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West Georgia Technical College publishes VOICES annually. The magazine seeks to showcase the best
examples of the creative spirit that is alive and well at WGTC. While the college encourages submissions
from students, faculty, staff, and others specified in the submission guidelines, submission does not
guarantee publication. While the magazine wishes to represent the diversity of the college, Selections are
made by blind selection without regard to any identifying information about the individual contributors.
VOICES retains the copyrights to all materials and non-exclusive rights to publish all works in any
format. All material is copyrighted to protect WGTC and to exclude others from republishing
contributors’ works without their permissions. However, all contributors retain the rights to their own
works and the rights to publish their submissions elsewhere.

All opinions expressed represent the opinions of the individual contributors, not the opinions of VOICES,
the editors, or WGTC.

Special Thanks
The editors wish to thank President Dr. Julie Post and the administration of WGTC. Our thanks also go to
the students, staff, and faculty of WGTC for their support. Specific thanks to Georgia Student
Government Association, Student Life Department, Melinda Hofius, Amy Dollar, the Library staff on all
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Cover Art: “Mother Nature” by Deja Henry
1st Place Winner of the 2021-2022 Art Exhibit

All work appears in its original form with minimal editing

West Georgia Technical College is a unit of the Technical College System of Georgia.

As set forth in its student catalog, West Georgia Technical College does not discriminate on the basis of
race, color, creed, national or ethnic origin, sex, religion, disability, age, political affiliation or belief,
genetic information, disabled veteran, veteran of the Vietnam Era, or citizenship status (except in those
special circumstances permitted or mandated by law). The following persons have been designated to
handle inquiries regarding the non-discrimination policies: Equity (Title IX) Coordinator, Dean of
Students, 770.537.5722, 176 Murphy Campus Blvd., Waco, GA 30182. ADA (Section 504) coordinator is
V.P. of Administrative Services, 678.664.0533, 401 Adamson Square, Carrollton, GA 30117.
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This is a reflection piece about a kid in college thinking about the past year and school and family but
learning to stand on her own.
“Yes” by Telea Johnson (3rd Place VOICES Winner)
What a year this has been!
Like really, it’s been a year,
I wonder if it’s all been worth it, the road that brought me here?
School is fulfilling but sometimes the highway calls me to escape,
Just to get all the way home and think, “why did I come here anyway?”
See, I know my parents are grown but that doesn’t mean that can’t be wrong!
Listen, they might as well hear me out, we in this thing together with these student loans.
But who’s family isn’t a little dysfunctional, I mean Especially with this year!
Pandemics, elections and Black Lives Matter, who can keep up with all the fear.
Back to school I go! Supplied with groceries, love, support and parent groans
Never stay home to long, because I too can stand on my own!
School has been cool, I mean I’ve learned so much in my field, my skills are no longer few.
Met so many people and few experiences left me confused, but I always had the support of home, if I
needed guidance on what to do!
What a year this has been,
Some glory times and some mess,
But if anyone asks me if it was worth it, my answer will always be
Yes!
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“Bird of Many Colors” Beatriz Rega
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“WEST GEORGIA TECH” Alyssa Garrett
Oh, how I love West Georgia Tech
We have staff that blooms from the bottom deck
And instructors that teach every aspect.
Let’s not forget when we leave this place wrecked
How great of a cleaning crew we have called Beck.
Sometimes our bosses can be so direct
We are ready for that vacation in Quebec.
Covid-19 is a pain in the neck
But we are learning to deal and what to expect.
Together we will continue this 25-year trek
with memories of friends we will never forget.
Oh, how I have a family I didn’t project
And this is why I will never forget
West Georgia Tech!
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“Snack Time” Sharail Martin
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“No Father Like Him” Alyssa Cooper
I am blessed to have such an amazing, loving family, but, specifically, there is one person that I am very
grateful to have. My father is the most hard-working, loving, selfless, caring dad I know; no better dad
exists.

My father has always been a very selfless person. For example, one day, my family and I had another
family waiting behind us while waiting in line at a restaurant. My father looked at them and decided he
would pay for their food because he felt like he should. He knew he had no reason to do this;
nevertheless, he executed this random act of kindness. Also, my generous father has let my mother stay
home and homeschool my brother and me, working nine to five for years, so my mother could accomplish
her dream of staying home and teaching. My dad is one of the most selfless, benevolent people I know,
and I know no other father who is this kind.

My father cares for people more than anyone I know. He has very emotional people working at his job;
unfortunately, his co-workers have lost many of their loved ones because of Covid and other sicknesses.
Their losses have caused lots of sadness in the workspace, but my dad always sits at his desk, ready to
talk with anyone who is in pain. He will let anyone vent to him and talk about their problems and always
has a shoulder available to cry on and will take anyone in with open arms. None of the other dads who
work there do this for their co-workers.

In the same way, my dad is always there for the family and me. Unfortunately, many fathers do not care
for what their daughters have to say and often blow them off as if nothing they say matters. Even worse,
fathers sometimes verbally abuse their daughters and humiliate them, making them feel worthless, like
some of my friends' fathers do when they scream at them or tell them how ugly and how much of a
burden they are. Well, I know my father would never do that to me. I can talk to him about anything I
struggle with whenever needed. I can walk into his room, sit on his bed while he watches a show, and vent
about everything on my chest without feeling like a burden. My mother and brother can do the same.

My dad works for a glass company where the managers do not have adequate job experience and give
their workers little respect. They pile stacks and stacks of papers on my father's desk every day, yet he
somehow manages to finish the work given to him, unlike the other fathers who work with him. He does
not take long, luxurious breaks throughout the day like the managers and other dads often do. Also, my
father knows more about the glass business than all the men and managers combined; for example, all the
managers and all the men constantly come to my father for serious advice on how to run the company. All
the managers have just begun working there, so they know nothing about how the business runs, and all
the men do not care much about their jobs, so they have not learned nearly as much about the company as
my father has. Undoubtedly, the company would not be as successful if he were not working there, for
very few people would know how to do their jobs correctly. My father sits at his desk, looks through
hundreds of emails, sifts through thousands of papers, works with unfit managers and unfit co-workers,
and somehow finishes his work. He walks into work every day, knowing he has to read through those
stacks of papers and tons of emails to make money to provide for the family. I believe he deserves the
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paychecks of the people running the company and the other fathers, considering my dad works harder
than anyone there and has more experience with the company than they do.

My dad works especially hard on the weekends to keep the house up and the family content. Every
Saturday morning, while everyone sleeps late, he wakes up early and drives across town to buy the family
savory Martin's chicken biscuits, bringing them back home for us to gather around the table and eat.
Before he leaves for Martin's, he grinds fresh coffee beans, pours a few scoops into the coffee maker, and
clicks the little button to start the process. When I wake up, I smell the alluring aroma of the strong coffee
that has permeated the air of the entire house. After the cozy Saturday breakfasts, he spends his weekends
laboring over dishes and laundry while my brother immerses himself in video games and while my
mother and I work on school. Other dads would expect their children and wife to work while they laze
around and watch football, but my dad does not expect this from us. He understands the work we must do,
respects it, and takes care of chores.

My dad is the most loving father that exists because he gives me such comfort and positivity with the
things that he tells me. I have never doubted the fact that my father loves me. For example, on my high
school graduation day, my dad sat me down and talked with me. My father said, "Thank you for never
letting a day go by without saying 'I love you.' Thank you for your incredible sense of humor that
constantly keeps me laughing. Thank you for being my daughter, and I love you with all my heart."

Unable to get a word out for being on the verge of tears, I just walked over to hug him, saying, "I love
you."
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“Time is Ticking Out” George Alvarez (3rd Place Art Exhibit Winner)
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“The Knocking of Temptation” Uchendu Ireh
Knock, knock, knock. Hear the folded fingers striking the door.
What could it be about?
It might be a conflict of interest if reasoning is not poor
But many at times, the intended good has cloudy eyes of doubt.
Consequences are yet to scream and shout.
And let it all out.

So many things you may like to say and do.
Exuberance at its full height of measure.
But what would happen in the end? What is the clue?
Is it worth the temporary pleasure?
If you ask me, it would not be worth my treasure.

In life, decisions are being made.
To either make you or break you.
However, with temptation being planned and trouble its aid.
The heart and mind mirror a point of view
That must reflect your errors in clear sight too

Temptation knows no man as flesh and blood is sure
Your own understanding you lean on may seem right.
But there’s no turning back once your soul is impure
Because temptation comes as a thief in the night
Even before you wake up and turn on the light.

Knock, knock, knock. For the second time?
Guard your heart, mind and sanity.
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Before the curtain closes on these verses with rhyme.
Shun the habits that known for vanity upon vanity.
Because disastrous results could be life’s greatest profanity.
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“Peacefully Me” Deja Henry
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“Lost Loved One” Chateryl Beals

The pain in my heart will never go away
I think about your smile laugh and cry every day
you made me raise me and showed me the way
now all I do is sit back and pray
today is the day that I say
I will live fight and pave my way
without you here to hold my hand
but I know you are with me till the very end!
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“Joy and Sadness” Olivia Solomon

“The Devil’s Path” Cheyenne Cooley

We are told to stay the path
For those who wonder turn to ash
The skies will weep, at your demise
And the devil will smile back to the skies
They will comfort those who are lost
Those who listened will be tossed
So again, we warn stay on the path
Or you will feel the devil’s wrath
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“Ohio Moon” Sharail Martin
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“The STER” Samuel Quinn (1st place VOICES Winner)

Journal Chapter 1
It was a regular Friday at school. I was getting bullied, like usual, for my so-called
“girly” name. Peyton doesn’t sound like the name of a girl, right? Is that just me, or am I
daydreaming, like I always do? Moving on, the bully is named Chandler Simmons, and he is the
worst. Today, he shoved me into the garden fountain that we have at school, and I had soaking
wet clothes for the rest of the day. I told my math teacher, Mr. Rodney, but he didn't care. He is
one of those teachers that go on for an hour-long lecture, then gives a whole packet of homework
just on algebra. Basically saying, I had a horrible day.

I dropped my pencil and closed my journal.
My mom yelled out, ”Honey. Dinner's ready!”
I yelled back, ”Coming!”
As I was running down the stairs, my annoying 17-year-old sister came out of her
bedroom and punched me in the arm.
She said, “Ladies first.” I didn’t care what my sister said so I just rushed down the stairs
in front of her.
At dinner, my mom asked me, like always, “How was school, honey? What did you
learn?”
My reply was, as usual, “Good and nothing.” In my mind, I thought about how I lied to
my mom, as usual, because school was always terrible. I mean, I was a good student with all A's,
but the thing is, people think I’m so smart that I am considered a “geek”. That’s why most bully
me.
I try really hard to get good grades. I usually stay up until ten to eleven o’clock just doing
my homework. Today, I got lucky: all I had for homework was an algebra packet. The packet
was really easy too. All I had to do was like one million questions. Sounds fun, right? Totally!
Today, Mr. Rodney didn’t give an hour-long lecture but he did give us a bunch of homework. I
felt like throwing the packet of math equations into the trash beside me, but I didn’t.
After I finished up my dinner, I went back upstairs, into my room and started to work on
my math packet. I then realized something: it was the weekend, and that I was going to a Bear
Scouts celebration tomorrow. In our special celebration, we go in the woods, make s'mores, and
play around. That is like one of the only exciting things going on in my life, but to me, I love to
eat and sleep, so that counts for me. Besides that, that is really it. Whenever my teacher asks how
my summer or weekend was, I say, “Nothing really. Just me staying home doing homework.”
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When the day finally came for the celebration for Boy Scouts, we got little paper
graduation documents. This was just crediting people for what they did good in Boy Scouts on
stage. This part of the celebration was so boring and felt like it lasted forever. After it was finally
over, we went to the fun part. All the parents left and did who knows what while we all sprinted
into the woods towards the campfire and instantly started making s’mores. I burnt my first
s’more, as usual, but my second one was perfect. It was so good that I wanted to make another
one, but the bad thing was, I had to go around Chandler Simmons, the bully from school, to get
supplies for another s’more.
I thought to myself, “Come on Peyton, face your fear,” and so I did, but made a mistake. I
walked in front of him, instead of behind him and he pushed me, I tripped over his foot, and fell
into the campfire. That was the only time that Chandler actually cared for me. Believe it or not,
he picked me up out of the fire, and he was the one who ran and told the parents and my scout
leader, but he still got in trouble for pushing me. The parents and my scout leader sprinted
towards us. When they got to the campfire, they all started calling 911, literally all of them. First,
the police came, then the fire truck, finally the fire rescue squad came.
In the fire rescue ambulance, the squad started to see if I was still alive, which I was, rate
my burns, and check my heart. They just did the normal stuff a doctor would do if there was an
“accident.” I started to feel unusually tired for some odd reason, and I did what I do best: sleep. I
had a very weird dream. It was about me holding some kind of sword. The dream was blurry, but
I saw that the sword was red and hot. I don’t remember much else really but some kind of robot
thing that was named something like STER. Or was it like STEM? Maybe it was SRET. I don’t
know. All I can do is wish that I did.
I woke up when we arrived at the hospital, I heard the doctor say to my mom, “Your son
is alive, but his conditions are very unusual. It is almost like the fire actually saved his life.” My
mom let out a huge sigh. She then said the craziest thing I had ever heard.
She said, “I wanted to tell you about this when you were older, but I guess I kind of have
to do it now. You're the son of Hephaestus, the god of fire.” My head got dizzy from everything
that my mom said. I glanced over at the doctor and his eyes were larger than the sun.
The doctor left the room and let us have some time alone together.
I said, “When I was sleeping in the ambulance, I saw a fire sword with some robot thing.”
For some reason, my mom started panicking and said, “Oh no, no, no. It is determined.
My whole life I have stressed about this happening. This is your fate. You have to do this.”
“Do what?" I replied.
She responded, “Protect us and our country.”
“From what?” I asked.
She left me hanging and said, “You’ll see.” She showed me what I had to do. I was in
shock because all she did was point out the window of the hospital.
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What I saw was the thing that I had to supposedly “protect everyone from”. It was this
massive dragon thing.
I asked, “How am I going to do that?” I was scared because there was a real-life dragon,
and that I had to somehow kill it to protect us. I had another glance out the window and saw the
dragon light a skyscraper on fire with his dragon breath.
Then my mom finally responded, "Look up, Peyton.” I looked up and saw a fire sword
spinning and hovering over my head. It was the one from my dream.
I grabbed it and said something that would probably get me killed, “Let's go and kill that
thing!”
My mom then said something that surprised me more than the dragon. She told me that I
could shoot lava through my hand. I tested it out, and I accidentally burnt a hole in the wall of
the hospital. I thought it was so cool that I tested it again. This time I melted three cars. Then I
got a hold of myself, but I saw the dragon disappear, and a gorilla-like thing that looked like
King Kong appeared. I realized that it could shape-shift.
I tried to stealthily approach, but it saw me. It started to advance on me. It ripped a house
out of the ground and chucked it at me. Not even thinking, I shot lava out of my hand and
scorched the thing in half. Then I shot lava again, but this time towards the shapeshifter. My shot
was surprisingly accurate and hit him. Then a very weird thing happened. The shapeshifter
glitched and turned into what looked like a robot that had the word STER across its chest. I
remembered it from my dream.
Then I thought, “What the heck does STER stand for?”
Then I heard a random voice that sounded like it came from the robot that said, "It is I,
Dr. Warlock, and I have come to take my revenge by building my shapeshifting technological
evil robot, a.k.a., STER.”
I yelled back, “Revenge on who?” That yell sounded a lot braver than I felt.
His answer was, “Your father, Hephaestus, turned against me.”
My reply, stupid like usual, was, “Why?”
He replied, “No time for questions. Let’s just get this done and over with.”
I started to run at him, but he disappeared. I instantly knew that he had shapeshifted. I
looked around for him, but I couldn’t find him.
Then I heard my mom on the “sideline” yell, “Look out honey, he is right behind you.”
I instantly turned around and saw a dragon flying towards my back. Not thinking, again, I
slashed my sword and wound up slicing off one of its arms, making it glitch again. Then I
figured out that the more he glitches, the more power he loses. I started slashing with my sword
and shooting lava out of my hand to make him keep glitching.
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The dragon then flew above me and turned into a bunch of water. The water fell, all
landing on me. I immediately lost all my strength. I tried to shoot lava but for some reason, I just
couldn’t. Then, miraculously, STER made a decision that would make him lose his edge on me:
he turned into lava. I instantly regained all my strength. STER then turned back into a dragon
and knocked my sword out of my hand. His mistake, though, was that he flew down close to me
to hit the sword. He got within my range, so I started to shoot lava at him. He started to glitch,
but it wouldn’t stop. STER was glitching and glitching until he exploded. The explosion was so
big, I flew back, hit a wall, but was healed by the fire in the explosion. The explosion, however,
caused the death of Dr. Warlock.
When I got home, my sister’s jaw dropped to about the floor.
I asked her, “What was that for?”
She answered, “That sword is so AWESOME! Can I use it?”
Ever since then, I have been having a good life. I got put on several news channels and
everyone at school knew my name. Even Chandler and all the other bullies stopped picking on
me. It was almost like I had become a god, just like my dad.
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“jetBlue Colorado” Beatriz Rega (2nd Place Art Exhibit Winner)

24

“My Boy” Savannah Morrison (2nd Place Voices Winner)

Are you sleeping or just being as still as can be?
Are you awake or dreaming of me?

We’ve been together for 6 whole months
I feel as though time will never be enough

Was that a kick or a jab that I felt?
My Boy, you are making my new mommy heart melt.

In 25 weeks, your existence became vital
In just 15 more weeks you will make your arrival.

I can’t wait to hold you and wrap you up close
Your already loved by us the most.

My Boy, you are worth more than gold
There is no telling just what your future will hold.

As for me, my love is no toy
You are and will always be My Boy.
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“My Feline Friend” Sindia V Antunez Camacho
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“The New York I Know”… Isabella Naile

The city that never sleeps, The big apple, The city of dreams
The Statue of Liberty, The Empire State Building, Time Square
Shopping on 5th ave and ice skating in Rockefeller Center
That is the New York you see in films
The New York that is over romanticized and nothing like the city I know

The New York I know is getting off the subway and being hit with the wonderful smell of international
foods transporting non-natives home
It’s speed walking away from the Broadway mascots as they curse under their breath for your lack of
extending them money
It’s walking into the sun washed aisles of a hole in the wall of convenience store and being greeted by a
bodega cat that’s eager to become friends
It’s buying a pretzel for a price that was suspiciously low off a cart that is less than sophisticated but all of
your worries melt away when the warm buttery delicacy touches your tongue
It's walking past overpriced restaurants packed with clueless tourists on your way to a mom and pop shop
run by the same family for decades
It’s the fact that every face you pass under the scaffolding covered sidewalks has a story to tell but you’ll
never get to know it
It’s the flags from every nation draped with pride over the balconies and fire escapes, fabric blowing in
the wind telling the city how far they’ve come just to try and make it
It’s how every dreamer, no matter how eccentric, can find a community

Hollywood can keep their fallacious depiction of “The Empire State”
just as long as I can keep the real New York
The one that keeps me on my toes
The one that is mildly frightening but consequently exhilarating
The one that is truly a melting pot
The one where I have made so many memories
A city packed with 8 million, what would I do to be one
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“Metro Flare” George Alvarez
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“Winter Flowers” Anna Thompson
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”Mother Nature” Deja Henry (1st Place Art Exhibit Winner)
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