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(5] AlLetter trom the Editors

Dear Reader,

As you flip through the pages of the 202] issue of Off
Center, we hope you acknowledge and appreciate the
collaboration of the MTSU community. This is especially
important considering the unprecedented academic year
we all experienced. Despite the uncertainty both then
and now, it is comforting to know that the art of
writing remains an outlet and that reading remains an
escape for many. With that in mind, we hope you enjoy
this year’s issue of Off Center with a renewed

appreciation for collective work.

Your Editors



Patrick Gilchrist,
Em Dash

Goln, finaly!

| stand confident, strong,
Three ful hyphens long

Some call me informal..
Pish poshl Who are they?
Dont let them defermine
What writing wants o say.

Adding thoughnt to a senfence—
That's my job—I do it well
Sheoking past ole synfox,

| just wont to rebel

So Use Mme In texts,
In essays, and the like:
You never know when the
Need for inferjection wil strikel

(6]

And look for me in books,
'l 'be waiting for you.
A clause here—over there
Suadenly, eyes flash

Don't fret, deor reader,
'S only me,
Your friend,
The Em Daghl
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(7]
En Dash

Met my brother, | see,
S0 cocky, is he not?
Em thinks ne's so great,
Put e doesn't do squat.

'm befter—| promisel—
And 11 tell you winy!

| how range, fime and number:
Such as "Tues. - Fri

'm offen forgotten:
Dicplaced, misunderstood
| fear Em and Hyphen
Overshodowed me for good.

"What's an En Dash?" tneyl ask,
‘Never heard of or used one.
My existence is fading
Il soon be gone.

Patrick Gilchrist,

Author’s Commentary:
ﬂﬂs sequence oFtwo poems was se|ectec1 From a
cJocument containing short pieces For each major
punctuation mark. Origina”y meant as a just-
for-fun activity scribbled down in myjournal,
that Ioody of poems was inspired on the ways in
which punctuation is used to capture the pacing
and hint at the subtext oFspoLen Ianguage. The
earliest versions lean towards the instructive—a
pedagogica| tool for children emloarldng on
standard written English—lout as | wrote, the
lines (Jeveloped playlful tones,
anthropomorphizing the marks and highlighting
their fictionalized relationships as much as their
individual utility. lndeed, it now seems Iout
appropriate that the poems Ioring a liveliness to
the material symlao|s that kave, themselves,
materialized the liveliness o{“spoken Ianguage.
Paying little mind to poetic convention, the
works do not strive for any noticeable
|iterariness, (Jeriving their success—va|ue,
instead, {:rom aiming to maLe readers smile, hC

only For a moment.



Joh Wesick (8]
CuTthroatl

Py force of wil, Ben Contwel fhroftied back his rage. He should
have been shaking the principal's hand instead of wafching from the
bleachers, the sweat on the back of his legs sticking his khaki slacks 1o
fhe varnished wood. tr was bad enough that a fonsilectomy knocked him
our of the running, but fate's cruel hand had put his archrival on stage
In his place.

Page Reynolds was the eptome of al e despised from her blue
headband 1o er, “Yes, ma'am," and, "No, ma'am." What a phony!  galled
him tinat no one saw tinrough her act. That's why he'd made t his
mission o prove that on outhentic student could win the Albert Camus
Midde School Perfect Atfendance Award. As Page showed her cerfificate
with fhe gold sfamp and blue ribbon, e vowed tihat next year he would
foke her down.

Page held fhe hem of her skirt and curtsied before accepting hner
prize and gving the assembled student body a dazziing smile. Even in ner
moment of friumph, the post lhaunted her. She remembered Iner
grandmotner's final days in the infensive care ward when a nurse soid,
‘Litle girls with shiffles cant go In because our pafients have weakened
Immune systems.” Because of her cold, Poge never got 1o see her
grandmotiher one last time, never gof fo tear the [V our of the old bat's
arm, cut off her oxygen unfl she furned blue, or rip the cathefer from
between her legs. After that day, Page vowed she would never let an
liness stop her again. She'd learned from her fatier, a lawyer for o
fobacco company, that you lhad 1o do whatever it fokes 1o win even if it
means sabotaging e brakes on Marci Linehan's bike.!
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(9] Joh Wesick

On her way back o the bleachers, Page sized up next year's
compefiion. Winning wos going fo be a breeze. Marci would pose no
challenge due to her upcoming surgeries, and Ben Cantwel, witlh his white
socks and fhick glasses, washnt even worfh considering. Honestly, it Page
nad o litle sore throat, dhe would have gritted her feeth for three
montins. Bleeding tonsic? What a lame excusel

Ben coudn't get a break. On the first day of school the folowing
fal, the alarm blasted him ouf of a dream in which he fougnt a dozen
leprechauns armed with shillelagins, dodging under thelr swings o toke
them out with uppercuts or clocking them in the head with spinning back
kicks. When he saf up, his body listed lie a confainer ship battered by
forty=foot waves. A batfolion of viruses, each with pickaxe or dril, dug info
nis nasal membranes, and his limbs ached as it e leprechauns of his
dreams hnad landed fheir blows.

He stumbled fo the batiroom, placed a tinermometer under nis
fongue, and stood shivering and sweating untl e had a reading of 102
degrees Fanrenhett. Hs quest for this year's affendance aword was over
before it began.

Nol He'd be damned it he'd let Page Reynolds win again. Somehnow,
he made tt through breokfast without his mother noficing. Somelnow, he
made t fo the bus stop on his rubbery legs. By the fime the frip o the
sehool, o two-sfory bunker located on an ancient Indian burial ground, wos
over, he'd drenched his nandkerchief with snot and it rode cold and wet
In s back pocket. Feeling frogle as a glass flower, e plodded fo the
classroom, its walls painfed gloss yelow not for cheeriness but for ease
of cleaning splattered blood and ofher bodly fiuids.



Joh Wesick (107

Inhabiting Dante's Ninth Circle of Hell would have been a breeze
compared fo Ben's day at school with his snuffling, chils, and throbbing
head. The day was not a fofal loss, nowever. He managed fo wipe Inis
germ-laden nandkerchiet on Fage's desk as e walked ouf af the end of
fhe day.

The week drogged on. Too feverish to concentrate on Mrs.
Knopfler's math and English lessons, all Ben could do was grip the edage
of his desk 1o keep from foling over. Hs upper respirafory infection
moved from his nose to lis fhroat; refurned 1o his nose, and finally
setfled i his bronchiol fubes, leaving him panting and cougning like some
fubercular character from a nineteentin-century novel.

He recovered somewhat over fhe weekend and gained solace from
the fact that as e began to feel beffer, Page gof worse. Ben could
nardy repress his glee winen he heard her scrafciny voice and chnest-
rating cough. Bur Page proved herself a cunning and stubborn compefitor
by ugging and kissing classmates on the cheeks o spreod tne virus
foster than a SCUD missie loaded with antinrax. By Wednesday, the class
had become a symgnony of sniffles, sneezes, and coughs. By Thursday
nalf tne class was Inome sick, and a substifufe feacher had fo take over
fhe folowing Monday because Mrs. Knopfler come down witih pneumonio.

MMM mm MW
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With so many students ouf sick, Ben's bus stop
was deserted. He looked up and down Rushimore Lane
and sow only stucco lhouses and the empty field across
from the Deloreans that the Norflwest Construction
Company hadn't gotfen fo yet. He looked af his wafch
Ten minufes eorly.
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(11 Joh Wesick

He heard a whine that sounded ke a distant mosquifo, furned, and
squinted 1o make out the source, but it was foo far away. The noise
grew louder and louder as the object approached. Ben redlized the sound
came from the motor on a radio-controlled airplane, a remarkable stort fo
nis day. Wihoever bul i had made a fatinful replica of a crop-duster
biplane complete with pilot, decals, and guy wires connecting fhe wings.
Affer fantasizing about how cool it would be fo own such a plane, Ben
redized it was fiying right af him. At the last second, e dove foce-first
info the lown and the plane skimmed over his back, missing him by
Inches.

Ben got 1o Inis feet and spat out gross. The plane banked fo
make another run af nim. Dropping his backpack full of books, Ben
dashed info fhe waist-high mikweed with tine radio-controlled biplane
seconds behnind him. Heart pounding, e swiveled his head o gauge fhe
plane's progress and threw himself flat, dodging his atfacker af the last
moment and gefting a hand full of thorns in the process.

Then he was up and running as the plane made anotner pass. He
made for shefrer behnind a Toyota Prius parked by a speed limi sign.
Ben sprinfed for all e woas worth ignoring e burrs sficking 1o his
socks and pant legs. The car was fifty feet away. The plane's engine
roored louder. Twenty feetl He wasn't going fo make i Ben threw
himself flat on e rough ground. At the last moment; fhe plane pulled up
fo avod the car bur was foo late. I colided, trowing up a roling fireboll
of sooty smoke and orange flame.

Dusting himsetf off, Ben returned 1o the sfop as the yellow sciool
bus pulled up. The driver got out and the two stared wordessly at fhe
spectocle before climbing aboard and confinuing on their way..



Joh Wesick [172]

Poge sfoshed the binoculars and remote control under hner bed,
grobbed ner backpack, and ran downstairs fo where her mother sfood
stabbing a smartpinone witih impatient fingers. Dutifuly, Page folowed hner
fo the siver-gray Audi and fook her cusfomary spot in the back seat.
Not fwo blocks from the driveway, Mrs. Reynolds blared her horn af a
woman pushing a baby carriage and scared the young motner back on
fhe sidewak. Page barely noficed because aggressive driving was all she
knew. Instead, she went over fhe morning's faled atfack, looking for some
lesson finat would make the next one more effective. Mrs. Reynolds pulled

MMM m MW

info the parking lot and dismissed her dauginter with a customary wave of &
fhe lhand. Page entered fhe field of combat and met the day's next B
challenge af tine botftom of the stairwel. \

"My mom made peanut butter cookies. Want some?" Hayley Green — BE

presented o plate.

‘Cant. I'm allergic.” Page pushed past and took the stairs two at a
fime.

Instead of stopping ot her locker, she rushed fo tine classroom,
dropped Iner backpack under her desk, and sat on the chair which
promptly colapsed, tumbling Page to fhe linoleum. By reflex she extended
her arm 1o break her fal, but this only gained her a sharp pain in her
Wrisf.

"My goodness, Page!" Mre.
KnopPler coid. "Are you all right*"

"Just fine, Mrs. Knopfler." Page

cradied her sweling wrist and glored aof
O Ben.

\
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[13] Joh Wesick

Throughout the fall semester, the two struggled for advantage.
Despife such juvenie pronks as bear frops, scorpions in gym shorts,
ratflesnakes in maiboxes, umbrelas tipped with foxic ricin, and chocolate
il spiked witih radioactive polonium, nettiher gained tihe upper hand. The
only outcome was Marty Quigley's deatih from leukemia, buf he could just
s wel have gotfen that from bad genes or chemicals in tine fop water.

On the last school day before the Christinas holiday, Ben stomped
off the snow and paused by tine makeshitt memorial o Marty by the
enfrance 10 remove his rubber galoshes, unshagping each metal buckle
with numb fingers. He expected no ambushes. \What point would tinere be
in infecting or inuring him wien he had the enfire Inoliday 1o recover?

As Ben doaled the combination on his locker, e reflected on the
fal term. Despite bird flu, Zika, dengue fever, West Nie virus, and acufe
encephaltis, he'd planted his butt at his desk for each school day. If e
kept tt Up, Winning the attendance award would be a cinch.

Ben rotated the combination wineel past zero, cnanged direction to
the final number, and opened his locker to find a block of white powder
Wrapped In plastic and secured with fope. Fagel it lhad 1o be Page, bur
how dd she get his combination? There was no fime 1o think of fhat
because Principal Himmler woas waking the hall heading straighnt for iim.

Ben scooped e kilo info his backpack, dashed 1o the boys' room,
and entered the nearest stal. Ripping at the tape that confained grounds
for his expulsion, e tore a fingernal. Wi no fime 1o find the tape's
oose end, e fore a lhole In the plastic and began shaking the powder
info tihe folet bowl while spiling a significant amount on tine: batinroom floor



Joh wesick [14]

When the bowl was halt ful, e flushed but the damning powder simply
circled the bowl

No fime! Ben dumped tne remaining powder in the neignboring follet
and flushed. This fime the water backed up, flooding over the rim and
splling onto fhe flle. Strangely enough, the ofher three follets did fhe
same and fhe Urinals joined In. Ben umped back from the pooling water,
raced 10 the door, and yanked buf i wouldnt budge. He was locked in.

The water continued fo rise, first soaking Ben's shoes and then
his knees. Grobbing the door hande with both hands, e braced his teet
against the wall and used his legs and body to pul. Hs feet slipped and
ne landed on hnis bult, soaking his clofihes in putrid water. Desperate for
escope, e looked for an ext. The window was just large enough for him
fo shimmy fhrough it only he could breach the reinforced glass. He
scanned the room for something heavy and wasted precious minufes
frying fo free fhe fowel dispenser from fhe anchor bolts securing 1t fo
e cinderblock wal. By now the water was up fo his chin. Hs only hope
was fo breok off a folet seaf.

He heard a scrateh af tine lock. Then rushing water washed Inim
dong as the fidol wave of sewage rushed ouf fhe door and info tine hall
Ben lay the floor lke a beached carp and gazed af the janifor wiho'd
saved his Iife.

Better gef 1o class or youll be lote.”

Ben squished 1o the classroom and sat dripping at his desk. \Wet
cold, and wiserable, ne suffered through fhe morning. I would be a
hungry affernoon because the flood had made the confents of his
unchbox inedible, and e ddnt have enough money for the cafeterio. He
had only enough for a pack of peanuts.
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R (45 Joh Wesick

| Satistaction come around 100 PM in geography when Page began
gosping. Eyes turned o see her face swollen lke the Michelin Man in a

= Y Unpressurized cargo bay.

E ‘Pagel Are you all rignt<" Mrs. Knopfler agked

"Just fine, Mrs. K" Page stabbed her thigh with an EpiPen and

8 dlored at Ben. "Just fine.”
3
3 Poge reached under the mare 1o tignten the girtih before leting

= down the sfirrups. Once satisfied, she used mounting block o climb info
= e Engich sadde. Page starfed the mare ouf with a walk and fihen
a squeezed ner knees 1o urge her info a frot inside the metal fence.
v Posting with the riyiim of sfeps, Page forgot ner worries and
| became one with the animal's mofion. Page picked up the pace and felt
a the worm, Colifornia wind In her face. tr was so much more comforting

fhon fhe biffer cold of home and she regretted that fhe family's winfer
& yocation would last only a few more days.
= Lost in thoughts of year-long summers, Page unconsciously loosened
the reins and the mare's pace went from exnlarating fo scory. Poge
puled back but instead of stopping, the mare shook her head and set off
N a burst of speed

The sudden accelerafion knocked Page back in the saddle. Hands

serompling, she reached for anytining she coud hold on fo. Eyes burning
and mouth foaming, tihe previously gentle mare bucked and kicked, sending
Page arrborne. She landed with a painful joit on her elbow and covered
her nead with lner lnands to avoid the sharp Inooves.

T

W oW oW e W



Joh Wesick [16]

Trainers enfered the pen, forced the psycho mare away, and
nelped Page 1o her feet. Later, wihen Page sat with a bag of ice on
her hurt eloow, one showed her a jogged leaf.

"Loco weed. Found it in Milie's feedbag.”

The first weeks after the Inolday had been tough, bur by
February, Ben was coping wel with Page's booby fraps, despife his bloody
cough, chronic doarrinea, and low-grade fever. On a Monday, he daled his
locker combination, liffed the handie, and stepped aside as a spked
pendulum croshed info the door. After unfangling fhe bent sheet mefol
and hanging up his coat, Ben fook a flight of stairs to fhe second floor
where he shielded himself with his Keviar backpack from a dozen poison
darts launched from blow guns hidden in tihe walls. A frap door opened,
and e teetered on e edge, arms waving in desperation to avoid the
sharpened stakes below. After reqgaining his balance, e skirfed fhe edge
but as e confinued foward fhe classroom, e felt a rumble behind him.
Ben turned and sow an eight-foot-dameter stone bal roling down the
nallway foward him. Shoving students and feachers out of his way, Ben
ran for his life, e stone sphere chasing his Ineels like a demonic
border colie of death. With only miliseconds to spare, Ben ducked info an
open doorway, letting the stone ball roll past. On its way down the hall i
squashed a significant portion of fhe student body before crashing
fhrough the window and crushing a Volvo in fhe parking ot

Pen picked the darts out of his backpack and fossed fhem in the
mefal frashcan before foking his seat. Before the lignts went our for e
educational movie, e glanced at Page as she wiped drops of pus from
her eyes. Clearly, the confiict lnad settled info a stalemate. This couldnt go
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[17] Joh Wesick
on forever. It Ben wanted fo win, he'd have 1o take desperate measures
and e knew just the tiing.

Seporafed from fhe public in level-four containment facilties at Fort
Friedrich, scientists studied tihe world's deadliest diseases such as Ebola,
Marburg, and Hanfavirus. For years they had done so in safety. However,
in this age of fight federal budgets, accountants implemented a new policy

W that would save fhousands of dollars per vear. Instead of washing their

A W w
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b coats in the focilty loundry, tihe scientists and fechinicians would now
have fo wash fhem at home. Adex Walters' dad worked at Fort Friedrich
Ben made plans fo vist Aex after school

The plague swept through Middietown like a ot clainsaw hrough
butfer. Within weexs, tens of tinousands died. Witih no freatiment or
vaccine, the few wino were lucky enough o obfain medical care hod only
o one-in-five. chance of survival. Despife masks, gowns, and latex gloves,
medical staft became infected and died. Many wino were heaftny deserted
their posts in fear.

Even fhough they had to step over corpses, avod those with
bleeding orifices, and steer clear of airborne and surface contagions,
Poge and Ben spent each school day planted in thelr seafs. Class size
dwinded as students, teachers, and substitufes succumbed. Declaring a
public heatn emergency, the governor closed all schools. Sl Page and
Ben passed plles of burning corpses and entered fhe now deserted
bulding through a broken window on the first floor o sit af their desks.

By the third week, Page knew she wouldnt survive. Fighting fever,
delirium, and bleeding eyepals, she trudged fo school and somenow made
fo lner desk. Ben was watting for her. Though in better shape tinan her,



Joh Wesick (18]

I was obvious that fhe plague would claim him, foo. He'd been a wortiny
opponent, bu Page would be damned it she let him win. She fingered
the remofe control In her pocket and pushed the button.

I sent a rado signal 1o the basement winere fihe fen-kioton nuclear
device she'd purchased from the A Q. Knan network with her father's
credt card lurked. Dozens of defonafors fired simutaneously, seffing off a
spnere of plastic explosives that compressed kiogroms of plufonium untl
fhe device went crifical. The resulfing nuclear explosion obliterated
everytning within a lnalt mile, first sterlizing all lire with a burst of gamma
rays, fhen flatfening buldings witlh overpressure, and finaly leaving
radioactive fallour belnind o poison anyone wino wandered info the area.

The souls of Page and Ben glared af each ofher from fheir
desks In a classroom in el while demons added charcoal o the braziers
under their seats. Flesh blistered and charred. The air simelled of burnt
meat. Both Fage and Ben vowed 1o sit on tneir respective griddes untl
the ofher moved or for efernity, wiichever came first.

Author’s Commentary:
“Cutthroat is one of my many experiments with a short story format. This time, | chose stakes that
couldn't be lower, a best attendance award. My cha”enge with experimental fiction is to write
sometking that rejects the formula (comqict, climax, and resolution) but stil keeps the reader s
interest. Parodies and alosur(Jism wor|< we“. “Cutthroat” a|so expresses my annoyance with coworLers

who Ioring the Hu to the oFFice instead oFtaLing sic|< |eave.
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(19 Marcys MCC]\ough
Some Call Me Brother

Some call me brofiher, fhougn we never shared a room
Some call me brofher, fhough we never shared a womb
Some destroy with weapons, they choose 1o call a fool

Yet a tool is used for bulding, destruction is not what | can do
Some cal me brotiner, though we do not share parents
Some stigimatize, it you choose 1o be transparent

Some decide that my demise is necessary for fhelr growtn
You cannot call me brother it you haven't seen my home




Hederq

Kose
Can't frust me by myself,
| gef inside my head
No more mofivation
To gef out of my bed.

've been stuck for ages,
Seems fime IS flowing ot
Daunted by the future
And hounted by the past.

Struggiing to keep up,
'm drowning every day.
No one kinows fhe conflict
That never goes away.

Times that | feel Inigher,
WIl bring me 1o new lows.

Just beneatin this flower
Are the thorns of a rose.

[2:0]

Rise above e brambles,
Find beauty in the briar;
Listen In fhe slence,
Hear kindness from the choir;

Planted as a seeding,

Al you know s rain,

Sooking In the Insulf
While pushing through the pain;

Sprouting through the sol,

Subdue these fleeting woes;
Underneath tne heartacine
ls the beauty of a rose.

Author’s Commentary:

A rose can Ioe interprete(J as thorns oFtorment or peta|s 01[‘ pleasure. ﬂme metaphor orthe rose

complements the two-voice structure orthe conversation.
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[21] Audre\, MoreloCk

Persephone's Garden
A new bloom, freshly opened
And covered in dew from fhe rain of the
night before,
Cinging 1o tts mother branch, awaiting the
noneybee 1o faste s sweet ambrosio.
fs bright red petls,
The perfect lure for the most fimid
nummingbird.
Light fiters in around thorn-fipped branches,
Golden and delicate.
Around if
Puds witiher and fall
Replaced with pomegranates flled with garnets

A W oW ow e e e e

&

Author’s Commentary:

ﬂ]is was a {"un p|ay on the senses, which is one oF my Favorite things to write aloout. | wanted to

WOl W W oW W oW

incorporate themes o”hfe an(J clwange into this poem. Olftentimes, metamorphosis is depicted as a
caterpi”ar into a Iouttenqy, Iout tkat change is norma”y very peaceFu|. Sometimes change can |ool< ugly
g ancl Frightening lout the outcome is beauthfu|, muck lil(e how a Hower wi” shrive| and (Jrop IoeFore a Fruit

3 is Ioorne.



Magx Lichtman
To The Deer

Bruegnel on a il
Overseeing
A complefed winter hunt

Sooked boots and paws of
Man and beast
Refurn single-handedly

A lone fox dhouldered
And emptiness
In fheir belies

Beneath bare frees
Snitt the Inounds

Who frack overlooked morsels

The masters may

Hove missed
In search of anotiher fox

Or perihaps some deer
White fal

Wit brown against the snow.

1221

Al warm themselves
Near fire
Where the final pig roasts

Below the ridge
Skaters
On an oy lake

Pirouette past the frozen
Mil' wineel

Pousing ifs sips for fhe season

Blisstul and unaware
For fhe roast
Dominates fnelr noses

The hunters and hounds wino

Kinow winfer
Listen 1o ifs messoge

The forest has moved on
Without farewel
It left you all behind
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1231

Abigqil Wells

crolonol

In memory of Kurt Vonnequt;, Jr.

and the stars—— many stil unaccounted for—

of Dresden, Saxony, Germany, 1445

Hel, lie ot air, rose o the top.

the constelations made from collective kitthen windows

and streeflamps were no longer Iif—

no longer had names o identity themselves by.
man-made meteors fel and

as the sky collapsed on the people of Dresden,
s0 dd e buldings.

fhe black stone backdrop of the city burned.

some were forced fo trade foxinoles for
Slougnteriouses.

armed children guarded those sacrificial lambs—-
fhey were buried underground fo sfay alive.

In e corpses lung from the celing,

they saw tnemselves.

and when fhey were resurrected,

when fhey crawled our of fheir communal fombs,
fhey saw what bufchering had been done above.



Abigqil wells [24)

everyone was dead

Including the living—

who uneartned the dead

ony 1o bury their bodies again.

war does funny hings to men.

<0 e laughed at the signt of the wasfeland

In fear that it e dd not, e oo would crumble.
this was a time when people used soap made from
ofer people's flesh and fot

| wil never understand winy
We keep scrubbing our hands
as it the blood woshes away.

Autnor’s Commentary:

Kurt Vonnegut was a POW cJuring WOI’I(J War | wno survived tne Fireloomloing oF Dresden [ay Ioeing kept
in an underground slaugnternouse. Once tne Ioomloing stopped, it was POWS"J'OIQ to uncover victims’
remains and then cremate them in mass graves. To survive hell on eartn, people had to, essentia”y, be
buried alive; | liked tnis role reversal an(J played on tnat For most oFtne poem. By l)eing compared to

constellations the city Iignts going out signnfy death and massive loss, as iFtne universe is coming
undone in some devastating way. Many of the soldiers were young—- Ioasica”yjust kids themselves, so
that s wny | compared them to children and lambs. The title is pretty much giloloerisn, like a kid who

cannot spe“ “colonel." |t (Joesn’t mal<e sense, Iout tnen again war (Joesn’t eitner.
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[25] |
horaTius

Abigqil wells

nolow metal Inorses gallop

In spear-straignt lines fowards the ciy.

robofic generals bark orders af the tinousands ten
who quickly fall info rank and file

then disperse in all cardinal directions.

the consul calls, asking it anyone else wishes o exif
but you're the only one gefting off here.

S0, You buffon Up your overcoat like armor

fo g0 oufside and brave the cold

alone.

marching post the marketplace

everytning is painfed Efruscan and evergreen.
everyone is wind-burned, drunk on wine.
notining is bultt ke it used to be—-

it coud all come crashing down at any second.

you lower your head, quard the temple's gate



Abigqil wells [25]

and when you cross the bridge on the way home
\ou stare down at the water

watthing the ashes of your fatiners fall--
counting the ripples before tney disappear

0s It they are your inhertance.

it s thankless work.

Author’s Commentary:

In ]842 ﬂ]omas Baloington Macau|ay publishea |_ays oFAncient Rome, a poetry co”ection my c|ose
Friend introduced me to. His favorite work is “Horatius at the Bridge,” depicting the story 01C Horatius
Cocles, a hero who defended Rome from the invading Etruscan army in the late Gth century. This was

my attempt at modernizing the lay, envisioning my friend as the suloject. Soldiers are not invading Rome
on horsebacl(, l?ut rather riding the subway to WOI’I(, school, wherever. In the Iay, Horatius cJeFen(Js the
gate alone, (Jemonstrating his laravery; however, to juxtapose this, | ha& my su[aject exit the suloway
without company, showing how a|ienating the modern world can be. The city around him feels Fragi|e,
mirroring the Fa” oFthe Roman empire, and the sense oF deFeat lwe Fee|s on the way home (Jisp|ays how
overlool(ed his everyday eFForts are. |_il<e ripples in the water, hisjoy is ﬂeeting.
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ﬂ [7_7] Jon WCS\CK
2 Notes on FicTion

- "What can | do for you, foday®" The travel agent was tall and as
skinny as his lapels and fe.
L | need to get away,' A customer colapsed into the chair, opposite

= the travel agent, and ran a hand trough his unkempt hair. "Work s
< eXnausting, the nation's going down the tfolet, and my ex-wife's lawyer is a
R porroouda, Hey, that looks nicel" he pointed 10 a poster of a sandstone
= CIf
Yes, tt's port of on al-included hnoliday. We fhrow you off a cliff,
e frap you without food or water for five days, and force you fo cur off
W your arm with a Swiss Army knife 1o escape.”
"That doesnt sound lke fun”
= Realy? trs gotten great reviews. How abour this¢ We'l arrest you
il for a murder you ddn't commit and convict you on perjured festimony.
2 Youll endure gang vidkence and knifings in prison for thirty years before
gefting a chance 1o prove your innocence.”
The customer shook s head.
"X bit of nostalgia, perhaps? We'l locate the buly wino beat you up
in high school and let im whale on you for a few days!
"No!

W oW oW oW e W W w



Joh Wesick (251 &

Fair enough! Youre an infellectual who preters something subtie. | @
have just the thing. We'l send you 1o a fotalitarian society full of _
informers who'l denounce you o the secret police for even the sligntest =5
deviation from the party line. No¢ How abour having your wife cheat on @&
You With o back-stabbing business partner? A life-affirming boftie with a
ferminal iiness, perhaps <"

{4

"Couldn't you st send me 1o the beach? E

'Sir, it fhat's your affitude, Il have 1o ask you fo leave” The fravel g
agent sprong fo his feet. A journey is nothing without confiict! N
E

5

E

e
7

Author’s Commentary:
|’ve lost interest in most novels, movies, an(J TV shows Ioecause oFtheir overre|iance on comqict. V\/eyre
taught that a story revo]ves around comqict, Iout there’s SO much discord in politics, wor|<, and
relationships that l’m Fed up With it. | need a Ioreal( From peop]e and their pro|9|ems, but entertainment
serves up nothing but people and their proHems. | wrote Notes on Fiction  to communicate my
frustration with fiction in the |anguage of fiction. | imagined it as a Monte Pytkon sketch with John

Cleese as the trave| agent.
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{ 29

tye, 1
| \had decided

| would

Stop

Nope
Not one
More tear drop
But

You fel anyway
On
You never
Listen 10 me

Nargh MgcIntosh

Domn
Dom
Domn
i
Do your business
Eye
Mean
Eve
|
Mean
Youre meant
For holding
Grief
In

As if

| have
Not lived
Enough

Quite

Quiet
Endurance
To slence



Nargh MgcIntosh

Such a simple
Thing as
Sadness

But
Down
Down
Down

My face

You rain
You run
You ruin
The mask
| make
To mask
My
Falen Countenance

(30]

Ny

Fine
1l fashion
A patch then
Blindness

ls better than
Abuse is

lont 1<
Condemn?

Amen?
Eve, [
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[31] brendqg wagrren
The Price of Eggs

Eugene smelled biscuits, and e sat up in fhe feather fick mattress
and snitfed. Gravy, foo. And coffee. Shoving aside Inis liffle brofhers,
Euthan and Corky, he crawled to the bed's foot and down. He frowned
Where were his clotines?

Dressed in his red-checkered shirt and foded overalls, e followed
his nose Info the kitthen. At the iron cook sfove, his Mama sfirred white
gravy and his grandmotiner, Mammy Sall, plucked hot biscutts from fhe
boking pon, piing them info a bowl. Eugene's moufih watered. He wanted 1o
eaf now. He was lucky fo have food, Mamimy Sally had told him. There
Wos a depression going on, she'd said. Most people in cifies Inad no
money for food, so they had 1o sfand in lines fo get free soup and
bread. Farm people, ke fhem, were better off.

Yep," e said, looking over first the metal stand of lord rendered
Up from Pappy's hogs, then the sfands of flour and corn, milled from
their grain. "Yep." He remembered fhelr cow and her sweet mik and
butfermik siting I crocks in tine cold spring water. He fiptoed o e long,
wooden dining fable. Just a taste of sweet, chocolate gravy. Thatd do.
Was i ever good over a buffered biscut. Hs finger roked across the fop
of the chocolate and info lis moutih and out again, reaching for anotiner
foste.

‘Stop," his Mama said, catehing his hand in hers. "Eugene, you're
the best-looking boy I've gof with fhem blg, brown eyes of yours, buf you
frouble me the most. Go get your brothers and we can eat”

After breakfast and a frip fo the outihouse, a maneuver o

A outomart his Daddy and Pappy, Eugene sneaked back info e house and
a folowed his nose 1o e kittien and Mammy Sall.



brendq wagrren (32

“ou woking pie for dinner" he asked

She placed a stack of plates in a metal pan on the counfer and
looked down at him. “Yep. Egg custord. Yer Poppy's hens is oufdoing
fheirselves, and Il have droves of eggs for custard. Wil that please ya?

| guess.” He shrugged. Blackberry was befter, he thought, bui egg
custard wos all right.

Bring me some fire wood,” Mammy Sally said, pouring hot water
from a kettle over the plafes. "Then go help your Daddy unlood the
wagon of wood he's cut. He's our back.”

Outside on the front porch, Eugene breathed in the smells of hhay
and dirt and horses carried by the hof, summer air.

IFsEE et

He looked toward fhe sound. At the side of the raised porch, his
blue eyes peeking over tne edges, was Eugene's cousin, Aubrey.

Hey, Aub.

‘Come down Inere," Aubrey whispered as he ducked down and
disappeared benind the porci's rock foundation. Eugene crawled in beside
his cousin. “Let's 9o eat blackberries, Aubrey soid. Eugene's brown eyes
opened Wide, his faste buds fingled, saliva flooded his mouth. He sighed.

"M, Aub, | gotta get fire wood for Mammy Sally!

Dot fast as you can, Gene. Then meet me af the beech free
back of your Poppy's posture fence.

"Aright”

In the field, they picked and afe blackberries, but it was lafe July,
and there weren't foo many left. So, fhey sat down in the fence row's
fal, dusty grasses. Aubrey strefched ouf and pulled his lhat over his eyes.
Not having got enough blackberries, Eugene pouted as he ruffled the
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[33] brendqg wagrren

= fhe green and gold grasses. Hs fingers brushed a warm smoothiness, and

-

he jerked away his hand. Then he giggled. Reaching in gently, his
fingers cupped the object and Iifted . A brown, speckled €49. Even

= fhough his Pagpy's hens had nests in their chicken house, fhey delighted
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I laying €995 In the high grasses of fhe fence rows.

"Aub, wake up.

| ant askeep, Gene.

'Cee this egg”"

Yep. | see it

"Mr. Morris down af the sfore buys ‘em for a penny aplece.”

They walked the fence row, squatiing, spreading the grosses,
finding two eggs, hen two more and tinen anofier.

Run gef a bucket, Aub." With fhe bucket, they searched anotiher
fence and found Six more e4gs.

"We qof a dozen" Eugene soid, clapping Aubrey on fhe arm. “Let's
folow the fence beside the road” Adter walking and searching untl sweat
sooked thelr dusty shirfs and overalls, they found fwelve more eggs.

‘Land-a-Goshen, two dozen," Eugene said. "Let's get to fhe store.”
Two mies away, the gray, dry boards of Morris's store didn't fell fhe
weary stranger of fhe cool, delicious pleasures inside . No strangers,
Eugene and Aubrey knew. Opening fhe screen door, stepping inside and
scooping Up a lade of water, their nine-year-old, sun-parchned bodies
revived.

"What ya got there in the bucket; boys®" Mr. Morris asked. He
pushed his glasses farther up his nose, and rubbed his hand across his
bold head and leaned his elbows on the stained, wooden counter. ‘Is i
eg9s¢ Im needin' eggs.”



brendq wagrren [34]

When the counting was done and the money handed over, Eugene
held in his palm two siver dimes and four brown pennies.

"Look, Aub. Look at it

I'm looking, Gene, and | see maple candy and tabacky.”

“The candy's two cents a cake and the ‘bacca's a nickel a bog,
Mr. Morris said.

The boys conferred

"We'll fake six candies, Eugene soid.

'And a bag of ‘backy, some roling papers and matches," Aubrey
Soid.

Settled again In their hollow In the fence row grasses, Eugene and
Aubrey opened their brown paper bag,

"Three for you and fhree for me," Eugene sad, as he chomped
Info and savored his first fist-sized magle candy coke. Aubrey nibbled, bur
not for long. After fheir first taste notiing could have stopped them and
sooner than they liked al six candies were gone.

‘Let's have a smoke," Aubrey said. From watching fheir parents
and grandparents, ney knew winat to do. Aubrey spread the cotton
drowstring on the fobacco bag and tiumbed out two papers. He spread
fobacco In nis poper and into Eugene's. They rolled the papers, wet one
edge With thelr fonques, pressed fhe edges fogether, fwisted the papers'
ends, pur the cigareftes between their lips, and with a flick of a fhumbnal
fhe mafch flared and set alighnt thelr smokes as tiney sucked air through
the fobacco.

Purns like fire," Eugene said os e coughned and gagged.

"Does, don't it

Is fhat free going in circles®" Eugene asked, covering his eyes
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q (35 brendqg wagrren
] wih one hand

| "Mine's about gone," Aubrey said. “Let's light up anofher”

= ‘Sure, Aup.”

= After three smokes, Eugene and Aubrey stopped. White around

. Their mouths, they lay on their sides witih their knees pulled up info their
8 chests. Groans Wineezed ouf of Eugene; whnimpers sputfered out of

W Aubrey. First Eugene vomited, then Aubrey. They laid back down unti

3 fney could st up.

y "Ab, the sun's straight up. Dinnertime,” and Eugene sprang up,

= rocing home. He'd cafch it for not helping Inis Daddy, and they'd probably
make him wait lost 1o eat. But whie they afe, he'd sneak a big clab from

one of Mammy Sally's egg custard pies.
THE END

TR
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Hederg (36]
FasT

There was a man where I'm from
Who desired 1o have a dance;
He'd prowl around to find the one
Who'd offer him the chance.

First he'd swing her off her feef
And then wottz her off e floor;,

)
Course she'd fake im back to her AN | )
place / &
2
For a private encore. \ \ )-\)

/ 5
He fraveled through the country

Leaving mem'ries as he possed
See 'om, Want ‘em, Kiss ‘em, Got ‘em
Go slow fhen get ouf fost.

Py fhe fine his wife found ouf
This boy broke anofiher heort;
No one here could ever fame him

Except his ofner part.

That girl yelled it out on him

So e stumbled o the porch
O Hlicking anotner clgarette
Infentions for a forch.

j O He fraveled trough the country

Leaving mem'ries as e poassed
See 'em, Want ‘em, Kiss 'em, Got ‘em
Go slow fhen get ouf fost.
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Tl one cheated husband went
Toe-fo-foe 1o this disgrace;
He tamed fhe wild womanizer

By meeting fist witih face.

A one-ntt-wonder knockout
Delivered overdue deeds;

I his last breath, the child faunted
'Real men meet fneir wives' needs.'

He fraveled through the country
Leaving mem'ries as he possed
See ‘em, Want 'em, Kiss 'em, Got ‘em
Go slow then gef our fost!

Author’s commentary:

“Fast” was inspired on a trave|er and evo|ved into a comp|exity o”ove, loetrayal, and

revenge.

Hederq



A gragh MacIntoesh
Laughter Litfer

She led a lfe where
Loughter left her
Leaning over

And gasping for air

Ploody-nosed
But never knowing
Where
Who
Or winy
She
Should
Beware

Pock to front

ond front fo back
Oh, she'd rewind

the scenes 10
Track the instant wihen
Sorrow came sneaking in
And dlithered on her
Like a second skin

(38

Then
After all those
Aching hours
Of painstoking
Pofient
Seouring
She caugnt Inim
Lying
In the freeze frame
Stil-In e scene
Motionlesslesthebeseen
The stedler of her glee

Her lover

He
Was her loughter lifter
That Fiching

Nipping

Pinching

Thief!

He
Was wearing her sile
Upon
His face
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Abigqil Wells

he cuts herbs off the shrubbery wiflh a pocker
knife.

soon my fingertips smel of lemongrass and

his lips faste like rosemary.

uprooted

| Wince and wiisper |1 love you--

an empty oath, an obligation.

| cough the words up like a plece of meat
| dd not chew fhoughttully enough.

s late and e has grown drunk on uncertain
sentiments.

with slurred speech and for-off stares,

he longs for a Ife long lost.

o lite that alowed me In af arm's length.




Abigqil wells [40]

the bushes are bare.
he fucks thyme benind my ear
and requrgitotes what is expected of him.

| fhought this was nappiness.
for a long fime |1 fried
fo convince myself e fhought so too.

~Vn but now stomach acid crawls up my fhroat
<\ }A’ as he pours liguor down his

V‘\ 0) §and we bon beg for tnis feeling o stop.

mMAM MMM MWW W™ W

Author,s Commentary:
“uproote(l” is aloout the Iast time ] saw someone l care(J 1Cor very deeply E

during a time when it chan’t maLe much sense to. l sti” care even hCit

doesn’t ma|<e much sense now either. A” the events rea”y dld happen, Iout
writing this poem helped me find meaning in the paimfu| experience. | think E
the overall message is that our a|9i|ity to love others is not always enough.
V\/e must lae ready to receive it too. In terms oF literary devices, vegetation

typica”y represents growth, but in this case, my partner cutting from the

plants represents all he took from me. Thyme is tucked behind my ear,
demonstratin the ever-present thou ht that ma Ioe, in clue time, We’H Ioe E
g p g y
ol<ay again. [ wrote the last two stanzas |ong Ioe{‘\ore | livecJ them. Mayloe, E

sometimes, lhfe rea”y cJoes imitate art.

E
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Ngsh Meade

| it on the beach af the edge of nighnt,

When waves Kiss tihe sun in evening flight.
| listen 1o fhe sound of ocean waves

As tney crash among the coastal caves.

Severed

Put, connecting 1o the waves of e seo,
Means nothing witinout you next fo me.

Deep in the forest, | touch fhe old frees,
And listen fo tne wind in the leaves.
| walk among tne scattered wildflowers,
And wonder i there wil be dnowers.

Put, connecting 1o the flowers and frees,
Means nothing witinout you next fo me.

| can sl feel our fingers intertwined,
While your voice colls ouf inside my mind.
Severing the dream | wake 1o nightiare,

As | remember that you're not fhere.

With a resounding cry | take my place,
And hopelessly wait for your embrace.
And there, among the chiseled gray stones,
| weep and lnope 1o be foken home.



Fatima Nevoy
Water

The feel of smooth, deady texture
A fexture so consuming, <o relentiess
The ripples it brings, seen
A face dstorted, ofnerwise compromised
The face, one, bul many

The eyes shiff, with its own miniscule pool

Desperate eyes folow the ripples
A ripple tinrough fime
Perihaps, searching for mercy
Searching for envy
While froumatized by the past

A post ful of anguish

Friend or foe, the pool seems to calm
The ripples are dead, now
Feet are one with fhe pool
The pool shiffs, yet again
Fearing the invader and fear for one, last, breatn

[42]
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[43]

The invader submerges, fully, completely, withour a doubt

The lungs are full. now
Even fhe veins are excessively gluttonous
Each infake burning and satistying
While becoming one with tine pool
A final last qurgled breoth heard

I am one with fhe water.”

Autkor’s Commentary:
“Water” was a way to Focus on my own anguish and Ioattles witkin me, past and present.
Unexpected changes with mysellf, Family, school, and work have been overwhelming in the
past; however, it feels wrong to have those very emotions. | grew up in a culture that didn't
encourage direct ancl overt emotions. o this (Jay, | am sti” worldng through that very
thing. | vealize that it s o|<ay to struggle because it means | 'm still trying. | also recognize
that many others experience much worse in life. Life will Ioring unexpected Changes, but it
doesn t mean | have to let it bring me down. “V\/ater” symloolizes my freedom and my
escape From a rather darl( p|ace. | want to continue to eml?race what comes next, good and

L)ad, and | lnope | inspire others to do the same.

Fatima Nevoy



Abigqil wells [44)

my Teeth are Talling oud
the toofhbrusn shaps
and my moutn runs red.
ife drips down my chin—-
falls info the sink.

| fosten the fossls 1o a chain,

ke spkes around the herding canine's neck,
fo gve myself a fighting chance—-

fo ensure that | survive fhis.

drowsy, my mind fils In the gaps of lost fime and missing teeti
| count them like old friends, make sure fhey sfick around

this 15 fhe fourth fime this week.
the Inferpretation says | am experiencing profound loss.
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[45) Abigqil wells

then the elevator doors open, and | am swept away again

by pomegranate ambrosia, my scarlet immortalty.

neavy-handed is the disquiet from blood-stained winte blouses—-
how many nights must i tasfe my own ichor ¢

you said you learned lnow to lucid dream.
| wish you had faughnt me, foo, before you left

Author’s Commentary:
| have this recurring nightmare where |,m staring in the bathroom mirror and my teeth start
Fa”ing out, blood getting all over my clothes. When | experienced the loss of someone |
loved, it became more consistent, so 4 stay up nights on end to avoid it. Tying the teeth
around my neck mimics herding dogs who wear spiked collars to survive wild animal
attacLs, conveying my desire to not Feel powerless anymore. |n the third stanza, | wal<e up
an(J count my teetl'x, coming to realize it was a” a cheam, |9ut by the next stanza lym asleep
again. | veference Sigmund Freud's The lnterpretation of Dreams, while the elevator doors
opening a”ude to Stephen King’s The Shining, and (Jiction |i|<e “amlorosia,” “ichor,” and
“immortality,” reﬂeot e|ements oFolassical mythology. ﬂ]e poem is very Dali—Surreahst,

for | explore my subconscious grieving.



Auclre\, MoreéloCk [4b]

Best Case Scenario
Trigger warning: Themes of staking and terror. -

It ic only a block fo wak, so | count my footsteps anxiously. My E
keys are clenched fightly between my fingers while my otner hand grips g
the pepper spray that my fatner gave me winen | first went off fo _.
college. s
You never know," he warned. "There are monsters everywhnere.” e
Orange lignt from the streeflamps penetrate the infermitent dorkness of
fhe street. Uninhabited cars sit in rows on eifer side likke shells of gant =
Insects. | once heard abour this quy tinat would hide underneatih women's |
vehicles so that e could grab fheir anides” my fatiner had mentioned
once when | was gefting od enough fo drive. | inch closer to fhe fur’rlnes’ri
side of fhe pathway, aternating between wotching the road dnead ond B
the ground below. E
Something scufts behnind me. | wip around immedately, mace af
fne ready. Nothing bur a deserted sfreet is there 1o greet me. Youre B
Just freaking yoursert ouf. I'm almost home anyways. E
| toke ouf my plhone and check the fime. 05T pm. Another glance
around me proves that there is not anotiher soul In sight: No one 1o heor IE
me cry for help. | shake the infrusive tinoughnt viclently from my mind Eu’rE
. Just in case. | 9o info my systems preferences and furn on my location
fracking. Anotiner scuffing sound comes from behind. This fime, instead of BE
stopping, | grip my keys fignter and speed up my pace, keeping my chnin E
igh. :
: E

E



R (40 Audrey MoreloCk

| What you lhave to do Is square your shoulders, look straight anead,
and think. Murder.” My mother had told me this once when | asked how

= b ke people move ouf of her way. ‘s al in your eyes. Have a look

| fhot can kil' How old was | wien they sfarted teaching me how fo fear?

 How 10 look at everything as a threat? How to survive?

S A fwig snaps behind me.

= 1 have a gun” | call out. I is a lie, but my fafher fold me they

E didnt have 1o know that. More dnuffiing. Finally, my resolve breaks and |
begin fo sprint. The last few bounds 1o my house are filed with my

= franfic breatning coupled with fhe sound of footsteps. | colide with my
front door <o lnard that | bounce off. By some miracle, my keys find
their way info fhe deadbolf on fhe first fry and | am inside, behind two

W locks and a chain before | can catch my breath. | look through e
keyihole In an affempt 1o see e bastard who falled af moking me

anotner stafistic and see, insteod..
A stray dog. Trofting the rest of the way down my stree.

oW N

Author’s Commentary:
| (JI(J my loest to cJepict a common {jear here. Even From a rea”y young age (]m ta”dng, lil(e
8 or 9) my da(J wou|d warn my sister an(J | aloout a” Lincjs oFthings. RightFtu SO, an(J it
has taken away my naivety, Iout | now Iive in the WorIcJ oF content Fear For my salfety an&
that of the women around me. | didn’t rea“y want to write something quite that heavy,
though, S0 even iFsomeone hasn,t experienced something to this extent, | tkink everyone
can relate to the concept oFthinl(ing up the worst-case scenario only for things to turn out

comp]etely fine.
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What Is the American Dream?

What i the American dream?

It lhas 1o be Life,

Liberty,

and the Pursutt of Happiness, or—-

when wanfing a somewhat equal wealtih distribufion becomes
Soclalism

while so-called Democracy is slowly witinering

when fhe Right doesnt try hard enough

while the Left fries oo hard

and those In the Center aren't accepted

when Racism sfil tnreatens

while Sexism confinues to be encouraged
when Equalty is stil being fought for

while Poverty thrives

and Capitalism matters more fhan actual lives

when Opportunity can be af every corner

while Police Brutality isn't being denounced enougn
when there hasn't been a solufion fo Gang Violence
while Peaceful Profest isnt respected

and Looting and Kioting Is more newswortiny
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when Unqualified Leaders confinue 1o act like fhe best

while Manipulative Leaders confinue o gain support

when Educated Leaders are porfrayed as the enemy

whie Hate Speech is being encouraged among leaders

and Free Speech is used as the defining argument by hateful
people

when Equal Opportunty is slowly dying

while Institutionalized Racism sfil has to be proven

when Denying the existence of Racism has become wel
accepted

whie Discussing Racism furns info a- controversy

and kneeling during the National Antinem isn't a “proper way 1o
protest for racism'’

when the once-defeated Confederate Flag is stil fiying high
while fhe Americon Flag is victor and will always be victor

when some scream about Black Lives Matter

while ofhers fount with Al Lives Matter

and continue 10 ignore that not everyone is freated Equally

e
7

Fatima Nevoy
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when Chnange confinues o nappen for fhe better

while some will confinue fo deny the Wrongs of this world
when i seems nothing is being learned from the Past
while many have bequn fo Embrace an efhnic diversity
and those priviieged have finally started Looking Inward

So, what is the American dream?
because It feels far from Life,
Liberty,

and the Pursutt of Happiness.

Autnor’s Commentary:

[’m an lvorian American, Iout | also appreciate tnis country. A” great countries are not
perFect, and tnat’s Wnat can mal«e tnem great at times. Tnis country nas Ioeen a rerfuge ano{
a cnance at sometning new For many, and tnat includes my Family and myse|F; nowever,
there are deep, dark tnings that are Forever l?eing ignorecl. Race issues are still a prominent
issue in this country (ancl everywnere else rea”y). “"What Is the American Dream?
explores the comqioting ideals in this country | am still trying to grasp. How can a country
so great be number one in incarceration¢ How can a country so great allow racism to
ﬂourisng How can a country so great |acl< equal nealtncarez Tnese questions come From a
place oFcuriosity and improvement. For this country to be great, it must aanow]edge its

own Faults and improve upon tnem.
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Audrey MoreloCk
Sott Apocalypse

It fhe world is to end In with a wiisper
And not witih a bang

Then who is 1o say that grief wil be fhere
To ocoupy the hearts of men who wotch?

Who's 10 say that humanity would not go back

To orchards of frut frees
Stories of old gods
And hand-sewn dresses
Dyed witn purple Inyacintin®

Who's 1o say fhat fears wil be shed
And wails wil be hheard
Instead of sighs of reliet and laughter
As tne weignt of modernity
Slipped from every shoulder?

Would lnumanty not go back 1o simplicty,
With chidren unafraid to play
Whhout an Iron fence,

Put insfead in clear streams

And unpoluted air®
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And wino is o say that people would not
prosper
From allowing nature 1o reclaim
And taking only what is needed
From the healed Earth they now call home?

Author’s commentary:

| wrote this when we were in the midst quuarantine |ast summer. | had played with the
idea of that famous quote |9y T. S Eliot that inspired the first two lines. What if the world
did end quiet|y and not all at once¢ And what if it was peacerul, and not how it is depicted

in sci-fi horror? | guess this poem sort of represents the questions | asked myseleMe
pondering a life where cities are replace(J on giant Forests, and everyone is worLing together

to cultivate the lan(J as a community. Foolishly optimistic, proloa|9|y.
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(53] Ngsh Meade
Chiseled Abs and Ancient aGeeks:

Breaking STeveoJﬂ?I
Jock or geeks It is an age-od question; af least, that is how tt

seems here in the US. Realisticaly, the idea tihat one is a jock or a
geek is probobly no oder than modern U. S. sports trodtions, which would
mean that the stereotype that lhas given middle and high scinool students
anxiety has only been around for a century or so af most. The
stereotype, of course, ls prefty simple: efner one is smart and weak or
strong and dumb. Typically, thanks to the outrignt worship of professional
athletes, being strong and dumb is considered the "befter” of fihe two
stereotypes, afnougn | would arque that nettiner s parficularly flattering,
Put, dlas, the stereotype continues poast igh scinool and info- college, and
from there info even e professional sphneres. "Gamers' are e kids
wiho never grew up, buf the thirty-something football (a game) player
who makes seven fo eighnt figures to fhrow a ball is considered a
leader’

Now, as | said, nefner stereotype is a good thing, bur clearly
Western culture has valued one sfereotype over fhe ofner, much fo the
chagrin of philosophers ancient and wmodern. Adhough particularly clear
Within the sports and gaming spinere, It moves info more ironic ferriory
the further one goes down the rabbit hole. Consider now we treaf
Holywood celebrties lie gods and goddesses descended to eartn. The
reality is that they are fheatre kids; you kinow, the kids that get bulied
from middle school fhrough college for picking something that they wil
never make a dime’ in. Or, what about musicians® The man winose
posiime i singing I igh schnool s laugned at for being effeminate, bur
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put him on a stage with some lights, and he is fhe next Harry Styles. @
And vet the stereotypes confinue.

Put this i just the surface level. This is only the perception of =
one group over another and the irony surrounding said perceptions. Sady, B
fhough, this epidemic of stereotyping has much deeper problems. So deep,
In fact, that e dichofomies of strong/weak and smart/dumb are harming =
both ends of e spectrum. To see wihy, one must 9o back many =5
fhousands of years, when the Olympics was an emerging professiondl E
postime and Winat we call modern philosophny was beginning 1o bloom. N

Storting sometime in the fifth century BC, we find a Greek man  IE
by the name of Socrates. For some fime, e wos a simple teacher and
rhetorician, asking probing questions of the eltes of Adhens, earning him
fhe name of "gadfl." Everytiing changed, though, wien tne Oracke of B
Delphi spoke. Socrates thought highly of the gods, contrary 1o what fhe
councll of Afens may have decided, and, wihen someone asked the Oracle
who tine wisest man dlive was, she said, "Socrates” He was chocked of BE
fne news, buf tnis simple prociamation led him fo become fiie founder of g
modern phiosophy that we kinow today.

As Socrates fraveled around Aiens, e slowly but surely gained o B
small troop of folowers, among whom was on Olympic wrestier known by g
his WWE name: Plato. Yes, that is right; Flato s ot actualy the name
of the man wiho wrofe the Kepublic, nor was e a frail od man, as wos E
often depicted. No, fhe man whose name Iterally frandafes fo "broad” wos g
ripped, and yet e spent his years creating some of fie most profound
philosophy that is stil as relevant today as i was fhen. We wil come E
back fo this later, but first we must falk about his star student: Aristofle. g

E
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(551 Ngsh Meqgde

Aristotle was just as prolfic as his feacher, writing books on just
about every aspect of rieforic, sclence, and philosophy. As fufor fo
Aexander the Greaf, ne had access to effectively all of the knowledge
of the world af that fime. Afnough we know litfle of winat he may have
actualy read and researched, it seems that e lhad East Asion influences
In some of his thought processes. He beliefs about the balance of mind
and body line up neorly identicaly with such ideas as Zen, Taoism, and
Yoga, which seems 10 point 10 an overlap.

Aftnough the east Asian tradtions seem 1o have pointed out tne
Importance of mind and body first, the Greek phiosophers started fo
codify and consider it in a way that became more accessible fo Western
Europe. Plafo, in the Republic, sfated fhat the Guardians (those set fo
protect fhe city) should be frained in botih music and athleficism. Aristotie
continued this frain of thought in his Nicomachean Ethics, stating the need
of both physical and mental activity in achieving eudaemonia. In many Eoast
Asian tradtions, such as Buddnism and Taoism, part of one's work is
removing the body's impediments fo achieving a higher medtative life. This
typicaly includes healfiny eating Inabifs, yoga, and ofier plysical meditofive
practices. In fact, of al of the sutras of yoga, only one speaks o
physical posture; the rest are about breathing and medtafive practices.

Of course, In ancient fimes, physical activity was more infrinsic 1o
daly Iife. One would walk mies a day 1o 9o abour dally business, like
barfering in a warketplace and visiting friends or family. Healfih and
exercise were intrinsic fo dally Ives, even i tiney dd not realize . Now,
In our dagttal age, such activity is not nearly as necessary. | can order
anytning and have it delivered fo my door within a few days. | can work
entirely from home, text friends all across the world, and engage In a
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gome With someone In Germany all witin a single day witnout leaving the
chair that | am sitfing in. Atfhough sedentary life is not the issue at hand
here, it may be one of the contribufing factors fo the slow demise of our
abiity to achieve the good Iife.

As has been pointed out by the above phiosophners and sages, o
core part of a qood life is one that is balanced. Dally exercise in
conunction with dally medtation is the path 1o peace. Yef, in typical fashion,
Western cufure has managed fo bastardize even this simple nofion. One
practices yoga without all of the medtative concepts added in, in most
cases. One spends hours medtating and ignores the need for physical
actvity. One goes 1o the gym fo “feel fhe burn’; one goes 1o the lbrary
fo read for hours in the same place. The geeks shoud never go fo the
gym for fear of being bulled; the jocks should never open a book for
feor of losing their “cool kid" vibes.

What may be even worse, however, is the infenfion of eifiher of
e extremes. As Aristotie offen poinfed ouf; fhe intention belnind an- action
5 ust as imporfant as fhe action itself. Flysical exercise is great, but not
it one Is using it 10 harass ofners. Reading and trying 1o increase one's
infeligence is wonderful, buf not it it is being done fo make snide
comments about the “fools” around oneself. This is even compounded by
the habituation of these actions. Again, Aristotie fhougint tinat Inabituation
was a good thing with good ends, but not if it began 1o control one's lite.
It one 15 going o the gym every day 1o get chiseled becouse that is
what one does, then the goodness of doing so has been lost i one
reads books at an absurdy fast rafe just because one can, one has losf
fhe purpose for reading. Cuturaly, though, we value fhese extremes. The
smartest person is the one who has read the most books, and the
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greafest afhlete is the one wino spends four lours every day in the
gym. Those dedicated 1o the extreme of their craft are the ones proised
for having done the most. Wihen one's lumantty s lost for the sake of
one's career or action, hen one is praised for being one of fhe greats
In one's craft. The best doctor is the one wiho can spend sixteen hours
five days a week af the lhospital the best writer is the one wino can
Wrife six fhousand words a day.

Of course, there is nothing wrong with being dedicated to one's
croft; nowever, there is a problem when craft supersedes humanty. The

jock whose Iife revolves around the next sports game on television and

the game they wil play in on the weekend has forfetred their humanty,
but 50 to0 lhas the geek wihose lite revolves around the next online
fournament and practicing five or six hours a day. The good life is not
pertection of a parficular craft, nor s it absolute dedicafion fo i the good
ife is filed with balance. A healfiny body creates a healtiny mind. A
healfihy mind leads one fo pursue a heafiny body. Flay soccer witih some
friends on Sofurday; read a book on Sunday. Fick a favorite footbal
player; find a favorite autinor.

And vef, we dfil uphold the extremes. And vet, tihose wiho provide
entertoinment for a living are considered to be wise and 1o be leaders.
And yet, the wisest are considered useless and foolish, and the most
foolish are considered wise. We may pretend that fhe jock and geek
porodigm disagpears Winen one becomes an aduff, bur it does not.
Streamers are mocked on late night television whle afhletes are proised
for making unfounded and ignorant comments about things they do not
understand. People wino go info philosophy are bound fo never get a job;
the student wiho lnas a ful ride fo an vy League school because they
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can throw a ball realy well is going 1o make milions. A genius i high
sehool who worked 1o gef info Harvard only fo miss out on a ful ride for
all of the work and wiho endured the mockery receives less money fhan
fhe jock at the same school becouse e can swing a bat realy wel. A
professor at a higher instiufion makes right about six figures; coaches
can make as much as eignt. A college might not have enough money 1o
buld a new bulding for the liberal arts student, but fhey most certainly do
for a new sfadum for a team that has a one and six win/loss record.
Why? Because we value entertainment; but only cerfain kinds of
enfertainment. Even fhough we love our actors and our musicians, we do
not recognize them in college like we do tihe football and basketboll
players.

Now, this may seem ke just a rant abour higner institfions, but fiis
poradigm poisons people's abilty to live fhe good Iife. The jock is expected
fo be dedicated only fo his sport, and the geek is expected o only be
dedicated to hnis chosen genre of geekdom. They both lose the good Iife.
Dedcation 1o something otner fihan oneself wil always end in a neglect of
frue happiness and goodness. To fight the poison, one must revolf. Geeks
must rise Up and get chiseled; jocks must sit down and read some
phiosophy. The only way fo fight stereotypes is o prove them wrong.
One must live indvidually, showing that sfereotypes are structures designed
only fo limi indviduals and categorize tine fundamental uniqueness of
people. Prove 1o the world that balance and indvidualty are what should
be proised, not extremist dedication and enterfoinment value.
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Bah

There are wolves in fhe Fold!
There are wolves in the Fold
They wear sheep's clothes
And because you are afraid
You don't drive fhem out
Much less, call their bluff

| kinow

| kinow

| kinow

Good God, forgive us

You think 1o yoursext

Surely, | have been deceived
And dneep have claws upon
their feet

Teeth meant for tearing meat
And a howl

That you have never found
The vocal cords to mafeh

Nargh MgcIntosh

S0, you baa, baa, boa

And repent

As you again affempt

To fle your feeth info pointy fips
And fil your lhooves with claw-like
Thorns

Yes, you screechn whle feaching
Litle ones fo do the same

And fhough i fokes a

A great amount of shame

To force the sl

To hate

Who they alreody are

You do it anyway

To profect them,

You say

You were born deproved

Bent, deformed, misshaped

So, listen 1o me, obey

And you shall be saved

Do you see those long-legged ones
How fhey fower over us

Do every single thing you must
To look, Ive and sound lke fhem
Then,

Surely,

Youll be born again

A lomb



Nargh MgcIntosh

For Talking
| wil play on words

and play on words

and play on words
SeR-SaNINg

Bock and forth

Til the world

Tis and swirls

Around me

And | want 1o say:
I am lke Jesus this way'

Put | don't

| ckip

And 9o

To hang
Like a monkey
Under bars
or

Pury

My lifle
Word weafn
In a sand box

| say,

‘Good God!
Someone could

Get kiled

For taking like that!

And God soys,

From the park bench,
1 know, baby gl

| know’

[60])
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[61] Ngsh Meqgde
I Lost Religion To Find My Faith

| lost religion stting In a pew,
Watthing the young, luled 1o sleep,
And tne od in foo deep,
As they listened 1o an old man preach his view.

| found faifh In the dead of nignt,
Waitthing tine lightining flash,

And listening 1o the thunder crash
In God's orchestra of light.

| lost religion, listening 1o fhe men
Who claimed 1o be persecuted,
For having their fatn disputed,
While siting in a cozy den.

| found faiflh waking the beach,
Hot sand under my feet

Hoping dolphins come up 1o meet

This young man trying o reach.
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| lost religion, reading affer men,
Whose only read books are the sixfy-six,

And who fhink tiney con fix
The quaims of a world with a good “amen!”

| found faifh In e philosopiny
Of men and women long dead
Whose lives were fuly led

By the principles which govern me.

| lost religion to find my foith
In places long since left;
By those wino think themselves deft
At understanding winat God will embrace.

[62]
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2 Medifation

- This was her favorite time of the day, just before dawn, when

ignt fitered over the horizon and colors were mufed. She fook her seaf
9 o the navy blue cushion, dead center on the wooden deck overlooking
= fhe ocean. The riayfimic sound of waves and periodc calls of sea birds
were, as aways, relaxing. She folded her legs in a tradtional lotus pose,
bolanced er hands on her knees, fumbs 1o index fingers, and closed
ner eyes. Took several deep breaths fo center herseff.

Breatine in, breatne ouf

High-pitthed loughter sounded from her left:

Dammitt There it is again. Thoughts disturbed her serene calm.
Off and on, for a week now, strange sounds had intruded on her
morning medation.

Just my imagination. She ook an extra deep breath, held i, and
slowly let it ouf, refusing fo break her roufine and open her eyes.

Breatine in, breatne ouf.

Anotiher lough, lower piithed and aimost gravely, closer on the
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Breatine In, breatne ouf.

Loughs, snorfs, whispers—not very loud bur persistent, coming from
al drrections. Once, she felt sometining soft brush by her face.

She ignored 1t all.

Preotine in, breatne ouf

As aways, the sounds faded out, proof it was all just her mind
frying fo dstract her.

A small smile was al she alowed herself as she sunk deeper info
a her own head

W oW oW N W
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Preotine in, breatne ouf

Preotine in—

It was quiet. Too quiet. Had the waves sfopped?

Her pulse quickened. She kept still breatining carefuly now, frying
fo hear—anything, anything at all

Notining.

Her eyes popped open.

Ugly yelow eyes, set in a big green and brown reptilan somethning,
were only inches from her own. A forked fongue flicked her nose.
She fried to scream buf couldn't. Tried fo breatie, but her ungs refused
orders. Her heart stuttered and stiled. Muscles locked info unbreakable
rigor. She froze in her medtation pose, eyes wide with horror.

The brownie sighed. "You won. | can't believe it We've been trying
all week 1o get her 1o open her eyes. Nothing worked.”

| even flew by her face and fouched her. | thougnt that would do
" A pixie grumped

The brownie, tinree pixies, and a horde of fairies ung our on the
deck raiing, studying the mediating corpse and the back of the reptiion
being standing In tront of her.

'Fools! Good medtators con shuf everything our and focus inword,
fhe bosiisk sneered. "Affer all fhe noise you made, the complete sience
Wos 100 unusual 1o ignore. OF course she opened her eyes.' He carefully
donned Inis wraparound, mirrored sunglasses, hiding his deady gaze, and
furned around. "Pay up!
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(651 Auclre\& Dorofee
Gold and siver coins went into the basiisk's pouch. Not that e
needed tne money. Bul winning this bet was just foo good an opportunity
fo miss.
One of the fairies hovered in front of the dead woman's face and
poked her in the nose with a finy spear, festing. Nothing nappened.
Pored already, they walked or flew off in search of more enfertainment.

She sat on ner navy blue cushion in the perfect medtation pose,

never 10 be dsturbed again.
e e ed 090 ﬁ%})
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Author s Commentary:

Alfter a Few deca&es onriting useFu|, Iooring, teclmica] papers, Ioooks, and reports, | dld a complete turn-
around to urban Fantasy, usua”y with a (Jarl(, twisty sense o”wmor. -H'liS story was inspired l)y my own
meditations, interrupted one morning [)y that creepy Fee|ing that you are not alone. Upon opening my
eyes, | spottecl the centipede maldng a beeline for my bare feet. We pretencl the screaming and
scramlo]ing for a shoe to beat the multi-legged monster to death did not occur.

| wrote this laterthat cJay to Ioox up my anxiety. |t worke(J, although | sti” occasiona”y cracl< an eyelid.
Just in case. My First Few pieces oF Fiction were short stories, while |ately |,ve Ioeen trying my hand at
writing novels. But | like to dash off a short piece now and then, whenever the stray, oddball thought

crosses my mind.
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