little girl tells
the world good night,
lays on her bed,
and starts to cry.

The little girl asks
“God, why me?
Why must I hurt,
and burn, and bleed?”

Though God never answers,
she asks anyway,
because she knows that tomorrow,
will be just like today.
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“Path of Motivations”

Olivia Russell

Pencil
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“The Divine”

Nikki Whiten

Foam on Hardboard

Third Prize Art Winner
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“Life is Like a Puzzle: Only Some Pieces Fit Perfectly”

Brittany Carrell

Digital Photography with Instagram Editing
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“Tree in Ice”

Chris Carroll

Digital Photography
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“The Lines of Time”

Karen Freeman

Digital Photography



Doug Blanks
“The ‘Good’ Politician”
First Prize Prose Winner

 The career of a politician is an exciting one involving 
fame, fortune, and peddling massive amounts of influence, 
ensuring that you will put your mark on history. Holding 
these following steps close to heart and mind will guarantee 
one the life of a powerful and wealthy politician.

 Winning an election is necessary in order to become 
a super wealthy and influential politician . . . well, most of 
the time. First, a good politician knows that he or she must 
enter in a winnable race. Search the news for a politician 
getting up there in years and may “retire” soon to jump in 
and take that seat.  Another good chance for an easy victory 
is to find a politician in the middle of a scandal. Maybe 
they “accidentally” called for the genocide of all gay people. 
Maybe someone hacked their Twitter account and some 
unknown person tweeted certain inappropriate photos out 
to the world. The scandal does not really matter, as long 
the scandal weakens the good politician’s opponents and 
increases the good politician’s chances of winning and 
becoming a rich and influential member of the ruling class.

 Now that the good politician has entered the election, 
he or she must begin campaigning. For the good politician, 
winning at all costs is the number one priority.  He or she 
must slander his or her opponent at every opportunity. Now 
the good politician knows that worrying about trivial things 
such as the truth will just get in his or her way. The good 
politician knows that in order to win, he or she must lie! 
Yes, lying is the good politician’s favorite and most reliable 
tool. The good politician knows not to worry about morality; 
this is politics! Therefore, the good politician must come up 
with various falsehoods about their opponent. Start a speech 
saying they had an abortion, or they forced their favorite 
prostitute to have an abortion.  Produce a commercial 
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saying they stole candy from a baby, and then sold the 
baby to a Chinese sweatshop.  Even tweeting out that they 
enjoy going down to their farm and touching their animals 
inappropriately is not off-limits for the good politician; 
politics is war.

 Not only must the good politician lie about his or 
her opponent, they must also lie directly to the voters. The 
good politician knows that most voters occupy the category 
known as low-information voters and do not want to hear 
boring logic or facts.  These low-information voters subsist 
on a steady stream of lies and buzzwords to keep them 
excited enough to go out on Election Day and vote. The 
good politician knows to get their votes they must promise 
these dullards a chicken in every pot, pot in every house, 
and free ice cream Fridays all while guaranteeing to lower 
their taxes. These imbeciles will eat these lies up as if it 
was an extra-large Papa John’s pizza after smoking a dank 
green substance a doctor prescribed to them because they 
had “trouble sleeping.”   Following these simple steps, the 
good politician knows the election will go their way. Time 
for the good politician to enjoy the wealth, fame, and power 
associated as a member of the ruling class.

 Now that the good politician took their oath of office, 
the first step - besides forgetting every single word of the 
oath they just swore to uphold - is start-taking advantage 
of all of those sweet perks associated with the seat of power 
they now hold.  The good politician just sits back in his or 
her big comfy chair in their brand new taxpayer funded office 
and just waits for the phone calls to start coming in. Hey 
look, a free trip to Hawaii from the good folks at Monsanto as 
long as their new bill passes allowing them to test pesticides 
next to elementary schools. “Of course it will!” the good 
politician assures the Monsanto rep as they as start booking 
tee times and dolphin excursions in the Hawaiian paradise.  
How wonderful, an email from Halliburton comes in asking 
for a new war to increase their quarterly profits, so the good 
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politicians goes out to a bar with their friends to throw darts 
on a map of the Middle East to see which country we will 
“rightfully” invade next.  Once the war starts in “Whatever-
stan” we invaded, the good politician now mysteriously owns 
a new private jet and a chain of seafood restaurants all along 
the east coast.

 Now one might wonder how the good politician will 
fare when people start expecting all of those insane campaign 
promises to become law. The good politician knows that they 
need not worry. The halfwits that voted him or her in are 
too distracted to notice the good politician’s indifference for 
them due to their mysteriously sick grade school children or 
blowing up to pieces in some far away land that no one can 
point to on a map.

 Even if the good politician does lose an election one 
day, he or she need not worry. The good politician knows 
that he or she can always move down a street to K Street 
and become a powerful lobbyist, peddling influence by 
giving away free vacations to paradise and private jets,  all 
while making a ridiculous amount of money. Controlling 
the strings of a politician like a benevolent puppet may even 
be more satisfying for the good former politician, because 
in this job, one not need to worry about poll numbers and 
public image.

 As the good politician finally retires to a life of well-
earned relaxation and wealth, the good politician must start 
to make plans to enshrine their legacy for all future genera-
tions to see. The good politician knows that only stone lasts 
throughout the centuries, so he or she orders a statue of 
them built in his or her honor.  The statue must be as tall and 
as mighty as the good politician’s former influence. With a 
sneer lip and look of cold command, the statue looks out on 
the land the good politician once governed, sees that it was 
good, and on the pedestal, these words appear, “Look on my 
works, ye mighty, and despair!”
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Angela Farley
“My Mentors”

 Often when famous people talk about their success, 
they throw in details about their childhood and their par-
ents’ great guidance and rearing.  Great people who do great 
things often refer to their parents as their mentors.  Lately 
I’ve begun to envision my parents as mentors.  For a while 
I had trouble with that picture.  When I pictured a mentor, 
I saw Bill and Claire Huxtable or Michael Jordan or Hillary 
Rodham Clinton.  Not my parents, who are just two ‘regular 
people.’  

 I tried to picture things they might have done to leave 
their mark on their world.  My mother is a housewife that 
reared eight children and assisted in the rearing of many 
of her grandchildren.  This woman has never worked away 
from the home more than a year of her 52 years of married 
life.  She has lived next door to her in-laws for almost fifty 
years (which could be considered a job within itself).  Amaz-
ingly, she very seldom uses foul language.  Even though there 
were many instances when she should have sworn a time or 
two.  My father is the fifth child of eleven children and only 
had four years of schooling.  But that didn’t stop him from 
starting his own business that has lasted over 40 years and 
continues to grow.  He has afforded my siblings and me a 
lifestyle that places us on the high echelon of the ladder ac-
cording to the standards of the small country town where we 
live.

 So as I thought about my parents as mentors, I re-
called how when growing up, rebellious and head strong, I si-
lently looked at my mother and thought: “I am never going to 
be anything like you.”  I did not want to always be the person 
that the neighborhood knew they could depend on – no mat-
ter how inconvenienced it left you.  I certainly didn’t want to 
hold my peace when there was a lively audience that surely 
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deserved a cursing out.  Why did my mother have to be the 
one to sing at everyone’s funeral or cook pies for everyone 
(free of charge) or hot press ten people’s hair on Saturday 
(again for free)?  I asked myself many times, “why does she 
let them treat her like that?”  If it was me, I surely would not.  
That was rebellious and head strong me.

 Then I looked up the word ‘mentor’ in the diction-
ary and Webster defines it as:  a trusted counselor or guide; 
tutor, coach.  WOW!  That’s exactly what my parents have 
done (though I place much more emphasis on my mother).  
They coached (trained) me on how to be a dependable, lov-
ing, God-fearing, intelligent person.  They don’t have degrees 
hanging on the wall or famous visitors darkening their door-
way at different times.  What they do have is what it takes to 
lead others (me included) to the kingdom of God.  Sure, it 
might have been great to be the daughter of Malcolm, Mar-
tin, Rosa, Maya, or Langston.  But I wouldn’t trade Mary 
and Bennie for the world.  It has taken me over forty years to 
realize that I don’t have to travel the world to look for silver 
and gold or question why I was born to be guided, tutored 
and coached to be a Farley.  Now there is definitely no doubt 
in my mind as how my parents have been my mentor.
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Michael Tumlin
“Vacation Nightmare”
Second Prize Prose Winner

 It was the summer of ‘64 and the Tumlin family was 
anticipating its yearly tradition of traveling to one of the hot-
test states, in the hottest month of the year, for the purpose 
of roasting our Caucasian bodies and then feeding them to 
the jellyfish, better known as our “fun time Florida getaway.”
    
 Being only 9 years old at the time, I, like so many 
other kids, was no more than a victim of my parents’ miscon-
ception of what a good time was. I had been enslaved by a 
generation who considered shooting flies on the front porch 
with a BB gun as an exciting way to spend an afternoon; nev-
ertheless, D-day had arrived.       
 
 As Dad and I were loading the station wagon, my two 
aunts pulled into the driveway and began explaining their 
reason for being late. It seems the highway patrol had pulled 
them over on the interstate for driving too slowly and they 
had gotten into an argument as to why their Corvair couldn’t 
go over 40 m.p.h.
 
 Anyway, we finally got loaded up and off we went. 
Everything was going fine until about a hundred miles into 
the trip when Mother Nature reminded me it was time to go 
or get gone on. Reaching forward, I tapped Dad on the shoul-
der and inquired as to when we might stop and, as he puts it, 
“drain ta’ carburetors.” Without hesitation, he reminded me 
of what good time we were making, and suggested that I oc-
cupy my time by counting the cows as we sped down the road 
toward our soon to be dysfunctional destination.

 Suddenly, I heard voices coming from the floor, I 
looked down, and there they were; those empty coke bottles 
Dad always kept under the seat staring up at me as if to say: 
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“You know why we’re here.” My aunts knew what was going 
on, and in an attempt to ease my embarrassment, blurted 
out such things as: “Go ahead, Honey, we’ve seen plenty of 
those” ( God, get me out of this car!).
 
 Finally, we arrived at our little cabin on the beach, 
complete with some kind of creatures the locals refer to as: 
“Palmetto bugs” (giant Florida cockroaches), and with the 
lingering odor of what is referred to as “doobies,” compli-
ments left by the previous unsavory tenants, but neverthe-
less, I considered it paradise compared to being vacuum-
packed between my two aunts as they smoked one cigarette 
after the other for the entire trip.
 
 Dad decided to take a nap and rest up from torment-
ing us for the last 450 miles, while the rest of us headed off to 
the beach to check out the surf. And there it was-- mile after 
mile of nothing but seaweed. That’s when I began to realize 
that the rest of our stay here was going  to be nothing more 
than an extension of the nightmarish, cow counting, bottle 
filling, blood-shot eyes, trip down here.
 
 The only way that I was able to hold onto what is left 
of my sanity was to know that one day I would be freed from 
the bondage of being entangled in a dysfunctional world 
of  what was perceived by my parents as being a “fun time 
Florida getaway.”
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A Note from the Editor-in-Chief

This issue of VOICES Magazine is the eleventh, and it is showing its age.  
The magazine is having a crisis of confidence and purpose on par with 
Eliot’s Prufrock.  It has grown old and thin, and it’s coming to conclusion 
that not only is it no longer the center of attention, it never was.  This 
year, the editors received the fewest submissions in the magazine’s 
history.  Participation and interest in the arts are declining in our society, 
but the opportunities for engagement with the arts here at West Georgia 
Technical College are readily available.  In addition to VOICES 
Magazine, the college sponsors its annual Art Exhibit, the year-round 
Theatre Troupe, the creative writing organization Knight Writers, and the 
Pep Band.  Do not let these opportunities go unexplored while you are 
here at WGTC.

As for the magazine, the editors will continue to work to promote the 
magazine.  We will continue to encourage students to participate by 
sharing their work and by volunteering to be student editors.  But merely 
increasing the number of submissions or participants will not yield the 
engagement with arts that we seek.  We must encourage students to 
improve the quality of their submissions as well as the number.  I have 
served as an editor for this magazine for ten years and as editor-in-chief 
for eight of those years.  I’ve seen the quality of the submissions decline 
just as surely as I have seen interest in the arts decline in our 
communities and society.  My hope is that members of our college 
community, both students and educational professionals, will seek to 
re-engage their imaginations by seeking out good art of all kinds.  Our 
lives must not be simply lived in the pursuit of a paycheck.  Like 
Prufrock, we must dare to challenge the stagnation and lifeless 
repetitions in our existences; art, literature, poetry, music, and theater 
are wonderful ways to punctuate the routines we know we must follow.  
Let us also be mindful as to why we need those punctuations: we need 
them in order to be alive; they are crucially human endeavors.

In the following pages, we offer you, dear readers, a selection of works 
from past issues of VOICES Magazine that the editors believe typify the 
best of what our community has produced in the past eleven years and 
the type of work we wish to see in the future.  I hope you will draw 
inspiration from them to produce your own work that continues in the 
finest tradition of art’s purpose: to hold the mirror up to our human lives 
in order to reveal something about life we haven’t seen before or have 
been unwilling to see for ourselves.
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What We’re Looking For: Art

To be technical about it, a work must have form and 
content to be art.  These two requirements are supported by 
the creative intention of the artist and the ability to interpret 
the art by the audience.  Form has three parts: elements of 
art (color, value, space, and line), principles of design 
(balance, contrast, emphasis, and proportion), and medium 
(painting, sculpture, photography, etc.).  The question the 
artist must ask him or herself is whether the product meets 
these requirements.  Additionally, the artist should be 
attempting to communicate a message to the audience.  
This is content.  

If the work has form and content, the next requirement is to 
skillfully convey those items in a clear manner.  An 
artist’s vision of what his work is meant to communicate can 
be significantly aided or hindered by his demonstration of 
skill.  Conversely, a craftsman may be a highly skilled 
producer of a product that has no artistic value at all.  Thus, 
skill alone does not constitute art.  Skill is a tool the artist 
uses to produce the form that will communicate the content.

While there are numerous traditions in art and artistic tastes 
shift and change over time, the central point for art’s 
creation, cultivation, and consumption is that it holds a 
mirror up to life.  Visual art, like any other art, is designed 
to show us something about ourselves.  We see in art not so 
much the reality of life but the reflection thereof.  The 
reflection is perhaps distorted, warped, slightly out of focus, 
or troublesome for us to see; it is an imperfect reflection.  In 
the imperfection, we are reminded of the imperfection of life.  
We are challenged to see things as they are as well as how we 
wish them to be.  Good art causes questions; good art makes 
us think and wonder.
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What We’re Looking For: Photography

The vast majority of the art submissions that VOICES 
Magazine receives each year are photographs.  Even though 
we strongly encourage submissions of paintings, drawings, 
and sculpture, most people find that photography is more 
accessible and easier to create.  With this ease of use and 
access comes the difficult proposition of determining which 
of these submissions are art or are merely documentaries.  
Photography as art must meet the aesthetic requirements 
of form and content the same as paintings or sculptures.  
Technicalities such as lighting, framing, and focus matter; 
interesting and intriguing subjects are important.

Good photography is more than good subject matter.  When 
someone takes a photograph of a flower, what is the 
photographer trying to communicate?  Has the flower been 
framed in such a way to expose a particular detail or 
perspective, utilizing a certain lighting or background focus, 
that conveys an argument or message, or has the point 
simply been to document nature?  There is nothing wrong 
with a pretty picture, but a good photograph shows what the 
photographer was thinking about when he or she took the 
picture or leads the audience to explore individual reactions 
to the photograph.  The photographer wants the audience 
to feel something as a result of the photo; he or she wants 
more than just, “Okay, that’s pretty.”  Photography art is 
not mere documentation; it must be expressive, and it must 
move the reader to a meaningful reaction.  Photographs are 
texts communicating messages just as surely as poetry and 
fiction.

Art is not routine; art is frequently the exception to the 
routine.  We encourage you to plan photographs rather than 
just take them.  There should be a reason you created the 
photograph, and that reason should be readily available in 
the photo for the reader to discover.  This is where 
photographs become art.



“The Blues II”
Lucy King

Pen and Ink
2006
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“Pickled”
Shevon Rowell
Colored Pencil

2007
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“Two Worlds Collide” 
Alicia Milner

Digital Photography
2008
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“The Invincible Anita”
Lisa Lynn Ramos

Watercolor, Pencil, and Ink
2010
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What We’re Looking For: Prose

Good writing comes in many different forms and from many 
different sources, and none of it necessarily has to have the 
writer’s cares or concerns at its heart.  What really makes 
good prose is the writer’s willingness to place the reader’s in-
terests above the writer’s own interests.  How can that writer 
be sure that his or her writing is, in fact, good prose?  One 
can tell only by placing that writing in front of an audience.

We constantly tell students that the two most important 
concerns for a writer are purpose and audience.  Determin-
ing purpose is as simple as answering the following question: 
“Why am I writing this?”  As college students, your answer 
is often “for a grade.”  There is nothing wrong with that 
purpose in the classroom, but does that purpose still work 
when you start to consider submitting the work to VOICES 
Magazine?  Here is where the second consideration, audi-
ence, makes an impact.  Who was the audience when you 
were writing for a grade?  Hopefully, you were writing to 
an informed peer group.  If so, then your work may more 
easily translate from the classroom-centered purpose to a 
wider readership.  Once your writing leaves the realm of the 
classroom, your audience expands exponentially.  Now your 
readers are not only your fellow students, but now you are 
writing to staff, faculty, family, friends, strangers, passersby, 
and anyone else who happens to pick up a copy of the maga-
zine or reads it online.  This transition sometimes requires 
significant revision of the classroom work to prepare it for a 
more diverse audience.

So, what makes good prose? Consider your ingredients list: 
clear purpose, identified audience, sound grammar and 
mechanics, orderly organization, unified ideas, imaginative 
ideas, and sharp images.  In short, good writing is all about 
details.  Details make fiction believable, essays persuasive, 
stories entertaining, and articles interesting.  Pay attention 
to all of the details, and good writing will be the result. 



“Perfume”   
Art Johnson
2009

      James stood, hands behind his back, watching her. Be 
patient, he thought.

 "Do you think this dress will be suitable?"

 "Honey, I think it will be just fine."

 "It's too blousey, James. You know I've never liked 
blousey clothes."

 "I know, honey. It's not like I chose the occasion, 
much less the wardrobe."

     James turned and paced past the table for the 
hundredth time that morning and checked his watch.

 "Do you still love me?"

 He turned and looked at her again. "Of course I do. I'll 
always love you. Quit being silly."

 "Is my make-up all right?'

 James surveyed her face closely, nodded and smiled, 
hoping she would get the message. With over two hours 
invested in the make-up alone, it had better be "all right." 

 Anyone applying cosmetics almost every day should 
be able to do it with eyes closed. He had to admit though. It 
was perfect. God, she was beautiful. 
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      James turned around and was startled to find a man 
staring at them through a door left slightly ajar. Taking quick 
strides towards the door he challenged the intruder.

 "Have you got a problem, Mister?!"

 The man stumbled back into the hallway as James ap-
proached.

 “Oh, no sir! I just heard you talking to . . . “

 “I don’t care what you heard! You get the hell out of 
here! Can’t a man’s wife get ready in this place without a 
damn peeping Tom?”

 The intruder was backing away.

 “I’m so very sorry, sir! I meant no . . . I was just 
trying . . . ”

 James re-entered the room, slamming the door in the 
babbling man’s face.

      Straightening his tie, James walked back towards her 
table. Sensing her need to be comforted, he put his head on 
her shoulder, burying his face in her hair.

 “I’m sorry, honey. I shouldn’t have reacted that way. 
He was just an old man.”

 “I know, James. It’s not your fault. I think you’re just 
nervous.”

 Standing up, James reached for her hand.

 “I am nervous and insanely jealous. I think I might 
just love you too much.” He thought he detected a smile.

40



      Someone tapped lightly on the door, followed by a 
muffled voice. 

 “Sir, your wife’s transportation is ready. We have 
about twenty minutes.”

 James didn’t bother to acknowledge the voice.

 “Twenty minutes, James. Please make sure my hair is 
all right.”

 “It’s perfect, honey. Fit for an angel.”

 “James, you’ll be there, won’t you?”

 “I’ll be right behind you.”

 “Well then. I guess I’m ready.”

 James reached into his pocket, bringing forth a bottle 
of her favorite perfume.

 “Just one last detail, Love,” he whispered.

 Brushing back her hair, he carefully applied the scent 
he had grown to love so much.

 “There. Now everything is perfect.”

      James was gently caressing her face and moving 
closer for a kiss when another knock came at the door.

 “What in heaven’s name is it now?! Who is it?!”

 A minister entered the room, followed by the man 
who had intruded earlier.
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 “It’s time, James. The guests are waiting.”

 James stared for a moment and finally nodded. 
Stepping back, he turned towards his wife and whispered, 
“I’ll be right behind you,” as they slowly closed the casket.
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“Identity Theft: A True Life Story of Transgression at Big 
Mama’s Kitchen”
Alison Payne
2007

 I have to kill some time in the small Georgia town of 
Waco where I am waiting to meet with a real estate client, 
so I decide to eat lunch at what appears to be the only diner 
in town, Big Mama’s Kitchen. The dirt parking lot makes my 
SUV jitter like gizzards in a boiler, forcing me to slow down 
and take my time. I predict that taking my time will be an 
important part of the Big Mama experience.
 
 As I reach for the front door, I read an advertisement 
for the gospel music of Reverend Al and Passion Lewis. I’d 
like to be named “Passion.” People would know right up 
front what I stand for, not just who I am. Like some Native 
American names. If your name was “Two-Faced,” I’d at least 
know to watch out.
 
 Inside, the room is painted bright blue with even 
brighter yellow trim. Fake bricks are painted around edges 
and doorways to make it look old, but they needn’t have 
bothered. It’s old. The pale green plates look just like the 
three sectioned plastic plates we ate lunch on in grammar 
school forty years ago, and the slat-back chairs look just like 
our old auditorium seats. The wall is mostly decorated with 
faded Pepsi posters. Those I get. I’m not so sure about the 
lone Titanic sign. Does it mean if there’s a flood, Big Mama 
will go down with her diner? Will the waitresses stand arm 
in arm, their aprons glowing like celestial robes, and sing 
“Amazing Grace” in tragically sweet a cappella? Would the 
flies sink, or would they swim?
 
 I am seated at one of two remaining tables. This is a 
busy spot. Of course, there is no menu. The day’s offerings 
are written on a blackboard beside the kitchen. 
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 Today’s specials are fried chicken, meat loaf, and neck 
bones. I’ll get a vegetable plate, though. It reminds me of 
home, when my folks grew summer gardens and we ate like 
this every day: butterbeans, okra, corn, collards simmered all 
morning in fatback. I am just about to begin my order with 
fried squash when a burly guy in a hair net comes out from 
the back and erases it. I guess the squash was extra good that 
day, but I’ll just get okra instead. The rolls of paper towels 
instead of flimsy napkins on the tables tell me the grease will 
be plentiful, so the food will be good.
 
 Once my order is placed and my bucket-o-sweet tea 
has arrived, I try to take in the ambiance. Four cops in full 
uniform are sucking the air out of one corner of the room. At 
the far opposite corner sit a group of young African Ameri-
can males and females, eating quietly. Beside me is a table 
that must represent three generations, disturbingly close 
in pasty-faced resemblance. The grandmother is chiding 
the hefty toddler for still drinking from a bottle instead of a 
“big boy” cup. Granddaddy is threatening to take Baby Boy’s 
“sugar tit” away. Baby Boy is threatening to scream bloody 
murder. His mother knowingly gives him the bottle, and I 
sigh in relief.
 
 There’s a smattering of men and women in profes-
sional garb, some on their cell phones while their fried 
chicken sits at their elbow growing cold. I wonder what sort 
of business in Waco would require one to “dress for success.” 
I don’t think it’s the tiny post office or the feed ’n seed across 
the street. Down the road, a defunct sandwich shop and 
vacant barbeque shack speak to the proliferation of burger 
joints on the other side of the freeway. I wonder if they will 
ever be the undoing of Big Mama’s? She seems to holding her 
own so far.
 
 I also note some farmers in worn overalls and baseball 
caps of all descriptions, worn the way they believe God 
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intended, brim forward. Then I see another sign I had not 
caught earlier: “Big Mama’s Coffee: the Hottest Thing in 
Waco.” A couple of young males in the room might beg to 
differ. They have had their eyes glued on, I’ll just call her 
“Little Mama,” a young waitress with a waist so slim the 
apron strings have to wrap around twice to keep her apron 
snug. The front bib dips a little lower than the pink tank top 
she generously wears underneath. Nice and snug. I see how 
she keeps trying to sneak glances at one of the boys through 
her poofy blond bangs. He is talking loud, showing off, but 
she just keeps blushing and ducking her eyes. A little later, 
she slips a ticket onto his checkered table. I don’t think it’s a 
bill either, because when he opens it, he just grins wolfishly.
 
 The fact that it has been the hottest summer on re-
cord has, fortunately, not disabled the air conditioner at Big 
Mama’s, but it is enough on the warm side that anyone who 
opens the door for access or egress gets the “Hurry up!” stare 
from everyone else. Now as the door slowly swings open, all 
attention is drawn to the next customer. With midday tem-
peratures hovering around 100, he is incongruously draped 
in black leather, though the sleeves of his jacket have been 
ripped off at the shoulder, displaying a dense tapestry of 
tattoos down the length of both arms. His long wiry hair is 
slightly tamed by the confederate do-rag tied around his 
head. But it isn’t any of that that worries me; in fact, Big 
Mama’s seems to be just the kind of place where anyone can 
eat, so long as there’s no trouble. But Motorcycle Guy here is 
giving off too much heat, and I don’t just mean road heat, but 
a heat that smells of sweat, adrenaline, and testosterone. It 
makes me shiver.
 
 Then the cute waitress, “Little Mama,” comes out 
from the back, and she suddenly looks nervous for more than 
obvious reasons. “Crystal,” the guy says. Just, “Crystal.” You 
can tell she wants to keep him calm. She quickly gives a dirty 
tabletop a swipe and tells him in a voice sweeter than 
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honeysuckle that she will be right back with his tea. A side-
ways glance tells me that the boy who was giving her the eye 
has suddenly turned as pale as an uncooked biscuit. I don’t 
know whether to get out of there for my own safety or stay 
for the entertainment . . . curiosity can be a perilous thing.
 Smiling tensely, Crystal waits for the Man in Black to order. 
“Anything you want – coming right up.” She’s breathing so 
hard now, her chest heaves. The man’s fixed scowl turns to 
suspicion; his eyes squinch up and his mouth curves down. “I 
know I been gone a while, but you still my gal, ain’t ya?”
 The slight pause is too long for anyone’s comfort. The cops 
have finished eating, but they obviously aren’t leaving yet.
 “Course I am, Sugar.” Crystal has a charming smile, but per-
spiration is making her face slick and sticky. She tears off a 
section of power towel and blots her cheeks. “Have you ever 
seen it so hot?” she asks. Motorcycle Guy just grunts. “Let me 
get that plate for you, Sugar. Be right back.” I notice that she 
has loosened her apron strings, probably to get a little more 
breeze when she walks by the exhaust fan beside the kitchen 
door.
 
 When Crystal re-enters, minutes later, her apron just 
hangs loosely from her neck. She is no longer perspiring like 
a lady; she’s sweating like a grill jockey. She holds a plate, 
piled high with neck bones, butterbeans, and mashed pota-
toes. As she bends to put the plate down, her tank top, no 
longer secured by the apron bib, sags just enough to let Biker 
Guy see her newest tattoo.
 
 At first, he just looks befuddled. Then, he grabs her 
shirt and tilts his head to see the word better. “Don – nie,” 
he reads. “Donnie?” He’s still thinking. “Donnie! Who the 
hell is Donnie?” The place goes so quiet you could hear a 
bean drop. The cops are watching. Crystal just can’t help her-
self. She looks straight at the boy she passed the note to ear-
lier. Now it seems like hours ago. She looks at him with pure 
fear. Biker Guy turns and follows her eyes until he finds the 
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answer to his question – the putative “Donnie” of her tattoo. 
Now “Donnie” looks scared, looks like he wants to be any 
place else on earth rather than Big Mama’s Kitchen. “No,” he 
says in a real low voice. “No, t’aint me.” He’s hunched over, 
arms crossed over his narrow chest.
 
 Biker Guy walks over. “Stand up,” he commands. The 
cops are getting up now too, their hands hovering near their 
sidearms. The younger boy stands up. He is wearing the uni-
form of the tire store where he works, the kind that has your 
name embroidered over your chest pocket. The nametag 
reads “Bobby Tucker.” Biker Guy is still staring at it uncer-
tainly when a cop takes him by either arm and says, “It’s time 
to move along, buddy.” You can tell the guy doesn’t want 
to go. You can also tell the cops really do mean for him to 
go. They walk him out the door and watch until his chopper 
rumbles away, spitting gravel in its wake. They loiter outside 
in the heat ten, fifteen more minutes, to make sure he’s gone. 
Finally they go back in to pay their tab.
 
 Waiting in line behind the boys in blue are “Bobby 
Tucker” and his friend. I’m not sure what happened here, but 
I’m glad it didn’t get dangerous. Once the cops are out the 
door, the two boys start to laugh all over themselves. Tucker 
is patting his nametag, just laughing himself silly. Finally his 
friend says, “Good thing you wore your brother’s overall to-
day, Donnie. If you’d a had a clean ‘un, you’d be dead meat.”
 
 “For real,” his friend answers, but he is already be-
ginning to be dazed by the heat that rushed in upon the last 
diner’s exit. “It’s just too freaking hot,” he says. I watch as he 
unzips and opens out his jumpsuit a few inches to get some 
air. Tattooed on the hairless field of his scrawny chest in 
scrolling letters, with hearts and roses, it says “Crystal.”
 
 Now that everyone has figured out who belongs to 
whom, I’m ready to go. But first I write down the address for 



that Reverend Al gospel show. After all, who knows when 
your own name might expire just as quickly as the fried 
squash that was erased from Big Mama’s menu board by Fate 
in a hair net? I’d like to be ready when that day comes. 
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What We’re Looking For: Poetry

Of all of the creative arts, poetry is the most difficult to define.  Indeed, 
for much of human history, poetry has accompanied humankind as our 
method of expressing feelings about and reactions to the world around 
us.  It is, perhaps, more useful to define what poetry is not.  

Poetry is not something available to only a select few.  Poetry is not 
confined to dusty books in dark corners of large libraries on the 
campuses of major universities.  Poetry is not the business solely of 
bearded and bespectacled professors encaved in their offices.  Poetry is 
not worthless.  Poetry is not beyond you, nor is it a waste of your time.

Poetry is humanity’s attempt to make a statement in such a way that 
the language used speaks to and connects with the core of a human’s 
emotional spirit.  Poems move us, often in ways difficult to discern.  But, 
as the annual thousands of rejection letters received by aspiring poets 
across the nation from poetry journals suggest, not everyone can be 
a poet.  The realm of the professional poet is, perhaps, a space that is 
beyond most of us.  Poetry, however, is not the exclusive purview of the 
poet.  Anyone can write poetry.  You can write poetry.

The first thing you should do is read good poetry.  You do not need to do 
this in order to copy, recreate, or even emulate what you read.  You need 
to read good poetry so you can determine for yourself what makes poetry 
good for you.  Some folks like Emily Dickenson or Denise Levertov.  
Others prefer Nikki Giovanni or Robert Frost.  Still others like 
Langston Hughes or Natasha Trethewey.  I would recommend Billy 
Collins, Seamus Heaney, and Robert Penn Warren.  Start with someone’s 
recommendations, and then see where those poets take you.

In the end, though, all one needs to write a good poem is the ability to 
see past the expectations held by most people as to what poems must be.  
Poems do not have to rhyme; I assure you, they do not have to rhyme.  
Poems do not have to follow a set pattern, but they can.  Poems do not 
have to use the most flowery and artistic language.  What poems must do 
is have something to say worthy of touching the readers’ souls.  A good 
poem reaches its readers in such a way that an image, a sense, or a feeling 
lingers with that reader for minutes, moments, hours, days, and lifetimes.  
A reader’s mind returns to the idea time and time again that was found in 
a good poem.

A good poem persuades the reader that it is a good poem through its 
connection to that reader’s mind, body, and soul, not just to the writer’s.  
Poetry can be personal and specific, but good poetry should be univer-
sally human.  Good poetry is meaningful to more than the one person 
who wrote it.
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“Judging Giant Hats”
Carol Canfield
2007

We are giant hats 
with scraps of paper 
written on inside. 
And if I draw from you 
an ugly piece 
I may conclude that 
you are full 
of faulty pride. 
You too may draw 
a failed exam 
and so assume 
my loyalty defective. 
Then we have both collected 
one for error 
because the other scraps 
were ne’er by us inspected. 
But if we learn 
to draw in turn 
and not be too demanding, 
we may find 
that with time 
we will have understanding.
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“Black Horse”
Teresa Garrison
2008
 
While lying in my bed, the huge Black Horse                
will come for me.  How long will cancer seethe?           
I have a fight in front of me. What course                      
it takes,  I fear I’ll struggle just to breathe.                         
I lie here list’ning for death’s steps, and He                 
emerges soon, shall come to conquer all.                  
How long will he be held at bay?   For thee                      
I  keep my courage up as  moments crawl.                     
When shall I face my death?  I see the door;                             
my walk is almost done.  I have no fear.                         
Anticipating ones gone on before.            
Please tell my kinfolk left, I feel them here.               
 So, as death comes for me, I’ll win.                  
 I will be with my loved ones once again.    
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Rachelle Shepherd
“The House of Dying Mothers”
2013

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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Contributors’ Notes

Mary R. Ayers (PTA – Douglas) says, “The sculpture was in 
such contrast to the subway that it caught my eye.  It didn’t 
belong, and therefore, it interested me.  It seemed to tell a 
story.  She seemed left behind from another era.”

Doug Blanks (Radiologic Technician – Carroll) says his 
“essay is a satirical essay focusing on the life of our 
politicians.  I use humor and hyperbole to point out the 
problems in our political process, how money and poor 
regulations have corrupted one of the most sacred jobs in a 
representative republic.  I hope when people read this essay 
they are able to see the problems in our system and, 
hopefully, have the will to change things for the better. If 
nothing else, I hope they laugh.”

Jasmine Cardell (Accounting – Douglas) says her poem is 
“meant to reflect on the busy lifestyle of most people, and 
how refreshing it can be to slow down, and just take a 
moment to enjoy the little things around you that make life 
special.”

Brittany Carrell (Technical Specialist – LaGrange) says, 
“Every part of your life is like a puzzle piece; you have to 
search for the pieces that fit your life perfectly.”

Chris Carroll (Librarian – Carroll) says of the tree in his yard, 
“Depending on the weather, it shows me strength, beauty, 
mystery, horror, etc.”

Shannon Davidson (Radiologic Technician – Douglas) was 
“intrigued by the complex folds in the glass and metal and 
how they reflected and refracted light and shadow, as well as 
by the subject itself . . . ‘American Metal’ was an incredibly 
complex piece to complete. The glass and metal curvature 
were technically difficult and tedious to reproduce. The en-
tire piece took almost 2 years to complete.”
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Jeffrey Davis (Industrial Mechanical Systems – LaGrange) 
wrote “The Growing Hands” to “show the progression of our 
children throughout their lives.”

Angela Farley (Instructor of Business Management – 
LaGrange) says her essay provided her with an “enormous 
appreciation” for her parents.

Karen Freeman (Early Childhood Care & Education Program 
Chair & Instructor – LaGrange) describes her photograph 
“Love Hurts” thusly: “While walking on my brother in law's 
Texas ranch, my daughter and I ran across this cactus 
growing in the shape of a heart. Again, the mystery of nature 
struck me. How and why does the shape of this plant differ 
from the others.  Was it meant to grow just like that in order 
to provide a little beauty for those around it?”

Candis Jones (Business Management – Douglas) wanted to 
her poem “to be a dedication to Katrina and my family 
because we had gone through so much.”

Ashley McElhannon (Registered Nursing – LaGrange) was 
inspired by childhood events.

Tom Miller (Adjunct Instructor of Mathematics – Murphy) 
was surprised by the motion captured in the photo taken in 
the French West Indies.

Tera Pace (Nursing – Douglas) uses photography to express 
her love of nature.

Carol Pearson (English, Speech, & Humanities Department 
Chair and Instructor – Carroll) says of her photograph 
“Descended,” “The title makes all the difference: the way the 
cloud cover opened up made it seem as if the angel had just 
come down to sit atop the grave.”
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Randy Powell (Technical Specialist – LaGrange) wrote his 
poem for his wife.  It is “a journey from my bed to the kitchen 
for a cup of coffee.”

Olivia Russell (Business Administration – VLC) says she was 
inspired to continue her college career by her grandmother, 
mother, uncle, and God.

James Taylor (Industrial Mechanical Systems and Electrical 
Control Systems – LaGrange) describes “Winter’s Longing” 
this way: “The intensity from the camellia blooms standing 
in stark contrast to the harsh sterility of the white snow just 
seemed to cry out for the delicate breezes and caress of a 
honey bee's legs.”

Hayley Timmons (G.E.D. Program – LaGrange) says her 
work “shows a story in the person’s eyes of her childhood. It 
also expresses how life is painful, but you just have to hold 
on to the good memories.”

Michael Tumlin (Registered Nursing – Carroll) wrote his 
story “Vacation Nightmare” as an assignment for an English 
class.

Nikki Whiten (Technical Specialist – Carroll) created her 
piece as a Byzantine mosaic for her Humanities 1101 class.
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Contributors’ Notes for Editors’ Selections

Carol Canfield (2007) was a Business Office Technology 
student at the Coweta Campus.  Her poem is about the “folly 
of judging others on limited information, hearsay, or one or 
two observed incidents.”

Teresa Garrison is an alumnus of WCTC’s accounting pro-
gram.  When given the assignment of writing a poem, she 
says, “I figured the sonnet would be easier.  But much to my 
surprise, it was much harder than I imagined.”  She cred-
its her instructor for helping her realize that she “did know 
more than [she] thought.”

Art Johnson (2009) was the Facilities Director for the 
Murphy Campus in Waco.  Of his short story “Perfume,” 
he says, “This story was inspired by a scene I witnessed in 
a cemetery many years ago.  It was my intent to portray in 
words the overwhelming power of grief and the psychological 
stages from denial to acceptance.”
 
Lucy King (2006) was a student in the Microcomputer 
Specialist degree program.

Alicia Milner (2008) was in the Medical Laboratory 
Technology program.  Of “Two Worlds Collide” she says, 
“This photo was taken at a local water park that we have 
visited since my daughter was a baby.  This is a place where 
she feels safe and can lose herself in her own world of play.  
I captured two images of my daughter in this photograph: 
there is the image of her I see every day, then there is a 
reflection of that part of her in a pretend world where 
anything is possible.”
 
Alison Payne (2007) was an Instructor of English and an 
editor of VOICES Magazine.
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Lisa Lynn Ramos (2010) was in the Criminal Justice and 
Digital Media programs; she created her prize-winning piece 
as the cover for a children’s book.  She considers herself an 
urban ethnic artist, and that is reflected in both her artwork 
and her writing.

Shevon Rowell (2007) was in the Registered Nursing 
program.

Rachelle Shepherd (2013) was in the Practical Nursing 
program on the Coweta campus.  She wrote her poem, “The 
House of Dying Mothers,” after the death of a woman who 
was dear to her.  
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2015 VOICES Magazine Information

VOICES Magazine is published annually by West Georgia Technical College.  The 
magazine seeks to showcase the best examples of the artistic spirit of the WGTC 
community.  We solicit submissions during the fall and spring semesters, compile 
and edit the magazine during the summer semester, and release the magazine 
at the beginning of the fall semester.  We generally publish only 35-45% of the 
submissions we receive in a given year.  Submissions are welcome from the fol-
lowing: current students of WGTC, recent graduates of WGTC (class of 2013 to 
present), current staff and faculty members of WGTC, and members of WGTC’s 
various boards and advisory committees.

Submissions must be the artistic work solely of the submitter; we will not accept 
submissions made on behalf of anyone who does not fall into one of the afore-
mentioned categories.  All works submitted by current students according to the 
guidelines outlined here are eligible to compete for the cash prizes offered for 
each category of work; only current students are eligible for the cash prizes (1st, 
2nd, and 3rd prize in the four categories). 

The deadline for submissions is Thursday, March 12, 2015.

Categories of Work (The editors encourage prospective submitters to read the 
“What We’re Looking For” essays found on the VOICES Magazine homepage.)

Prose: Maximum 3 submissions per author, maximum of 4000 words each.  This 
category includes fiction, short stories, essays, reports, analytical projects, pro-
posals, articles, and letters.

Poetry: Maximum 5 submissions per author, no word limit.

Art: Maximum 4 submissions per artist, no size limits.  This category includes 
CAD work, medical illustrations, sculpture, painting, drawing, metalwork, and 
other forms of visual art.  Photographs of original non-photographic works may 
be submitted for consideration in lieu of the actual works (a publication quality 
photograph or scan of the work must be obtainable).

Photography: Maximum 4 submissions per photographer.  This category includes 
film photography and digital photography, with or without digital editing or 
software manipulation.  Any editing or manipulation must be indicated on the 
submission form.  Prints from film photography should be scanned for electronic 
submission.

Each individual work must be accompanied by a separate submission form.  Ma-
terials without submission forms or with incomplete forms will not be consid-
ered.  Please submit written work as Microsoft Word files.  Any other format for 
written work cannot be accepted for consideration.  Submission forms may be 
scanned and submitted via email along with the work.  Email submission is 
the preferred format!  

Submit materials to voices@westgatech.edu or one the editors.
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