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“Bright Eyes”
Shannon Davidson

Charcoal and Oil on Canvas Board
First Prize Art Winner
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“Bend”
Cody Collinsworth
First Prize Poetry Winner

If you have ever seen a window
You know the glass is thin

As are the hearts
 Of the young who pretend

I remember when I
Was young and naive
Like untouched glass

So easy to deceive

Nothing to hide
Letting everyone look in

Was proud of my life 
And lifted my chin

But now I have secrets
And the curtains are shut
Who wouldn’t try to hide 

Being stuck in a rut

The world is bitter now
Taking advantage of the weak

It never crossed my mind 
When I was at my peak

Now I’m in hiding
So to all who just blend in

It’s okay to hurt
But don’t break, only bend!
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“Time Watchers” 
Donna Clements

Totally sun
Hints of spring

But hides in winter.
Clouds are ever near
Emptying their cargo

Upon the parched earth.
Nature and wisdom
Are one and same,
Never mistaking

The days for the nights,
Cherishing the moments

As they come and go.
Time watchers

Saturated with impatience
Understand nothing 

And are forever unfulfilled.
Seasons enter and leave
While brainless humans

Who wish for the future to hurry and come,
Misunderstand the significance of time

While they vacantly stare
At the almost moon.
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“Food for Thought”
Divya Ragala-Brooks
Digital Photograph

First Prize Photography Winner
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“You Are”
Kelsey Kennedy
First Prize Prose Winner

 When someone describes you to another per-

son, you typically hear words such as “tall,” “thin,” 

“white,” or “black.” Maybe they describe you as 

pretty; maybe not. Maybe they say that you are 

handsome, or maybe that you are a slob. Sometimes 

they may say good things, and other times they may 

not be. 

 You are not your gender.

 You are not your race.

 You are not your weight.

 You are the books you read a dozen times but 

never get tired of.

 You are your favorite foods and drinks.

 You are the movie that moved you to tears and 

overwhelmed you with emotion.

 You are the song that replays like an echo in 

your mind. 
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 Race, gender, size—they do not define you. 

What defines you are the things that move you; what 

fears arise when you lay in bed at 3 in the morning, 

who you call when you get lonely, or even how you 

take your coffee. You are deeper than the ocean. 

 You are your giggle.

 You are the silly sounds you make while 

singing in the shower.

 You are you.
 And that is enough. 
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“Barrenness” 
Lauren Lasher

Tousled hair, eyes brown-gold,
Toddling little one year-old,
Too young to be neglected,
Too old to not be unaffected.

Little tongue escaping, grinning,
Showing dimpled cheeks, winning
My heart in the wink of an eye,
Inwardly, I want only to cry.

At the mother I upwards glance, 
Asking for the simple chance,
Of holding her son, however brief,
Adding yet to my growing grief.

Gesturing hand, granting my plea.
My arms spread wide, willingly
The child settles in my arms,
Unknowing how he just so charms.

Saying a rhyme, he not listening,
In my eyes, tears glistening,
As I follow his singular gazing,
To her responsible for his raising.

The little boy’s mother, his world,
Is oblivious to what has unfurled,
In front of her. Her eyes alone,
Glued to the screen of her phone.
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Anger, boiling, scaldingly hot,
Rising up within me, I could not
Stand it one minute more,
Aching deeply to the core.

Adorable child, desperately wanting,
Love. All of this is taunting
Me, reminding of what I have not:
A child who can be loved, and taught.

Taught that I will love them always,
Even on my worst and busiest days.
I would love my child forever,
Ignoring or neglecting them, never.

What kind of a cruel world is this?
Those yearning to be mothers: childless.
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“Frostbite”
Cody Collinsworth

Summer is gone and so is its warmth
Leaving my skin ice cold

Children shiver
 We all quiver 

For we are quite chilled to the bone

Cold winds blow but no one 
Knows what lies straight ahead

For a frostbitten night 
Filled with fright

Might just leave us all dead

Shrills and cries from the children 
Death lies and awaits

Frozen tears on their cheeks
As they try to stay awake

The elderly cry with remorse 
They never thought they’d see the day

For that frostbitten night
Filled with fright

Took all their lives away
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“Bullied”
Kierstyn Lee
Third Prize Poetry Winner

Within the boundaries that I have,
my soul remains so cold.
I wonder if they hear me,

or feel the chill I hold.

I cry at night, all alone,
I’m left to cower in the dark.

Do they even miss me,
or did I never leave a mark?

Did they see those cuts and scratches?
The ones that bled so hard?

Do they realize what they said
have forever left me scarred?

No amount of words
can make up for the amount of tears.

But enough was enough
after all of those years.

No scale of any kind
could measure the pain I had to feel.

No fantasy could ever
hide the hurt that was real.
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I couldn’t stand the laughter,
and how they said I was a joke.
Do they realize how much harm
was in every word they spoke?

They never cared
about how hard I cried,
but “sorry” was too late,
the moment that I died.
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“Armor”
Ashley Fisher

From the trenches of childhood loneliness, she 
stood independent among the rest.

Her strength, cloaked as a warrior only to be 
plagued with desires of acceptance and love, 

wanting to just “fit in.”
Was she that estranged from the world around her?
Life had not cast its net to reel her in and show her 

the way, only shoved her among the sea to swim 
without a school.

A fighter as she could only know the way of victory 
and never the bitter taste of defeat.

Many a battles won only with the coppery taste of 
her own blood to quench her vital thirst.

A beautiful body marred with the wounds of 
combat.

A mind tortured to win, even when the field before 
was engraved with lives already silenced in white 

flags and death.

The ants that marched around her in perfect line, 
gathering the fruits of tomorrow laughed at her 

pride.
They were the ones who were lost;

The perfection and mindless work pained a 
headache upon her heart and confusion in her 

plight.
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Who would mark a new trail to the hill of knowl-
edge, so that those seeking difference could gaze 

upon a new way?

She, she would be this champion to rid a world of 
glasses in shades of rose.

The runner on the wooded path only traveled by 
beasts of the night;

That prevented the masses from unearthing a road 
to breakthrough.

Yes, she, the daughter, the mother, the saint of all 
truths would uncover the rags of dust to reveal a 

new day…a new way.
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“Water Lily”
Shannon Davidson

Graphite on Bristol Paper
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“Greyscale”
Lauren Lasher

Toeing the line between right and wrong,
Walking along in areas gray.
It’s been this way for oh, so long,
For much too long, I say.

Occasionally I’ll step one foot
Into either black or white;
Quickly stepping out of black,
While trying to keep on white.

The times are rare but they have been,
When I’ve walked completely in the white.
And oh, what times I loved while there,
Knowing that I was walking right.

More times than I can count, however,
Disgusted and ashamed to say;
Are the times I’ve spent with one foot in black,
Doing wrong things my way.

I walk a precarious balance now;
Trying so hard to walk only on white.
But occasionally one foot drags through the black,
And swirls the white to dingy gray,

And I know that things shouldn’t be this way.
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“When the World Needs Fairy Tales”
Chantal Reidenbach

Where are all the heroes in this rampant, villainous world? 
Where are the grown up Darling boys and girls? 
Where are the princes who know their respects? 
Where are the friends like Tigger and Pooh? 
Where are the children like the ones in that old shoe? 
 
We found all the heroes; risking their lives for our world in  
 rundown camps and not much food. 
We found the Darlings; they finally grew into politicians, so  
 they can tell everyone of the lies they proudly learned. 
We found all the princes; they have become pirates now 
 because they all seem to want to pillage and plunder to  
 find their treasured booty. 
We found Pooh and Tigger; they like to gossip and make  
 sharp-eyed stairs now. 
We found all the children; they are in orphan homes because  
 going home with two princes or princesses is just not  
 what others wish for their futures. 
 
I do not like the way our stories are written. 
I want to rip away the pages and start anew. 
I want to be part of the happily ever afters. 
I want to be a part of the rewriting of the fairy tales. 
The world needs fairy tales now; it’s beginning to look too  
 Grim.
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“ET”
Ashley Bandy

Watercolor
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“A Winter’s Retrospect”
Kierstyn Lee
Second Prize Prose Winner

The snow was cold against my skin as I lay 

there. Each rise and fall of my chest cast a billow 

of visible breath towards the sky. The icy ground 

numbed the pain in my heart, and soothed the gash-

es that covered my body.

Some of the blood that dotted the white, bar-

ren landscape belonged to me. I was immobile, des-

tined to pass on with a blanket of frozen alabaster as 

my death bed.

The graceful flakes were falling lightly from 

the dismal clouds that obstructed my view of the 

periwinkle winter sky. It was unfortunate, the fact 

that I couldn’t see that sky. If anything, I would have 

wanted my last glimpse of earth to be of that pale 

blue, which was only befitting of a January after-

noon. Instead, I adversely gazed at the grim gray, 

which ironically foreshadowed my fate.
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The ache behind my eyes grew in intensity, 

and my vision blurred. My head became an omi-

nous ocean of angry waves that drowned me as the 

world began to spin. Despite resting flat against the 

ground, I still experienced the frightening sensation 

of falling.

So this is the last moment, I thought to myself.

I shut my eyes and held my breath.  My heart 

still throbbed with the agony that accompanied my 

untimely end. I felt that the gods were cruel to let 

such an innocent man die so young in battle. What 

had I done to deserve such misfortune? 

It was then that I remembered what I had 

caused.  I recalled the causal sequence of events that 

had haunted my town since I was an adolescent.

She was a fair maiden, younger than me. Her 

chestnut locks were always done up in a tight bun, 

with only a few hairs out of place. She worked at the 

produce stall in my village alongside her mother. I 
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remember, because every morning I would stop by 

and pay for an apple on my way to the fields.

One winter morning I had the audacity to 

speak to such an angel. She didn’t deserve to hear 

such philandering words exit my mouth, yet, unfor-

tunately, she did hear them. And she was captivated 

by them, swooned into allowing me to court her to 

the festival in the next town over.

Her father was reluctant to let her attend, as 

he should have been. As a young boy, I was a hel-

lion, and they were not oblivious to that fact. Alas, 

they let her go, and what a mistake that had been.

We had saddled up her father’s only horse, 

and left the village early on the morning of the fes-

tival. It was nearly a day’s journey just to get to our 

destination, but we made it before midday.

The town was decorated for the evening’s par-

ty, and the maiden enjoyed the afternoon. It wasn’t 

until the sun fell that I learned her uncertainty for 
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being away from home at night.

“I’m always with my mother or father,” she 

had told me. “It’s nothing against you, I promise, 

but I’d like to go home.”

“Home?” I had asked her incredulously. “The 

festival is about to start! Do you have any idea how 

dangerous it is to travel at night anyway?”

“I don’t believe that it would be dangerous at 

all,” she had retorted.

To prove my point to her, I agreed to take her 

home, although I was unenthusiastic about leaving 

before we got the chance to take delight in the fes-

tivities.

The moon was a distant crescent in the night 

sky. It hardly cast any light down upon the snowy 

forest road. Clouds were dispersed across the black 

firmament like silvery strokes of paint across an 

ebony canvas. The breeze froze us further, and the 

maiden held onto my waist tightly from behind. It 
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was as if she were bolstering herself against me to 

avoid the gelid wind. It was too cold for even the 

insects of the forest to facilitate their lively songs of 

endearment.

She admitted that she was afraid of the dark, 

and regretted leaving the town, which had been full 

of lights. I stressed to her that had I told her so, but 

I also informed her that there was no way I was go-

ing to take her back to the sanctity of the town. She 

was going to go home, and that was all there was to 

it.

However, I did not foresee everything that 

could have gone wrong. I was too naive to honestly 

know the true dangers of the wilderness. I had only 

heard about them through stories. I was always told 

as kid that there were hungry wolves or savages that 

lurked in the forest at night. I had never experienced 

the horrors for myself.
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That was until a large, black, shadowy mass 

knocked our horse over, and sent the maiden and 

me flying into the underbrush. A snarl resonated 

from the brute, and I could hear its heavy stomps as 

it scampered around on the path, but it was too dark 

for me to see anything more than its colossal silhou-

ette. 

It leapt for our horse, which was still writhing 

on the ground as it attempted to get itself back on its 

feet. Its whinny was a high pitched squeal of terror 

as the beast began to devour it. It was then that I 

realized the maiden was not with me.

While the monster was distracted with its 

prey, I called for her. I paused in expectation of her 

reply, yet the only sound that could be heard was 

the hushed brays of a dying mare. In a panicked 

state, I searched for her; all the while my mind was 

racing with “what ifs.” What if the beast consumed 

me next? What if I become injured? What would 
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become of my grandmother at home should I perish 

here?

Subsequent to my frantic pondering, I heard 

the maiden scream. It was a loud, bloodcurdling 

wail for help. The trees all around made it difficult 

to pinpoint exactly where her cries were coming 

from, but I made my best attempt to find her. Truly, 

I did.

Yet when I did, I couldn’t bear to stay in close 

proximity of the situation. Frozen in fear and con-

cealed mostly by an oak, I watched her as she lay on 

the forest floor screeching for me to help her.

Whatever animal had attacked us brought an 

equally grotesque companion. It was clawing at her, 

shredding her skin as if it were gossamer. I was too 

sick to stare any longer, and I was too afraid to save 

her. In a hysterical fit of panic, I thought about the 

possibility of there being three. If there was another 

devil about, I was surely going to expire. At least, 
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that was what I believed at the time. My cowardice 

fed the strength of my legs as I dashed away from 

the incident.

I stumbled my way down a steep hill. The 

thistle and brambles carved swirls into my skin as 

I descended. The gashes burned with a sweet fire 

that fueled the adrenaline in my veins as I made my 

escape. As defenseless as I was, there hadn’t been 

a way for me to rescue the maiden that I had been 

entrusted with.

Even still, I had left her there. I could have 

found some way to liberate her from the depths of 

the beast’s treacherous claws yet I had left her to 

die. There wasn’t any way that I was going to risk 

my life, but I would save myself by sacrificing hers.

When I strolled into the village, I went to her 

parent’s home. I had to tell them. I had to let them 

know the truth.
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“There was a monster!” I had cried. “It was 

a savage hound from hell! It attacked us. It killed 

her!” My voice was colored with the fear and panic 

of them finding out what had sincerely happened. 

“Look at me!” I revealed my arms, allowing them to 

see what the fall down the hill had done to me. “Af-

ter he was finished with her, he tore into me, too! I 

don’t even remember how I escaped!”

Her parents were not frightened. Their faces 

were only plastered with a permanent countenance 

of grief for the loss of their only child. When her 

mother gazed at me, it was as if I wasn’t even there. 

Her father’s eyes glassed over as he was struck with 

the news of his daughter’s passing.

I had left them to drown in their sorrows. I 

went back to my own abode, where my aging grand-

mother cleaned up my wounds. She was disappoint-

ed in me once I told her what had happened.
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“Those aren’t no bites from a beast and you 

know it,” she murmured as she wiped away the 

blood that had accumulated in the hairs of my skin. 

“Poor girl,” she kept mumbling.

I didn’t realize what kind of cataclysm I had 

caused for the maiden’s family. I didn’t realize, until 

I woke up on the morning of her death anniversary, 

only to find out that her mother had thrown herself 

off the cliff that loomed high over our little town. I 

didn’t realize, until her father quit working in the 

fields alongside me in favor of rotting away in the 

refuge of his dying household.

I ended up destroying a family. It was my 

fault, because I had lied. It was my fault, because I 

was young and didn’t understand the threat that a 

nighttime forest could impose. My actions caused 

them all to suffer.
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The snow ceased falling as my mind fo-

cused on the present, yet my face was still wet. The 

breezed cooled the tears that pooled on my cheeks. 

Yes, I thought. This is my fate. This is my karma. 

This is what I deserve.

There was no need to beg the gods for for-

giveness. Not when I had done wrong. Not when I 

wasn’t innocent. No, the maiden had been the inno-

cent one.

My heartbeat rang in my ears before the sound 

was replaced with the echoing silence of a lifeless 

winter afternoon. All was quiet, and it was peaceful. 

I shut my eyes and focused on the small breaths that 

I exhaled in short bursts. Slowly, slowly, the air fled 

my lungs and didn’t return.
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“Anxiety”
Ravyn Florence Fox
Second Prize Poetry Winner

She settles slowly underneath my mind.  
For she is restless, 
For she is concerned.  

She begins strumming the fibers encased inside my 
pillow, 
Trying to obtain my innocence, 
Trying to remove the doubt.  
She evokes her own feelings of absolute woe.  

Creating, 
Unwelcome certainty.  
That something is coming,  
That something is drawing near,  
That something is indeed changing.  

As our night together deepens, she feels a sense of 
bitter realization.  
Of something, yet of nothing at all.  

She cries out for my ignorance- 
She now truly understands.  
With that there is no escaping. 
 
She is engulfed inside herself.  
Longing for acknowledgment.  
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As she bellows, 
I begin to pull away, disregarding her passive voice.  

Shamefully she screams underneath my pillows.  
Enraged inside my absent vast minds.  

She is I.
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“Crucifixion 1”
Ashley Bandy

Watercolor
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“Water”
Cody Collinsworth

My heart seeps like water
Through my chest it pours out

Swishing and sloshing all about

I change form 
Finding myself flowing

Not bending but conforming
To any given mold

I am used to rinse the tool
Which is the mold

The void others will fill

But their hearts are of iron and steel
They will harden and be inflexible
They will not accept other forms

They will not please the whims of the world

Or maybe they are trees
Not made of metal but made of life

Life that needs water to survive

I nourish them, they need my heart
But they don’t realize 

The more of me they drink
The less there is of me
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“Blinding Darkness”
Ashley Fisher

The moon, she is an evil bitch that smirks down upon 
me.

She keeps the secrets held in the darkness of night 
that are shattered and burned as the sun brightens the 

world as it should be.
But the earth I see before me is a fallacy of remarkable 

truths that are lies in themselves.
The night keeps those bound by the lies of day, locked 

and never to be changed.
When will the moon shed her light brighter than the 

sun?
I want to become a child of the day, the beautiful, 
burning warmth that elates the soul and mind, no 

longer to be tied by darkness and regret, but to shine 
brighter than he, the sun.

The masculine overtaking that blinds my eyes and 
melts my hopes.

Wash me in the sweet oceans of day and renew my soul 
to become both hopeful with the secrets of the moon 

and the heat of the sun.
The dawn of my future shall bless me sweeter than the 

dusk of my past.
My future so bright, as to make the orange and red of 

the sun envious of my glow and the moon wishing only 
to smirk upon the sun in my saccharin defeat of the 

secrets of night and day.
This is my single most wish, that the darkness and light 

will merge, and I, bloom as a lotus from her murky 
depths of despair into the beautiful hope of tomorrow.



37

“Little Fish in a Big Sea”
Tom Miller

Enhanced Digital Photograph
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“A Child’s Tour of Duty”
Angela Bowman
Third Prize Prose Winner

I sat in history class, an impatient ninth grad-

er more concerned with boys and fun than anything 

my teacher had to say about the news. We listened 

to Coach Blunt drone on in a monotonous voice that 

put me to sleep: “So class, on March 22, 2008, the 

number of U.S. troops killed in Iraq reached 4,000.” 

Although born and raised as a military child, I         

ignored his statistics, disinterested because the war 

had yet to affect me. I impatiently waited for the 

final bell to ring, with freedom so close I could see it. 

The final bell finally brought excitement, as I raced 

to the parking lot. Eventually, I found my way home 

to two younger sisters, a stepmother, and a father, 

who would stay in full uniform until dinner. Little 

did I know, the current events about which I cared 

so little would play a prominent role in my life and 

my family’s life for the next year. 
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After spending a care free day at school, I ar-

rived home. Immediately, I knew something had 

happened. Though altruistic and loving, my step-

mother, Louise, had never met me at the door when 

I returned home from school. I noted her puffy, red 

eyes as if indicating she had cried all day. I received 

a small smile and gestured into the kitchen. 

We gathered around the dinner table care-

fully set by Ashley, the youngest of three. We said a 

prayer, and my stepmother served dinner. We sat at 

the dinner table in silence, unusual for my “Chatty 

Cathy” family. I could see the awkward glances be-

tween my father and stepmother. I began noticing 

those looks, but I said nothing; still a different feel-

ing at dinner that night continued to linger. 

My father had officially broken the uncomfort-

able silence. “I have some news I need to share with 

you kids.” My sisters looked up as I braced myself. 

How long would this deployment last? By now, a 
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tear had escaped my stepmother’s eye and ran down 

her face, yet she stayed silent. I did not understand. 

He meant he had received new deployment orders, 

right?

Raised as military child, I accepted deploy-

ments as just a part of life. My father would leave 

for three to six months, eventually return home for 

two to three weeks, and then leave again for another 

deployment. Eventually, time no longer mattered. 

Three or nine months, it all felt the same. He still 

was not a part of our lives. Repeating the same rou-

tine, the four of us stood at the edge of the pier and 

watched my father’s boat drift away. My stepmother 

and I just wiped the tears and prepared for the 

rough road ahead. 

As we sat in silence, my father said, “I need 

you girls to understand something. I am a soldier. 

I have received an opportunity to change lives. I 

live to serve and protect.” Receiving puzzled looks 
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from my sisters and me, unsure of what he might 

say next. He took a deep breath then continued, 

“I’m going to war.” At that moment, I then realized 

my family and I would have a completely different      

experience than we had ever had. 

My middle sister Shelby burst into tears with 

Ashley soon to follow. I could only focus on my self-

ish thoughts. “How could you do this to me? I do not 

want you to go risk your life for other people. I want 

you here.” Dinner quickly ended and my sisters ran 

to their rooms. My father followed to offer condo-

lences as Louise and I cleaned the kitchen in silence. 

Eventually, I wandered to my room and she, to hers. 

As I sat alone as Coach Blount’s awful          

monotonous voice echoed in my head. “The num-

ber of U.S. troops killed in Iraq reaches 4,000.”  A 

state of terror overtook my thoughts. What if he 

never came home? Confused and scared, I sat on my 

bed and worried. The whole situation remained so      
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unclear. I could not understand. He wanted to go to 

Iraq. 

I heard a knock at my bedroom door, and my 

father let himself in. As a signal of strength, I at-

tempted to show no emotion. He assured me that 

my feeling upset did not reflect cowardice or weak-

ness. “Angela, you are allowed to feel upset or even 

angry with me. Unfortunately, it does not change 

the fact that I need to do this. You have to under-

stand. I have waited for this opportunity my whole 

life. To finally serve and protect our family and 

country. This is something bigger than us. We don’t 

know how long, but you realize that I may not come 

back.” The words hit me like cannon ball to the 

chest. That night I finally understood the power of 

words and the amplitude at which they could impact 

a person.

My parents expected me, at the age of fifteen, 
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to process this information. It was a military child’s 

duty to understand and accept the concept of war, 

even if we did not agree. As the tears clouded my 

vision and a knot formed in the back of my throat 

as I remained speechless. I closed my eyes as the 

embrace of my father’s arms surround me. At that 

moment, the tears finally broke free. Suddenly, in 

a trembling whisper I heard my dad uttering the 

words, “I’m sorry.” The fear had finally sunk in 

within the both of us.

After that night, no one spoke of my father’s 

deployment to Iraq.  Everyone considered the con-

versation forbidden. Until July 15, the day my family 

and I not only dreaded, but feared, finally arrived. 

Finally arriving to the airstrip, my father got out, 

and stood before us more dignified and honorable in 

full uniform than I had ever seen him. In that mo-

ment, my selfishness dissipated.

Finally, I realized not only this deployment, 
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but this war, was bigger than I. It was bigger than 

anything I could ever understand, and I needed 

him to do this, too. Finally, we stood at the end of 

the air strip. The four of us watched as the plane 

drifted away. My stepmother and I just wiped the 

tears from our eyes and prepared for the rough road 

ahead.  
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“da Vinci’s Horse”
Shannon Davidson

Graphite on Bristol Paper
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“I Was Not Supposed to Win”
Cody Williams

I was not supposed to win 

I figured this out the older I grew.
The more history I learned,
The more truth I knew.
The fore fathers didn’t love me.
The police don’t trust me. 
I don’t trust them either 
But that’s nothing new.

I don’t like to complain, 
But I’m damn sure observant.
Unfairness and violence are 
Success deterrents. 
Media exposes kids to low expectations 
Deep rooted Stereotypes lead to self-degradation. 

I was taught early that life is unfair, 
That I belong in a jersey. 
I’m more accepted there. 
That my people buy sneakers, 
We don’t invest in shares. 
That to make them feel comfortable,
I must cut my hair.

When I was young, I thought that if I remained 
clean cut,
That they’d have to accept me  
And see me for who I truly was: 
A young man with a mind as great as any. 
A intellectual who can also play ball and shimmy.



47

But I lost hope in that idea, 
Because I know more now. 
That hate is deeper than logic 
And it does not know how, 
To differentiate an honor student, 
From a crip or a blood. 
All they see is melanin 
And to them that means thug. 

I drive home each night with no drugs or warrants 
but yet I am scared as can be.
If I get pulled over for reasons unknown, I pray that 
does not mean the death of me. 
My hoody is on and rap music can be heard 
This is the formula for failure... 

Anyways…

I know that my road has more obstacles than yours,
You’ll tease me if I don’t win. 
Your car is faster and stronger than mine.
My weakness is my black skin. 

“OH NOT THAT EXCUSE AGAIN!”…

Some may say that in order to succeed you must 
work hard. 
I agree and I will. 

I just know I’m not supposed to win 
The struggle is still very real. 
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“The Velveteen Rabbit”
Ashley Bandy

Pencil
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“Your Presence”
Sara Millett

Your presence is one I anticipate every day
From the way you smile and the things you say.

Waking up every morning to your lovely face
Is something I truly love and embrace.

Your presence keeps me calm when things get loud
And is one I can distinguish from a crowd.

Having you close to me makes it easier to breathe
When you are near it gives me joy and relief. 

Your presence is calm and gentle like a stream
And is more heavenly than the happiest dream.

The effect your presence has on my heart I cannot 
describe

For it is too deep and wide.
Your presence is a place of sanctuary from all the 

chaos
And never fails to save me when I feel lost.

Your presence is a reflection of God’s warmth and 
light

And proof that there is so much good in this life.
Thank you for letting me take refuge in your arms

Whenever life brings me nothing but tears and 
harm.
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Contributors’ Notes

Ashley Bandy (Technical Specialist – Carroll) says, 
“Portraits are always fun and challenging, so when 
I was asked to paint Camus, I was more than happy 
to do so.”  In describing her painting “Crucifixion 1” 
she states, “I have always loved religious art work, 
from Christian to Buddhist. It’s full of emotion and 
awe, from the subject matter to the color usage. 
When I painted this I was trying to capture the pain 
and also the beauty of the crucifixion of Christ. Yes, 
the crucifixion was horrible, but isn’t it beautiful 
that a person would show love and devotion by giv-
ing their life for the sake of others?”  She says, “I am 
always inspired by the whimsical world that chil-
dren live in.” in response to her inspiration to paint 
“E.T.”  On her work “The Velveteen Rabbit” she says 
it visualizes the feelings “after being loved for so 
long and to realize that all along you were replace-
able.”

Angela Bowman (Technical Specialist – Carroll) on 
her essay “A Child’s Tour of Duty” says, “It tells the 
untold story of what a military child goes through 
when learning their parent is going to war.” 

Donna Clements (English Instructor – Coweta) 
says, “The theme of “Time Watchers” is the impa-
tience of people of all ages who wish for time to pass 
rather than enjoying and appreciating each day of 
their lives.”
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Cody Collinsworth (Criminal Justice – LaGrange) 
on his poem “Water” says, “Be stronger when you 
are down.”

Shannon Davidson (Radiologic Technician – Doug-
las) says, “Bright Eyes was an experiment in mixing 
mediums. I actually used graphite pencil to draw the 
subject, then used a mixture of thinner and oil to 
blend the graphite with a paintbrush. It was a good 
technique for creating feathers. I used oil paint to 
recreate the brilliant color of the owl’s eyes.” She 
states, “This is trompe l’oeil, which means to fool 
the eye. I enjoy creating images that look 3-dimen-
sional, as if you could reach into the artwork or that 
it is coming forward off of the page or canvas. In 
“Da Vinci’s Horse” the idea was to make a drawing 
look like it was coming to life.”  In describing “Water 
Lily” she says, “Water Lily was an experiment and a 
play on words. I wanted to create an actual “water 
lily” emerging from a pool of water. To create the 
flower I had to imagine what a see-through flower 
would look like, what the shadows and back-lighting 
would do, what would show up in the flower itself 
such as the bubbles in the water and the shadow 
of the spadix, and make the stem look like pouring 
water. This was a real challenge.”
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Ashley Fisher (Dental Hygiene – Douglas) says, “I 
wrote “Armor” to “remind myself that I am strong 
enough to accomplish anything. My differences 
make me who I am.” On her work, “Blinding Dark-
ness” she says, “I overcame a time in my life when I 
was overwhelmed and did not know what direction 
my life needed to go. Through writing, I found inspi-
ration to become the person I was meant to be.”

Ravyn Florence Fox (Business – Newnan) says her 
work expresses “anxiety and the thoughts that come 
with it.”

Kelsey Kennedy (Registered Nursing – Coweta) 
says, “I think my submission will have the ability to 
move and inspire my fellow students. I love writing, 
as it has always been my passion. I would love to use 
it to inspire other people; to help people and to con-
vince them that they are worth so much more than 
they may believe.”

Lauren Lasher (Early Childhood Care & Education 
– LaGrange) says, “I have always been enchanted 
by the innocence and wonder of children, and I 
love working with them. They tug at my sleeves, not 
knowing they also tug at my heart.” On her work 
“Greyscale” she states, “Universally, the colors black 
and white stand for darkness and light. They also 
often symbolize right and wrong and how often we 
seem to live in the grey.”
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Kierstyn Lee (Nursing – Coweta) on her story “A 
Winter’s Retrospect” says, “My intended message 
that I wanted to convey was that our lives are in-
credibly short, and that every action we take will 
always have a consequence, whether it be for our-
selves or at the expense of someone else.”  To her 
“poetry is the hymn of the soul” and says of her 
work, “My purpose for writing “Bullied” was to con-
vey the message of how powerful our words can be. 
A word that might be harmless to the speaker might 
be lethal to the one it is spoken to. We must think 
before we speak.”

Tom Miller (Adjunct Instructor of Mathematics – 
Murphy) says he takes “a lot of up close bird pho-
tos, but they didn’t want to sit still long enough. So 
I snapped a couple of shots against the bright sky 
then changed to black and white with a backlight 
effect.”

Sara Millett (Technical Specialist – Douglas) says, 
“This poem was written for the person who pushed 
and inspired me to go to college, recent student 
Jordan Graham Bailey. He has my heart and is very 
special and dear to me. I wrote this poem for him to 
express how much I love and care about him. He is 
the epitome of what every man should strive to be 
for his woman.”
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Tera Pace (Business Administrative Technology 
– Douglas) says on her photos, “I love photograph-
ing landscapes. I went to the mountains and caught 
several pictures that I thought were perfect.”

Divya Ragala-Brooks (Non-Degree – Douglas) drew 
inspiration from Charles Darwin who said, “It’s not 
the strongest of the species that survives, nor the 
most intelligent that survives. It is the one that is 
most adaptable to change.”

Chantal Reidenbach (Technical Specialist – Mur-
phy) says, “Poetry is a form of emotional expres-
sion, and can be used to express personal opinions. 
I chose to voice my opinions in a way that people 
could relate to; if people can relate to the poem, 
then they may agree with my reasons to change the 
world we live in.”

Cody Williams (Business Management – Douglas) 
says, “My work is creative because it is my daily 
thoughts expressed in words and simple rhymes. I 
created it by simply expressing the way I feel every 
day. My purpose was to relate to the reader because, 
I believe most people have multiple sides of their 
personality.”
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Editor-in-Chief’s Note

For more years than I can remember, I have ended the annu-
al unveiling event for VOICES Magazine with Puck’s closing 
speech from Shakespeare’s A Midsummer’s Night Dream:

 If we shadows have offended,
 Think but this – and all is mended – 
 That you have but slumber’d here
 While these visions did appear.
 And this weak and idle theme,
 No more yielding but a dream,
 Gentles, do not reprehend;
 If you pardon, we will mend.
 And, as I’m an honest Puck,
 If we have unearned luck
 Now to ‘scape the serpent’s tongue,
 We will make amends ere long;
 Else the Puck a liar call:
 So, good night unto you all.
 Give me your hands, if we be friends,
 And Robin shall restore amends.

Those lines always felt appropriate because the actor playing 
the part of Puck is indeed asking the audience for applause, 
no matter what the audience members thought of the per-
formance.  When he asks for their “hands,” he is not looking 
for a handshake or help; he wants applause.  I closed each 
VOICES event in the same spirit: I wanted the contributors 
in attendance to hear applause for their work.

As playful as Puck’s mock display of inferiority is, a device 
he’s using to solicit the audience’s sympathy perhaps, he 
does refer to the players as shadows.  He knows, like all of 
us who work in the realm of creative arts, that our creations 
are inexact and manufactured reflections of ourselves; they 
are not reality.  It is not merely something of a self-defense 
mechanism against unfavorable criticism; it is a reflection 
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of a larger reality of our society.  In our attempts to commu-
nicate our observations of reality through the manufactured 
reflections of art, we know that many of our messages will be 
rejected by the audiences we aim to reach.

Puck’s speech is a way to comfort ourselves as we live in a 
culture that increasingly devalues art and those who make 
it.  For this reason, as much as the rightful desire to recog-
nize those students and college staff and faculty members 
who chose to share their work, I will once again read Puck’s 
speech at the unveiling event of this volume.

It will be the last time.

Care of the magazine will be entrusted to a new editor-in-
chief moving forward because the magazine needs people 
with new ideas and new energies to take over.  My old ideas 
are too out of touch with the way of things now, the way of 
things as they have been for some time now.  My eleven years 
of experience is no longer the right kind of experience.  The 
new custodians of the magazine will take it beyond my limi-
tations, so I hope that you will join me in wishing them every 
success.  

I sincerely wish to thank all of the students, staff members, 
faculty members, and members of the college community 
who have supported this magazine for the twelve years of its 
existence.  I trust you will continue and increase that support 
in the future.

Be well,

Kyle Taylor
Instructor of English
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2016 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). 

Check www.westgatech.edu/voices for deadline.

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.
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