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Note from the Editors
The editors of the 2018 issue of Inscape would like to sincerely thank everyone who was a part of this year’s publication. The collection that you now hold
in your hands is the product of countless hours of passionate discussion fueled
by a sincere appreciation for literature and art. We would like to thank Sigma
Tau Delta and its advisor Dr. Johnson, Inscape’s advisor Dr. Hatwalkar, and all
of our brilliant contributors for their service. None of this would have been
possible, without the willingness and the great wealth of creativity that the students and faculty of CMU have allowed us to share.
Stories have always reflected the times in which they were written.
It could be a coming of age story about young adults using cell phones and
social media to interact with their friends and the world around them, or a science fiction tale detailing hypothetical wars fought over genetic predispositions. Storytelling has allowed authors from various time periods to hold up a
mirror to society, and truly reflect on what is wrong with the way we see ourselves, as well as the way we treat others. In this collection, you will find several stories about what it is like to grow up in a time of superficial standards
regarding physical appearance, expectations of maturity and responsibility,
and possible versions of the future based on the divisions we see in our own
society right now. It is important to reflect on the world we live in, and to document the struggles that we all go through. We are products of our time, and
this edition of Inscape is meant to serve as a record and report of the world we
inhabit during this era. Enjoy.
Dylan Lewis
Ryley Lyons
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in • scape / in-skeip/ n.
Word coined by British poet Gerard Manley Hopkins for the individual or
essential quality of a thing; the uniqueness of an observed object, scene,
event, etc.
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First Place Poetry
A Martyr, A Saint by Brittany Lawson
My father is tired,
After two decades
Of standing on concrete floors,
And having his dreams
Cashed in before they pay off.
He is the reality of the
American dream: jaded, swollen-footed,
Lighting a cigarette, in hopes
The smoke will choke the last
Dregs of life out of him.
I measure his happiness by the
Butts in the ashtray, and
Long for those days when
There were none to count.
Those days come and go
Without me.
I notice he is thinning again,
When I treat him to dinner
On his forty-second birthday.
He is not a corpse, but he is
My patron saint.
I am sick with wonder —
Will he think of me as another
Woman that leaves him?
How can I show him that
I am the one who stays?
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Second Place Poetry
Novocain by Christina Schatz
Sun beams timidly light the room.
Undisturbed dust particles drift
Aimlessly;
Unbothered by the sun’s rays,
And knowing no fear of the dark.
They feel nothing.
I feel nothing.
Novocain.
There is no pleasure here.
Happiness is a stretch,
A pulled muscle,
But there is no pain.
I have no need to go,
But no desire to stay.
I watch the dust fall slowly.
Settle.
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Third Place Poetry
Stress by Miranda Dahman
Some days it’s
wave after turbulent wave
One hundred feet tall
battering the tiny lifeboat;
taking away piece by piece,
no breakwall to protect you.
Sometimes you frantically bail,
sometimes you watch the boat take on drafts,
waiting to be drowned in it;
it feels like you’re a fathom deep,
but you aren’t done yet.
Other days, the sea is calm,
and the sky is beautiful;
and you set adrift,
but, batten down the hatches,
you know it’ll come
no matter how well you prepare.
You know
the storms will stop
once you reach dry land,
if only you could see it.
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Renewal
By Brittany Lawson
At the mouth of the ocean, you were like a child,
Slipping in the sand as you ran to touch the waves.
You choked on salt as it bored into your tongue,
Sputtering and trying to spit it back.
The sand filled your bed, so there was no room for you.
You scooped it into a bottle, and left.
(Coming home, coming home)
In the desert you tamed tumbleweeds,
Flattening wiry diaspores with your fingers.
You tried to understand the secrets within them.
You could not decipher their legend, it was not for you.
You thought the branches were a map,
And, so, you hurried where they led.
(Coming home, coming home)
At the foot of the mountains, you were a pilgrim,
Pressing your forehead to the dirt between tree roots.
They taught you their songs, and you listened and wept,
As though the meaning of life had been placed at your feet.
With hands you thought had been healed by prophets,
You packed your suitcases, and turned back.
(Coming home, coming home)
All this time, you have been searching for answers
Outside of your body and beyond.
In the fields, city parks, canyons, and valleys,
There is one thing you have learned:
You are the map — you have always been the map.
Home, home, coming home.
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Joy Burns
By Rachael McCorkell
Joy can burn like fire.
Once,
I held pure joy in my arms.
It was small and still,
and I held on.
Even
when the nurses tried
to take it away,
I shook my head, and tightened my grip.
I knew
that, if I let joy out of my grasp,
I would wake up;
a dream of him still burning
behind my eyelids.
Nothing left
but a memory and an empty cradle;
a closet piled high with crocheted blankets,
a dark room littered with tiny trinkets,
and a vacant stare.
I know,
joy burns like fire,
and leaves only ashes behind.
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The Grass Isn’t Always Greener
By Rachel Buyck
High school.
Blue eyes, blonde hair.
Expectations are heavy on my shoulders.
The spotlight is burning my skin.
Let me escape.
Hallway.
Their eyes pierce my back.
Head up, I walk quickly, avoiding their eyes.
Let me disappear for today.
Go away!
Home.
I’m alone
In a building without windows.
My thoughts overtake me.
Someone, come surround me!
Alone.
What do I want?
Seen or not seen? Neither make me happy.
The grass isn’t always greener.
What do I want?
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Quaver
By Catherine Barnard
I hear music as twinkling stars.
There is a bright crispness to the notes.
They feel like gazing at a flickering flame.
Rhythmic, but
Abrupt
Ly changing; creating alluring unpredictability.
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Runner’s High
By Daymean Probst
Life is a morning jog.
Some runs are anticipated for days, weeks, or months;
feeling rejuvenated from a good night’s rest.
The perfectly brisk, cod air adds to the joy and excitement,
and the birds chirp a morning melody that resonates all around.
Running by strangers, exchanging smiles,
“Good morning,” I say, and I mean it.
Other runs are dreaded; a struggle to get out of bed.
The late night-early morning transitions drain all energy.
The once beautiful song of the birds is now a headache intensifier.
The cold, sharp breeze cuts at a sore throat like a knife.
Every step screams an ache or a pain.
Why do I do this to myself?
For the good mornings.
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State Sadness
By Dalton King
The clock shows five seconds left, five yards to go.
Clap! Both teams break their huddle,
Steam rolling off the players into the fall air.
In the trenches, the beasts’ knuckles are white.
The honcho scouts his opponents formation.
Red eighty — Fifty-two is the Mike! — Red eighty! Set! HIKE!
Pads collide, spin move to the outside,
Called down on the line of scrimmage.
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Anguish
By Maria Montañés Arbó
I see in you a Goodness of the Olympus incarnated here —
the Earth. I see your long hair like gold spikes
cascading over your soft shoulders,
dazzling my eyes that always thirst for beauty.
I keep pushing myself out of your
hindered presence by fear to evince,
my prohibited attraction to your feminine,
statutory body that I share the genre with.
I wish, in this sublime instant, that you had the power
to immobilize everyone who, by ignorant prejudice,
deprives my soul of admiring yours with no anguish.
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Trapped
By Nathaniel Liddy
My eyes found a sliver of light, in the dark room that served as my cage.
I could smell the fresh, cool air clashing with the stagnant atmosphere, as I
pressed my face — smashed my face — to the tiny line of hope.
I squeezed my eyes shut, as my nostrils flared open, readily accepting the
tendrils of power and life that the small crack offered; almost as if to tease me
a sample of heaven, before being crashed back down into my dismal reality.
My knuckles squeezed tight to the white color that my crimson eyes should
be; they grasped invisible reins to a chariot that carried me away from my
captivity.
I relished the feeling of hot blood coursing through my veins to return to the
pulsating Crock-Pot that functioned as my heart.
My dilated, bloodshot eyes opened to the familiar mahogany desk that I
served like a slave.
No, not like a slave, I thought, as I wiped my nose clean, and got back to work.
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Student
By Emilee Long
Graduate high school
With honors, and don’t forget
Dual credit. Make sure you get
Scholarships. Get a job to show
You can handle it all.
Get into a good college.
Be on the Dean’s List
Every semester. Take as many hours as they allow.
You might graduate
Early. Join a club and a social group,
And, probably, the association for your major.
Be friends with your roommate, but make sure to get out,
And meet other people. Study
As much as you can, but still look
For more scholarships! Workout, you don’t want to gain
The “freshman fifteen.” Find some leadership positions
For your resume. Apply for an internship
And work study, and don’t ever miss
Class. Graduate
With honors,
Again,
And make sure you get cords.
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Winter
By Maria Montañés Arbó
Spring won’t let
winter lovers die,
but summer has arrived,
and razed everything.
You speak about the sun,
you put your hair in a disheveled bun,
you paint your toenails in blue,
you laugh more than before,
and, meanwhile,
you love me less.
I take refuge in poems,
and write about February.
I miss the rain
and the taste of your jersey,
and, meanwhile,
I love you more.
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Waltz of Autumn
By Catherine Barnard
Reaching high, you rustle crispy, red leaves from sparse treetops.
They swirl down on your breath like the snowflakes soon to come.
Against the damp Earth, you ask the drifting, loose leaves to dance.
The leaves say yes, and the two of you,
Entangled gently,
Waltz.
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Sky Castle
By Jagur McBee
Up in the sky, the castle floats high
On a cloud white and bright, laid out in a grand circle.
The glowing streets are shrouded in mist.
Tallest in the center, the silver towers stand.
With windows glinting white in the light
of the blood red sun rising on the horizon;
Returning from doubt, justifying the night.
Stolen by those without,
the memories of a criminal were viewed.
Now, they are driven by his reckless greed,
Sent out, and absorbed by the inhabitants above.
The small has become mighty, that of the petty thief
Now residing in the king’s court on high.
Below, the greed becomes too much to shoulder,
And the master’s whip lashes out faster.
The unjust decrees flow in hellish torrent,
proclaimed above the cries of those who hear.
In mines and fields, late in ramshackle homes, slaves whisper.
In cobblestone streets, ears turn, and lips draw near, as ideas spread.
Small, shining seeds of hope are sewn in the fields instead, and dreams
Of freedom, shapeless silhouettes, duel with thoughts of fear.
Now, this light
Shining from the red sun shades the clouds crimson.
The castle is stormed.
The reign of blood is ended in blood.
Those dirty and spent, with ragged clothes,
The peasants, claim the luxury they made;
Walking the streets of mist, with justice served, as the king lay dead
In the shining castle, the maroon clouds fading to pink, to white.
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First Place Short Fiction
The Gene War by Christina Schatz
Anya sat on her sofa with her back against the arm rest, her legs stretching out across the length of it. She vacantly watched as drop after drop of water fell from a leak in the ceiling, smacking loudly against the cheap fabric of
the sofa. The only other sounds were the occasional crack of thunder, which
was followed by the rattling of their small house and,then, the soft pattering of
rain on the tin roof. Lightning flashed often enough, illuminating the dark living space for a few seconds before settling back into darkness. Anya picked
at her fingernails, lost in thoughts of a different life.
Thunder sounded again, and, at the same time, a hand settled on Anya’s
shoulder. She leapt forward off the sofa, barely stifling a scream, remembering her three-year-old daughter sleeping soundly only a few feet away.
As she turned around to see who the intruder was, she heard a familiar
voice whisper, “Sorry, love. I didn’t mean to startle you.” It was only Grey.
Lightning flashed, lighting up his silhouette. Anya let out a breath she
didn’t realize she had been holding. The blood thundering behind her ears
slowed to a soft roar, and her heart rate returned to a normal rhythm.
“That’s okay,” she murmured, crossing the small space to stand next to
him. “I was distracted.”
“I couldn’t sleep either,” he reassured her, taking a hold of her hand, and
pulling her close.
“When do we ever sleep?” She asked, but it was a rhetorical question.
They were both fully aware that their lack of sleep had nothing to do with the
ongoing storm.
Anya rested her head against his shoulder, and they stood together
quietly, taking in the peace of the moment. The chaos of the thunder cleared
their thoughts, and the rain seemed to wash away their problems. There were
some people who lived a life where they could afford to cower in the wake of
a storm, and, then, there were people who knew this tumultuous storm was the
absolute least of their worries. Those were the people who were considered
dirty, tainted, impure, diseased. People who were exiled for something that
was out of their control. People like Anya.
She snuck a peek up at Grey from the crook of his shoulder. He had fair,
blond hair and gentle, blue eyes. His face was handsome and masculine, featuring a strong jaw, sharp nose, and high cheekbones. His skin was deeply
tanned, and he was built from several years of manual labor. He was only
twenty-seven, a year older than Anya. From the looks of him, he appeared to
be a decent man, and he was. At least, Anya knew so. He had an old soul and
a heart of gold. He was brilliant for the education that they had received, but
he’d never get the chance to prove himself worthy of leaving this wretched
place.
He was infected with the Transgressor Gene, and so was Anya. They
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were both condemned to spend the rest of their lives in one of the seventy
gene camps spread across the country.
Seventy-five years ago, a civil war erupted. There had been ongoing research for a gene linked to violence and criminal intent. When the Transgressor Gene was found, some people wanted to cut the infected individuals apart
from everyone else, guilty of crime or not. It lasted for eight years, and ended
as the bloodiest war American soil had ever seen. Less than fifty percent of
the original population survived the war, and seventy-five percent of the survivors were what researchers considered pure. Individuals with the Transgressor Gene were severely outnumbered, and the war itself dug their grave even
deeper. Thus, the birth of surveillance and gene camps.
Ever since the end of the war, any human born in America must be
tested for the gene. If they test positive, they are,then, raised in the hospital of
their birth until the age of six. After that, they are shipped off to a gene camp
with a group of other children around the same age, where every aspect of
their life is under constant surveillance.
The gene was coined the jailbird gene as slander, in the first few years,
but the term was never too far off, considering that gene camps are essentially community prisons. Life in camps wasn’t impossible, but it was suffocating.
They were self-ran, growing their own crops, and running any shops or businesses that varied from camp to camp. The pure nation refused to share their
food with the dirty commonality. The same went for their currency, fabrics,
and furniture. It wasn’t a bad life, if you were in the right camp, but it wasn’t a
privileged life either.
A sudden knocking ended Anya’s peace, and, in its place, panic
bloomed. No one ever visits after the sun sets, let alone at two in the morning
in the middle of a storm. Her stomach churned. There was something wrong.
The knock sounded again, more urgent this time.
“Anya. It’s Elise. Please hurry, it’s crucial.”
Anya flew to the door, yanking the chain from its latch, and pulling it
open. Elise hurried inside, shutting and chaining the door behind her.
“What is it?” Anya and Grey both said in unison.
Elise was one of their most trusted friends. She was twenty-six, the same
age as Anya. They were both transferred to this gene camp at the same time,
and had been inseparable since. Elise helped her and Grey maintain their
biggest secret, risking her life alongside theirs. For Elise to come at night in
a storm, with sorrow and fear fighting for dominance in her eyes, there was
nothing good to come from this.
“They are doing another surveillance,” Elise whispered, her voice grave.
Anya’s stomach dropped. “But they just did one. They are two weeks
early.”
“I’m afraid they know about Novalee. The guards are looking specifically
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for you both. Someone must have seen her, and reported it.”
“How close are they?” Anya asked, deadpan.
“They have already completed surveillance of my quadrant. They are
working through, as we speak. I don’t think they know she is here with you. If
we move quick enough, I can hide her beneath my floors for a few days until I
can smuggle her out with a clean family,” Elise whispered, defeated.
“Oh God.” Anya turned to Grey. “Pack her a bag, Grey. Pack all of her
things. I’m going to go wake her.”
Anya hurried to the only bedroom in their small house. Before she woke
Novalee, she rummaged through the top drawer of her dresser until she found
what she was looking for. Then, as gently as she could manage, she knelt by
the edge of the bed where her sweet Novalee was still fast asleep.
“Novalee,” Anya breathed, gently stroking the side of her face, “Wake up
for me, love.”
She gave a big yawn, stretching her arms above her head. Her eyes fluttered open softly, still groggy with sleep.
“What’s wrong, momma?”
Anya’s chest clenched. “Nothing’s wrong, baby. Mommy and daddy have
to go on a business trip for a little while, and I need you to stay with Aunt Elise
while we are away. Does that sound fun?” Anya mustered a soft smile.
“Aunt Elise?” Novalee squealed with excitement, sitting up straight.
“Yes, Aunt Elise.” Anya smiled, and pulled Novalee towards her for a
hug. Novalee’s small arms wrapped around her neck delicately. “But only if
you are really, really good.” She pulled Novalee back to look into her eyes.
“I’m always good, momma.”
“I know you are, but you have to listen to everything Aunt Elise tells you.
Do you understand?” Anya made her voice soft, arching a brow.
Novalee tossed her head back carelessly, and laughed with her entire
little body. “That’s a funny face, momma.”
Anya gave a gentle laugh as she watched her only daughter try to make
the same silly face. Remembering their crunch for time, Anya handed Novalee
the picture she had rummaged from the dresser.
“We are going to be gone for a long time, but we are going to miss you
so, so much. Anytime you miss daddy and I, you give this picture a bigggg
hug, okay?”
Novalee took the picture, and smashed it to her chest, nodding wildly.
“Okay, we’ve got to go now. Let’s go find Aunt Elise!” Throat thick with
emotion, Anya picked Novalee up, resting her on her hip, and carried her out
to where Grey and Elise were waiting for them.
“Hi, Aunt Elise.” Novalee grinned.
“Hi, baby. Are you ready?”
Novalee nodded, reaching for Elise. Grey took a hold of Novalee, saying his goodbyes swiftly. After one more hug, Anya gave Elise a sharp nod,

25

her cue to leave. Elise nodded, a silent promise that she would look after their
little girl.
No sooner than Grey shut the door behind Elise, sirens sounded, calling
for lock down, and signifying the start of an unexpected surveillance.
Anya and Grey looked at each other. If Elise had even been one second
later, they might not have managed to get Novalee out in time. Grey reached
over, and gave Anya’s hand a squeeze. No words needed to be spoken between them. They both understood things did not look promising for them.
Their only consolation was that Novalee might have a chance at a better life,
and that was the only thing that mattered.
In the camps, there were only a handful of rules that were strictly enforced. One, marriage was not allowed. Any marriage containing one infected
individual was not recognized by the state. Two, there was no procreation allowed in order to stop the spread of the gene. The idea was to eliminate the
gene entirely, because it led to a damaged society. Thirdly, there was no leaving the camps once you were placed into one. Not even so much as a transfer
to a different camp.
Anya, Elise, and Grey had been lucky in the camp they were assigned to.
Here, the guards rarely concerned themselves with the camp residents. They
did their monthly raid to ensure no pregnancies were occurring, and, then,
went about their way. They considered themselves too clean for the likes of
people in the camps, and it worked greatly to the people’s advantage.
Anya and Grey married six years ago. Even though it wasn’t recognized
by the state, it was recognized in camp. The guards didn’t care enough to shut
it down. Novalee wasn’t planned, but there was no way they were giving her
up. Anya hid the pregnancy exceptionally well, but, with lazy guards, it wasn’t
as challenging as it could have been. With that, Elise had found that the flooring in her home could be removed easily, and replaced without suspicion.
Grey had taken a few weeks off from working in the crop fields to fix Elise’s
floors. Rather, he built a small, homey shelter that could comfortably fit eight
to ten people.
After Novalee was born, they moved quickly to take her to the space beneath Elise’s floors, during surveillance. For three years, she went unnoticed.
Anya feared this day would come, but, as long as Novalee was safe, she
was unafraid. They could do nothing, if they couldn’t find her.
Only a few minutes had passed since the sirens began blaring before
their frail door was kicked in. Wood splintered everywhere, and a stampede
of guards flooded their living space, making the area seem much smaller than
it already was. Harsh lights trained on Anya’s face, blinding her, and, even
though she couldn’t see, she could hear the sharp clinking of fancy weaponry,
no doubt, also pointed at her. Rain poured into the small area through the
open door.
“Anya Blain and Grey Roger’s residence?” a voice barked from beneath
the thick, white body suits the guards always wore.
“Yes,” Anya answered, proud that her voice didn’t quiver like her bottom
lip.
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“Place your hands above your head where we can see them. You both
are under arrest for treason.”
Anya slowly raised her arms above her head, careful not to make any
sudden movements, knowing all too well the guards were trigger happy.
“Treason?” she heard Grey ask. She couldn’t see him with the light in
her eyes, but she could still feel him next to her.
“Treason,” a different guard scoffed. “For harboring an infected child
when it is strictly against the law to procreate with destructive genes.” They
made having a family sound completely treacherous.
A guard approached Anya, and jerked her hands from her head, wrenching them behind her back, and securing them there with cuffs, all while trying
to maintain the least amount of contact with her.
She almost laughed, but she bit it off. They acted like she was contagious
or something, and the big, white suits they wore wouldn’t protect them from
the gene that lurked in the nuclei of her cells.
With a sharp tug at her elbow, Anya was being led out of her home, Grey
following close behind, out into the rain. As she was forced to walk up the
center of her camp like a prize winning pony, the others who had survived the
unexpected surveillance pressed their noses against their windows, curious to
see who fell victim to this surveillance.
The guards marched her at least a mile down the road, possibly farther,
until they approached what she only assumed were vehicles from the stories
she had heard. They were thunderous machines, making more noise than the
storm and the sirens combined. The one she was being guided towards had
gigantic wheels that stopped at her waist and a huge metal box sitting on the
back of it. The guards tossed her into the box, and not gently either. With her
arms bound behind her back, she wasn’t able to catch her fall, and landed
sideways on her shoulder. She grimaced.
Two guards climbed in behind her, neither one of them helping her
right herself. They took a seat on either side of her. She couldn’t tell where
they were looking through the face shields they wore, but she had no doubt
they were glaring at her. Especially with how their fingers twitched on the
triggers of the guns that were strategically placed in their laps in such a way
that the barrels were both pointed directly at her.
The ride was long and daunting; she wondered if Grey was in the box on
the other vehicle, experiencing the same treatment.
By the time the vehicle stopped moving, she had decided it was a miracle she was still alive. Every time they whipped around a curve, she would
slide across the floor, and the guards would tense, fingers ready on their trigger. She knew how easily her death could be dismissed as an accident, and
never looked into again. Not that she was sure she would survive the next few
days, but at least she would die for the right reasons, and not in a moving box.
The thought brought her back to Novalee, hoping that she was safe, and
would have the chance to live a better life.
With extremely limited resources, Grey had an insurmountable amount
of knowledge. He told Anya once that there was a chance Novalee could have
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pure genes, even if she was the child of two infected parents. It was hard for
her to follow, but the jailbird gene had two forms; she thought the term might
have been allele, but she couldn’t quite recall it.
When inheriting the gene, a child receives one allele from the mother
and, then, the other allele from the father. One of the jailbird alleles is stronger than the other, so, if even just one of the stronger allele is inherited, then,
unfortunately, the jailbird gene is active, and can be identified through the
surveillance technology. However, the other allele silences the gene entirely,
and it can no longer be identified through surveillance, but only if that child
inherits both of the silencing alleles together. If they only have one silencing
allele, then the other jailbird allele will prove to be more dominant.
So there was a chance, a very small chance, that, if both Anya and Grey
had one of each allele, Novalee could have inherited both silencing alleles,
and be accepted into the pure society.
It was the only thought that Anya clung to, as she was hauled to her feet,
and paraded through a tunnel of outraged citizens, all wearing white to signify
their clean genomes.
Anya glanced around the crowd anxiously, looking for Grey. He wasn’t
anywhere in her line of sight, and she tried not to let that worry her. Of course,
they would keep them separated; their crime was a partnership. The Enforcers
wouldn’t want them conspiring together.
The shouting finally quieted, as Anya was urged into a big, concrete
building, the doors slid open and, then, shut behind her electronically. They
proceeded to walk through a maze of hallways, and passed an impossible
number of people, clad in their white clothing, and sneering at her with upturned noses. Even if she wanted to make a run for it, she wouldn’t know which
way to go. She couldn’t even recall if she had seen a window or an “exit this
way” sign, if those even existed.
What seemed like hours later, the guards finally released their grip of
her elbow, shoving her with more force than necessary into a concrete room.
One of the guards stepped into the cell, and used a set of keys at his belt to
remove her cuffs.
“You have the right to remain silent,” he recited, attaching his keys back
to his belt. “Everything you say can, and will, be held against you. You will
stand trial amongst the Enforcers, at a later date. Until then, you will remain
here.” He pressed a button on the wall outside the cell, and a barred gate slid
from one side of the wall, and connected to the other side. It sealed with an
audible click.
Anya cradled her wrists, sore from the cuffs, and glanced around the
concrete room. It was easily larger than her entire home, and there were no
windows. A steel commode was in the far right corner, a sink next to it (two
more things she had only ever heard of in stories). On the left wall, there was a
steel platform she assumed was the designated bed.
Surprisingly enough, there was also a small mirror hanging over the
sink. As she moved closer, her reflection appeared. Again, she coughed to
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cover a laugh. Here, the people had crisp, clean faces, perfectly straightened
hair, and wrinkle free clothing. Then there was Anya. Her hair dripped, sopping wet down the length of her back, falling in dark, tangled ringlets. Dark,
purple circles framed her eyes, emphasizing the green of her irises. Her lips
were chapped and peeling. Her clothes were soaked and more comparable to
cheap rags than actual clothing.
Looking at her reflection, there was almost no question why she was
shipped off to the camp. She looked exactly like she had inherited bad genes;
she looked like trouble.
Anya turned away from the mirror, crestfallen. She sat on the steel platform, back pressed to the wall, and pulled her knees up to her chest. She
watched as the pure passed by outside her cell, clinging to hope that Novalee
would one day walk amongst them, experiencing a trouble free life.
The days passed in a blur of food trays and trips to the steel toilet. They
gave her two meals a day, shoving the tray through a little slot at the bottom of
her door. Even if the food had tasted fine, she never touched it, too preoccupied with her thoughts to be hungry. She rarely slept, and only when her eyes
grew too heavy to keep open. She spent her time watching the way the pure
interacted with one another.
One woman had specifically caught her attention. She was younger,
maybe in her twenties as well, but it was hard to tell when the pure aged so
gracefully. She had long, waist length, blonde hair, perfectly straight like all
the others. She was tall, slender, and dainty. However, that’s not what caught
Anya’s attention. The woman had exactly the same gentle shade of blue in her
eyes as Grey. She only noticed because, unlike everyone else that would pass
her cell, this woman always made eye contact with Anya.
On the fourth day, after her second meal had been dropped off, Anya
rose from her bed to slide the tray back out of her cell. During this time — she
assumed it was dinner — the traffic was the slowest. Only one or two people
passed within the hour.
As Anya knelt down to send her tray back through the slot, a hand settled on top of her own, startling her. It was the woman with Grey’s eyes.
Anya yanked her hand away. Why did this woman just touch her? Was
she trying to cause a scene? She looked around, but saw there was no one
else in the vicinity besides them.
Feeling bold for the first time in four days, Anya spoke, “What do you
want?”
“I’m going to help you,” she stated, voice sweet as honey.
Anya scoffed aloud, “And exactly how do you plan on doing that?”
“I’m Grey’s sister Elaine. I have your daughter Novalee, at my home, and
she is safe.” Anya’s eyes widened, and she tried to speak, but Elaine hushed
her. “There is not enough time to explain everything, but your daughter is
pure. There is a resistance building, Anya. There is hope. For you, for Grey,
for Novalee. I have to go, but I wanted you to know there is hope for another
future.” She shoved the tray of food back through its slot towards Anya. “Eat,
please. You’ll need strength.” Then, as quick as she appeared, she vanished.
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Second Place Short Fiction
The Monarch by Brittany Lawson
Note from the author: The boxes are the name of the main character. The character is the god of death, and has many names. The boxes are used to signify
all names for all gods of death from all mythology and cultures.
The Monarch was dead. █’s knuckles were pale from strain around her
thin neck, veined darkly like cracked porcelain. She had not struggled.
She had been the Matriarch of the Sixth World. She was small like a human child, with unruly tangles of hair that heaped at her feet. The oceans, deserts, and forests that had once danced through her hair and skin had faded,
leaving her corpse a blank canvas.
█ laid her flat against the theatre floor, watching as the constellations
faded from her black eyes. She had used her last breath to whisper encouragements to him. He arranged the thick sheets of hair around her body to
return that kindness.
The Monarch had always been kind. █ had been there when Prima
granted the goddess her first breath. The world the young goddess created
had been luscious and green, vibrant with millions of diverse creatures. When
the Monarch had set her world spinning, they had agreed that █ would conclude it when she began to wilt.
█ had known the moment her wilting began. Ice caps melted, animals
went extinct en masse, oceans rose, and volcanoes erupted unpredictably.
There were earthquakes, tsunamis, mudslides, and devastating hurricanes.
The wilting was early. The Monarch only thrived for four eons.
Thick, red gashes fresh with dark blood painted the Monarch’s arms. █
wondered after them silently, measuring their length with long, narrow fingers.
A light flickered in the large, dark room around them. Stepped rows of
folding seats rose beside them. The wall at their other side was covered with
projections of small creatures. Butterflies, she had called them. They batted
their appendages to move through the open air.
█ whispered a final goodbye to the Monarch, before rising. The job had
only just begun.
The floor was sticky. There was a small band of white light, pouring from
beneath a door. A glowing, red light above showed that it was the exit into the
rest of the Sixth World. As the door opened, the pressure increased.
White, hot light poured around █, enveloping the still silence of the
pocket where the Monarch had died. Slowly, the Sixth World became clear.
Waves of heat reflected off of abandoned vehicles in an empty, cracked street.
The soil was parched and pale. A few scraggly vines crawled up the walls of
ruined buildings.
There was an anxious flurry of life that pulsed in the air. █ could feel life,
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but could not see it. For the inhabitants of the Sixth World, life had been ending almost one hundred years, yet the Monarch had only perished moments
ago.
None of the Monarch’s beloved creatures milled about in the forsaken
town. █ walked further out into the heat, observing empty, metal carts and billowing, plastic bags.
A mournful cry cut into the day’s heat. The sound was harsh, and panged
with sorrow and with hunger. A few winged insects buzzed into action. Nothing else stirred.
█ followed the cry, contemplating if a creature that sounded so sorrowful
would appreciate an ending.
Along the cracked asphalt street, there was a small building with white
siding and a lone street-facing window boarded with wooden planks. The crying grew closer, as █ stepped through the green door that hung wide open on
busted hinges.
Everything inside was coated in a layer of brown dust, and pieces of
furniture were arranged haphazardly. Debris littered the floor, throughout the
building. A small, black insect scuttled away, as █ approached the middle of
the room.
A human woman was lying face down, one hand stretched outward past
her head. █ crouched down beside her, observing. She had not been dead
long. She was not the source of the wailing, however.
█ stood again, following the crying into a hallway. Harsh sunlight poured
into the room, and much of the heat from outside was trapped inside. There
was a chipped, wooden cradle pushed against the far wall. A small human
child stood inside. He was not an infant, but he did not appear capable of
regular speech. His face was red from strain, and tears and mucous coated his
face.
█ hesitated.
The child was small and filled with life. His crying grew softer, and he
sniffled, his body still shaking from the efforts of his tantrum. He reached a
slimy hand outward, questioning. His fingers were small with dirty, little nails,
and his wide, dark eyes were not afraid.
█ glanced around the rest of the room, coming to a wooden dresser.
There were not many articles within it, but a woolen pair of winter gloves
would serve well enough.
With the gloves covering any exposed flesh, █ approached the cradle.
The child watched, and █ watched. Neither moved for a long moment, until
the child reached out, asking to be lifted from his wooden prison. █ obliged.
Clutching the child close revealed the bloated curve of his stomach. He
was starving. He required food and water. █ began to search. The boy helped
to open cabinets in the small house, sucking on the fingers of his hand.
A plastic bottle of water and a metal can the woman had clutched beneath her body served as the boy’s meal. █ used a knife to open the can, and
used a white, plastic spoon to assist the child in consuming its contents.
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The pair shared silence. They communicated through gestures. As the
night drew closer, █ had an anxious feeling. Something writhing and sinister
was approaching the small, deserted town.
The boy did not complain, as they departed, waving a grubby hand
at the dead woman’s body until she was out of sight. Deranged howling and
cackling laughter echoed off of the buildings, the sounds bouncing until they
were deafening. There was something familiar and suffocating in the air, ushered in by an explosive, bugling call.
█ held the boy on a hip, carrying him away from the town, and, into the
wasteland beyond. He was quiet, his large, round eyes watching shadows
leaping across the walls.
As they left the town behind, another feeling tugged █ from within the
wastes. There were more humans to the north. The night grew cold, as they
wandered toward the feeling.
The child whined for warmth that █ could not provide. They stopped
beside an old vehicle, the hood of it painted with a white skull adorned with
antlers, and █ built a small fire to warm him. He consumed a second can of
food, sweet smelling, yellow wedges, before closing his eyes to sleep.
█ watched the night, guarding the defenseless child. The fire had drawn
interest from the humans █ had sensed when they had fled the town. A small
group of them drew nearer.
The child snored softly, painted orange in the firelight. █ watched him
for a moment longer, before carefully stroking his springy hair. He didn’t stir.
As the bugling sounded again, █ was reminded of how much work needed to be done in the town they had left behind. The boy could have a long
life, perhaps one of the last to do so. The humans approaching from the north
would accept him. They would raise him; he would live.
The Jackal was waiting when █ returned. The bugling call leaped from
brick to brick, ringing in the laughter of the humans pillaging the town. There
was a tall building with a bell tower and a metal bell that glinted wickedly in
the firelight. The door opened, into complete darkness, the pressure shifting
again. Once inside, the humans raucous was forgotten.
The words entered █’s head without being spoken. It is a shame. These
creatures are fun.
█ searched the darkness for the voice. “The Monarch was wilting.”
“So soon?”
“Too soon.”
The Jackal emerged from the darkness. His face was long and canine,
composed of white bone with vast elk-like antlers atop. His body was a mass
of rust colored fur with a thick, black mantle. His jaws, full of gruesomely
sharp teeth, did not move when he spoke.
The Jackal gesticulated wildly with a taloned hand. She squandered her
time. This world is juvenile.
Most worlds thrived for at least seven eons. The Monarch had wilted,
after only four. █ had suspected something amiss upon arriving. There was no
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surprise that the God of desolation and anguish would be involved.
“You won’t be allowed creation after this, brother.”
“There wasn’t enough conflict, or enough blood.”
The Jackal circled █ predatorily. His talons twitched in anticipation. The
clack of bone was the only sound beyond their voices.
“Everything within this world will perish, and you are within it, brother.”
“Your compassion for the human ruins you. You’re making a mistake,
Azra’il.”
█ removed the gloves that had protected the human child.
“The mistake was yours for interfering, brother.”
“Your death alone will sustain me for eons.”
The Jackal loped toward █. The momentum of his stride sent them to the
wooden floor, splintering the boards. Sharp claws tore into █’s body, drawing
an ooze of thick, black blood from each puncture.
█ was thrown across the chapel as easily as a feather, denting the plaster
of the wall. Dust and debris filled the air. Before the Jackal could lunge again,
█ rose from the floor. Their bodies collided.
The battle was over, the moment the Jackal touched █’s sallow flesh. Life
poured from the Jackal’s face where █ touched him, the smooth bone growing
colder, and crumbling to powder. He writhed, his massive body thrashing for
survival. He squealed harshly, and his pained cries caused █ disorientation.
As the Jackal deteriorated, █ lowered their bodies to the ground.
The Jackal begged. Mercy, brother!
█ watched, as the God was reduced to a heap of fur and pale, white dust.
“They will not suffer your torment any longer, brother. Rest, now.”
█ lingered by the remains for a long time. The erratic hum of life that
had buzzed began to fade into a distant, but insistent, tug.
Lethargic from pain, and still oozing blood, █ returned to the Sixth
World. The air condensed.
The world beyond the Jackal’s pocket showed no resemblance to the
one the child had lived within. Dunes of golden sand rose upward into a black
sky hung thick with clouds. The world was quiet, without the hum of insects. █
could not feel the skitter of rodents or the slither of reptiles. The Sixth World
was nearly ended.
The world’s satellite seemed farther away, reflecting little light to illuminate the land. The small tug of life, youthful and familiar, pulled █ over the
dunes slowly. The bleeding would slow, and the wounds would heal. Death
could not die.
There was no water in sight. The desert stretched onward, as far as the
eye could see, in all directions. There were no plants, and the sand reached
upward to swallow what remained of buildings and towns.
The sun rose, bloated and red, burning the Earth. The winds picked up,
throwing sand and dust into the air. █ continued toward the small tug of life
blindly. It was growing nearer, the force of it becoming stronger.
When the wind stopped, and the dust settled back to the Earth, a field
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of thick, purple flowers extended down into a steep valley. Within the field
was the shell of a building peering crookedly from the Earth, caked in golden
dust. The suns violent heat glinted off of a small pool of water, near it.
The purple flowers pulled █ forward into the meadow. They tugged with
the pull of life that had propelled █ across the desert. It seemed, at first, that
the flowers were all that was left of the Monarch’s creation.
Halfway through the meadow, a figure came into view: a human, cloaked
in long, shapeless garments, carrying a woven basket of some kind. When she
noticed █, the basket fell from her hands.
They stood motionless, for several, long moments, watching each other.
A glimmer of recognition crossed the woman’s face, and she beckoned for █
to come closer.
“Come. Get out of the sun.”
█ obliged her, following her into the building, which was plunged beneath many layers of earth upon closer observation. The inside was bare except for a worn rug, a few crude cups, and other utensils.
“I haven’t seen another person in some years.”
The woman’s voice was thick, when she spoke. It was likely she had not
used it in a long while. █ watched her curiously, as she moved about. She was
distributing strange fruits onto plates, and scrubbing at cups with her fingers,
as if to clean them.
She offered a cup to █. The water she had collected from the pool was
cool and soothing.
“Where did you come from? Are there others?”
“From the west. I am the only one.”
The woman nodded, drinking the water from her cup.
“I am Taram. What are you called?”
“You may call me whatever you’d like. There are many names. Many
forms.”
Taram did not falter. She observed █ with curiosity, not fear. Her serenity
reminded █ of the boy.
“You’re wounded. Is there something I can do?”
“Tell me how you came to this meadow.”
She considered the request, for a long moment. They watched the purple flowers sway in the wind. Small columns of dust danced out on the dunes.
Her loneliness was a tangible thing.
“My mother died, giving birth to me. My father died of sickness, some
time ago. I searched for others a long time, before I found this place. It is
beautiful, and there is always water and food.”
“A strange place.”
She nodded in agreement, considering questions of her own.
“Will you tell me where you came from?”
█ contemplated her request. The journey had been long, and the
wounds had only just stopped their bleeding. Life poured from the woman out
into the flowers of the meadow. That life flowed into █.
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“I will rest, and then I will tell you.”
Taram consented, taking her basket in her arms, and leaving the building. █ leaned against the crumbling wall of the building, with closed eyes. The
job was nearly finished, but it required much energy. After resting, █ would
tell Taram about the Gods and about the Six Worlds. Perhaps, they would live
out the rest of her life together. She would not die alone.
█ had ended five worlds before the sixth. There had been worlds with
singing trees, worlds that always burned with volcanic fire, and worlds of
creatures all the size of planets. Those worlds ended with raging fires, with
explosions, with devastating cataclysms.
The Sixth World, lovingly crafted by the childish Monarch, ended with
the gentle brush of a hand.
█’s eyes opened quickly. Taram’s flesh was paling, and her dark eyes
fading. She collapsed in the doorway, her knees too weak to hold her.
“You’re so cold,” she exhaled breathlessly.
█ moved to her side, feeling the life pouring out of her more quickly
than before. She reached out a trembling hand. █ hesitated, for a moment, reminded again of the child in the cradle.
█ took Taram’s hand gingerly. She stared out at the swaying flowers.
“It is so nice not to be alone,” she whispered, looking at █ one last time.
█ bared witness, as the last human breathed her last breath.

35

Third Place Short Fiction
H1X1A by Jagur McBee
Although there’s no time like the present, I’ll start by giving you some
context. It all began four years ago when the first outbreak happened. A mutated pathogen started to get passed around, and it decided to start messing
with human DNA. Lots of people died, but, every now and then, someone survived; and they always had — well, superpowers, I guess. Something else that
always happened, if you survived, is that you went crazy, like completely, irrationally insane, and usually tried to kill someone.
Here’s a little more insight into what this is like. If anyone found out I was
writing this, I’d probably get locked up. Well, locked up tighter, I guess. You
see, I’m an “outbreak” too. In fact, I’m the only one who hasn’t gone crazy. Like,
ever, and the fancy M.I.B doctors don’t even know why.
Almost nobody knows about this either. As far as I know, this is top level
classified. Any time an outbreak causes trouble, there’s a massive cover up.
These are really good jobs too. In 2015, there was a guy in New Jersey that
blew up when the police shot him. Well, the officers disappeared, and the explosion was blamed on a gas leak. They used the dash cam video from the cop
car as part of it. That video even went viral.
They keep a watch on all the hospitals in the nation, and, if someone
survives this illness, they usually swoop in like an eagle, and snatch them. The
virus is a mutation of the flu, but the doctors never notice.
These people can track this really well, because, the day after I was
admitted to the hospital, seven men with concealed weapons walked into my
room. My wife was there, when they took me away on charges of terrorism. I
don’t really remember much, but I escaped. They had me in a van, and I blew
the doors off, and managed to make it a few blocks, before passing out. When
I woke up, they told me I was the first whose brain wasn’t scrambled. They said
I was a telekinetic, because of what they’d seen me do escaping. Next thing I
know I’m their “most important asset,” but I don’t even get to do anything.
Telekinesis is so much more than anyone ever imagined, or so I’ve been
told. There’s almost no limit to what I can do. It’s amazing really, and there are
so many uses. I didn’t just get the ability to move things around with my mind,
it also came with this sixth sense. It’s kind of like a combination of hearing and
touch.
All in all, it’s awesome. I always know what’s around a corner or inside
a box, and it’s quite nice, if someone tries to take a cheap shot behind your
back; but it gets even more interesting. Not only can I feel what things are
made of, but I can also change the atoms around them, and make new things,
even in people’s minds. I can feel their emotions for the most part, and change
them too. Nothing like what they’re thinking, but what they are feeling. It’s just
emotions, but that affects you more than you think. I’ve certainly learned that.
Like right now, as I’m stepping through the front door. I turn the brass
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doorknob, but I know it’s cast iron. I step through the door, and close it behind
me, as I hang up my coat. I lock it, and walk into the kitchen. My wife is there.
We were married for three years, before I got my powers. I have a two-yearold son. He’s six now. He’s up in his room, and seems pretty happy, but Krista is
another story.
“I saw the news,” she scolded, with worry in her voice, and fear in her
mind.
There’s always fear in her mind now, and, ever since I became an outbreak, it’s only gotten worse.
“You were supposed to be back days ago. You missed Levi’s sleepover,
and he’s been asking where you’ve been.” These words come with a shock of
anger.
“I’m sorry, we got wind of an outbreak in California, and had to contain
it,” I offer, the regret in my voice.
“Well, you didn’t contain it, did you? You didn’t make any difference.
People still died, and you’re still home eight days late, with no explanation.”
Tears were in her eyes, fear, anger, and frustration bubbling over about to
burst.
“They wouldn’t let me...” but this is what was bothering her, so I know
what’s coming.
Screaming now, she says, “They never let you do anything because
you’re dangerous! They barely let you come home, why would they let you out
to stop one of the outbreaks? You’re one of them!”
She slams the door to the dishwasher, and breaks a couple plates and
runs to the staircase, up, then down, the second-floor hall, and slams the door
to the bedroom. I relax, and let go of the air I’d kept solid around my son’s
room, so he didn’t hear us argue. He’s still happy. At least, he doesn’t know we
fought. I head to the stairs. As I go up, I reassemble the glass in the dishwasher, and turn it on. Half way up I pause.
“She’s right,” I say aloud to myself. “I’m just an outbreak. I’m just not
crazy.”
Suddenly, it hits me, and I can’t believe I hadn’t thought of it before: I’m
not crazy now, but what if it’s just a matter of time? I hurry to the bedroom,
knock with my hands, brush the tears off her face with my mind, and enter.
As I kneel to hug her, I say, “Krista, honey, you’re right. Baby, I’m sorry.
I’ve been so caught up in this all, with the military and the containment program, they only let me come home… and I’ve been so diluted by these powers, I haven’t even realized why you were afraid.”
She’s ashamed, “No, I’m not afraid...”
“No,” I say, “I know you are. I would be too. I’m still here. I still love you,
and I miss you so much. I’m okay, and I’m gonna stay that way.”
I say it with enough love and conviction that I convince her, and almost
myself. Her fear starts to fade, her frustration remains, but my new doubt is
strong now. Did I just lie? Am I really ok?
We head down the hall to my son’s room. My wife makes to knock.
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“No, don’t,” I put my arm out, and pick up my son’s toy airplane with my
mind, and start to fly it around his room.
From inside, I hear, “Hey! Dad’s here!”
His size five and a half shoes thud across his room, as I step back. The
door bursts open, and I catch him, as he dashes into my arms.
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Route
By Maria Montañés Arbó
Happiness is not a state, but a journey. This phrase is astounding, because it is not mine. Although, I have adopted and kept it in my heart since I
read it. I am traveling by train — well, let me rectify: I travelled this morning.
The route was not too long, and being on that train, stopping at all stations,
encouraged remembrance.
The train, like life itself, offers us many possibilities to be happy during
our personal journey, or, in contrast, not to take advantage of it in full magnitude. Almost without realizing it, my thoughts stopped, as well, in some of the
train stations. Regardless of my absurdness, the train took me home, and the
world kept moving. I advanced along the path assigned in my internal GPS;
but my thoughts were held, anchored in the past. A past formed by years of
misfortune and distress, curves of tenebrous roads, and is subjected to the
yoke of the lack of freedom. Before the fateful station at the beginning of the
journey, I lived in a small village with a husband and a precious daughter,
around friends and lots of good people. I felt loved and respected. Life was
good, you know? There was nothing to worry about. It was on this random day,
when I was having dinner, that I lost everything.
My suitcase is light; I did not need much from where I came from. What
weighs the most is the inevitable memories and uncertainty that I have lived,
in recent years, alone and beyond reality. When I wake up, every day, my swollen eyes show that today will be worse than yesterday, and better than tomorrow. It is like crab steps that start slow, and end up catching the speed of a
cinematic comedy of the 1920’s: mute, with broken vocal cords screaming. A
terror that only the one who enters the depths of my eyes will be able to appreciate.
From the station, until I got home, I did not cross with anyone. I have to
get used to the news and, above all, to assume that, for the majority, I am the
novelty. For others — friends and acquaintances of the past — I will be “the
one that ...” In fact, they were his people. The people of a man with whom
I married out of love. When I got to the house I used to call home, I left the
suitcase in the living room. At first sight, everything seemed like it was fine,
on that fateful winter night, except for the family photos. They did not leave
any of them. The footprints of our joyful life were taken, along with the happy
memories that this place inspired me with. In one of the cornucopias, I see
my reflection, and I do not recognize myself, as submerged as I am in the past
from which I cannot escape.
Through the dusty mirror, I see the open, kitchen door. Instinctively, I
stare at the drawer of knives. I slowly walk to it, hypnotized by the sweet and
beautiful moonlight that is lighting up my own spectacle. There is one absent:
the one with the sharpest sheet. The most penetrating blade that I usually
used to unleash the chicken (except for that night, of course). The police have
taken it, surely.
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I have delayed this moment as much as I could, but it is inevitable. Despite the fact that my legs resisted walking, I reached the last stop of my route:
the girl’s room. Certainly, this house belonged to me, but my heart rejects it
with ferocity. I must face the past as clearly as I am facing the present right
now.
My daughter’s room was intact, but she was taken with her grandparents. At that point, I was alone already. They only left the mattress, in a corner,
in quiet peace, resting still, stained with blood. The blood that your son, my
husband, lost when he received, by surprise, the knife I nailed to him, with all
my strength, and with both hands. He abused my little girl. She was only four
years old.
Suddenly that night, my journey, my happiness, my train, were broken.
Now is the time. Time to enjoy the silence.
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Some Stories Just Don’t Want to Be Written
By Ani Milovich
The universe itself seems to just do everything it can to prevent some
stories from being written. Most people may misplace their manuscript for a
while, but then are able to finish it, when they find it. However, in my case, the
worst thing that’s happened is the story itself disappearing from existence.
You might think, “You mean lose it, right?” No. That isn’t what I’m talking about.
I mean the idea of the story. The storyline, the plot, its contents, all of it just
disappearing. Well, when my story blinked from existence, strange things
started happening.
The world that I knew seemed to disappear overnight. One fateful night,
I was trying my best to rewrite a story that I’d lost, and my laptop crashed.
Frustrated, I went to bed early that night. I woke up in the middle of the night,
and the air smelled different. Being half asleep, I didn’t really take notice.
However, the next morning, everything had changed.
I woke up to someone knocking on my door. I sat up, and a woman I
didn’t know had just walked in, her back to me, facing the door as she closed
it. I, then, realized that I wasn’t in my bed. “I see you made it safely here. That’s
good.” I’m so confused that I just stare at the back of her head, dumbfounded.
When the woman turns around, and looks at me, her eyes aren’t normal. They
have the look of a clear night sky. You could see not only the stars, but all the
galaxies as well. It all seemed to be moving within her eyes. She smiles.
“I know you must be very confused. However, there is a reason to why
you are here. You are the author of ‘The Samoya Prophecy,’ correct?” I nod, still
unable to say anything.
“Good. I know that every author is attached to their own creation. However, unknowingly, you have tapped into another world’s history. As the goddess of the universe, I can’t let you write that story, but, I can let you experience your story. So, now, you are in another world’s history, as you in your past
life.”
“My past life?” I ask, finally able to find my voice.
“Yes, if it wasn’t your past life, how else would you have been able to
document these events so clearly as a story in your time?”
“So, what you’re saying is that I will be, basically, watching my story from
the sideline?”
The goddess smiles. “No child, YOU will be the story. Your name was
Kendra. Kendra de Saphire. Now, sleep child. Your life as Kendra will begin
soon.”
I wake up in a daze. I hardly remember the meeting with the goddess.
Was it just a dream? What’s my name? The door opens, and a bright smiling
face meets mine.
“Good morning, your highness!” Nope. Not a dream. I nod, adjusting to
the light in the room.
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“Are you not feeling well? You’re normally very chipper in the
morning.”
“No, I’m just nervous about today’s trip.” Wait, what trip? What am I talking about? The words seemed to flow out of my mouth like I knew what was
going on.
“Ah, that’s okay. Being nervous about a trip across the ocean is a normal
thing.” Going across the ocean? What was going on?
My body moves on its own like I’ve done this all my life. The girl, who I
assumed was the maid, helped me get dressed, and led me to a huge dining
room, where there was a long, expanded table On the far end, sat an older
man.
“Kendra, my darling! I hope you are ready for today.” I nod. Somehow, I
know that this older man is my father. I also know that he is the king. Suddenly,
I was hit with a wave of dizziness. I see the maid catch me as I fall.
“Highness... Highness!” Then, my world went black.
I woke up in my bed. I remembered everything. Well, everything I was
supposed to know. My memories of the life I came from began to fade. Might
as well, since I’d be living a new life now. A life that I wrote in a story. My last
thought, before my memories from my old life disappeared, was: Is this what
happens to those who try to write stories; but whose stories aren’t meant to be
written?
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First Place Photography, Art, and Drawing
You Belong Among the Wildflowers by Natalie Van Horn

Second Place Photography, Art, and Drawing
Strength of a Woman by Peyton Carmichael
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Third Place Photography, Art, and Drawing
It’s Not the Years, Honey, It’s the Mileage by Natalie Van Horn

God Creates the Beauty, I Just Capture It
By Echo Essick
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Six Twenty
By Ashley Brewer
47

Altogether Beautiful
By Peyton Carmichael
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Dream Catcher
By Morgan Hoehns
49

The Knight
By Dylan Lewis
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Strength and Beauty Must Go Hand in Hand
By Natalie Van Horn
51

Home on the Farm
By Jaqlyne Jackson
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After Every Sunrise, Comes a Sunset
By Ashley Brewer

Remembering the Future
By tAno Mateu
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His Sunrise
By Taylor Plunkett

Ceramic Still Life
By Natalie Van Horn
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Reflections
By Peyton Carmichael
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The American Psycho
By Dylan Lewis

Flowers Blooming in the Dark
By Natalie Van Horn
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Be Somebody Who Stands Out!
By Morgan Hoehns
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Llagadarn Mountains
By Natalie Van Horn

62 Inscape 2018

One Summer Night
By Molly Lyons
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Speculation
By Emily Williams

Think and Wonder, Wonder and Think
By Natalie Van Horn
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The Lord
By Dylan Lewis
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Wilt You Rose Me
By Ashley Brewer
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Field of Life
By Emily Williams

May You Always Walk in Beauty
By Natalie Van Horn
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First Place Creative Nonfiction
We Could All Use a Lift by Rachael McCorkell
The day you are released from prison, you get money for a bus ticket to
take you back home, if that is where you choose to go. If you live in my town,
however, you don’t have the luxury of bus stops, the nearest one being about
an hour away. If you have family that’s worth a damn, then they will meet you
at that stop and bring your good-for-nothing self back into the town you only
hoped and dreamed you’d left for good. If you don’t have people to meet you,
then you’ll find yourself walking with one thumb stuck out, knowing there isn’t
a soul on these back country roads who will trouble with you.
I have never been to prison myself, but trust me, that is only by the grace
of God or the skin of my teeth. I have been in and out of tight places with
barely an inch between me and a pair of cuffs. That being said, I know plenty
who were not so lucky, who woke up after one too many wrong decisions and
found they had landed themselves in a pile of horse shit too deep to dig out
of. I see some of the same people I used to go to school with, coming and
going from prison like it’s a resort to visit. And most of them end up walking
home from that vacation in the cold and dark, chest out like it’s the only thing
protecting them from the world, sucking down the last jail-traded cigarette
they have.
On one particularly cold night — one of those where the wind and the
snow go through all your layers and straight to your bones — I saw a raggedy
man in beat-up boots and jeans, black hoodie pulled low over his eyes, staring
down at the road as he trudged through the ankle-deep snow. He didn’t even
bother with sticking his thumb out. I started to drive by and guiltily avert my
eyes, but he turned his face for just a second, and I recognized him. There I
was, warm in my car, music humming softly, lights from the gauges emitting
a cozy blue glow, and there he was, someone who could have been me, with
nothing but the clothes he had pulled tight around his thin shoulders. I didn’t
know him well enough to remember his name or if he was any kind of danger,
but for whatever reason, I stopped.
I pulled the car over to the side of the road in front of him. I saw the
orange glow from his cigarette in my side mirror as he walked slowly
toward me, without any sense of urgency despite the biting cold. I rolled my
passenger window down and he ducked his head into the opening, hood
falling back.
“Need a ride?” I asked. I have to say, it was pretty impressive how steady
my voice sounded. I mean, picking up a man in the dark, one who was fresh
out of prison, was possibly one of the dumber stunts I’d pulled in my life. I was
nervous about him, nervous about how to even approach the uncomfortable
situation of asking a man to get into the car with me, a woman all alone. He
nodded and opened the door, sliding into the car with a cautious sort of grace.
I asked him where to and he gave me the general direction, and I pulled back
onto the road.
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The darkness inside my car had the dual effect of making me feel
safe, hidden as I was in the shadows, and also somewhat terrified. I started
to realize just what a stupid thing I was doing. The silence between the
passenger and myself grew louder than the car stereo, overpowering the
noise of the road. I snuck an anxious glance at him, and noticed he was
looking back at me, biting the inside of his cheek in an unsure sort of way. My
pulse started to pound in my ears, my throat grew tight, as did my hands on
the steering wheel.
“I know you,” he said, his voice like a match struck in the murky
darkness. “Where do I know you from?”
I peeked at him from under my long hair, which had fallen down from
behind my ear like a curtain. He had wide dark eyes, colorless in that light. His
face was stubbled and serious, though not unattractive.
As I studied him, it occurred to me that I did indeed know him better
than what I’d originally thought. This stranger was actually a person I had
known from my younger days. He was a friend, though I hadn’t seen or
thought about him in many, many years. His name was lost in that hazy
recollection of childhood memories, which can sometimes feel like a dream
you’ve had more than once, but are never able to remember in entirety.
“J,” I mumbled. His brows arched up at his name. “Yeah, that’s right.”
He leaned toward me, very slightly, peering at me. His motion startled me so
much that I accidentally jerked the wheel a bit. Whatever recognition he’d had
written on his face moments ago was erased, covered back up by a mask I’m
sure he’d been shaping for years. He leaned away, crossing his arms in front of
him.
I took a steadying breath to calm my rapid-fire heart rate. “Sorry,” I
gulped. It was at that point that I decided to make the best of my hazardous
circumstances. I figured that I was either going to be ax-murdered and thrown
into a ditch, or I was just giving a troubled young man a ride home, a place he
most likely hadn’t been to in a long while. Either way, being impolite didn’t
seem like the best move, so I made out like I was the hostess and he was my
guest, just like my momma would have expected me to, though I doubt she’d
ever have wanted me to be in a situation such as this.
“I think I know you from school,” I offered. He nodded, but he didn’t look
my way. He stared out the window, and I wondered what he was seeing there
that I couldn’t. “It’s Rachael. We were both in Ms. Decker’s class.” His head
swiveled back around then, and he squinted, trying to place me.
“Yeah, I thought so. Rachael,” he repeated. Some of the tension seemed
to leave him and he relaxed into the seat. I was antsy, tapping my fingers on
the wheel, trying to think of what I could say to fill up all that empty space
between us. “So, how ya been?” I ended up forcing a smile to my face that felt
as thin and breakable as glass.
I remember he was chewing on a thumbnail while he contemplated how
to answer a question that most folks would find simple. I thought for a minute
he would make something up, but then he chuckled, almost to himself, and
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answered with what I had already guessed. “I’ve been locked up for a while,
actually.” He let out a heavy breath and made a small noise with his lips. “Just
about five years.”
I kept my eyes on the road and tried to think of what to say next. I
didn’t really know what was considered an appropriate response to such a
declaration. “Oh,” I finally stammered out. “Well, that sucks.”
My pathetic reply echoed in my head and I wanted to kick myself, but
I heard him laugh. “Hell yes, it does.” He looked back out the window, and I
didn’t know if it was my words or just the fact that he was a free man, but he
was smiling.
We didn’t talk much after that. I drove him into town and he told me
just to drop him off. Before he shut the car door, he leaned back in and met
my eyes. “Thanks for the ride.” He opened his mouth like he wanted to say
something else, but then that mask appeared again and he just nodded and
shut the door. He didn’t look back, either. Just pulled his hood over his head
and lit up another cigarette, then walked on down the icy street. That was the
last time I ever spoke to him.
His friends and family started looking for him over the next couple of
weeks. He didn’t have many of either, but he had did have a sister. It turned
out that she had been working on the evening of his release and couldn’t pick
him up, and had begun to worry that he’d never made it home. She started
calling around places, his old haunts and girlfriends, trying to find him.
I heard about this the same way I hear nearly everything these days:
through social media. I knew I should say something to her, let her know J had
made it back into town, but I was a coward. I could only guess what people in
that small town would say if word got around that I’d been driving around at
night, picking up hitchhiking criminals.
The real story never amounts to much, especially if it isn’t as interesting
as the gossip, so I kept my mouth shut, figuring J would turn up in a few days,
most likely back in jail like so many others. Those few days passed by and he
did turn up, but not in the way I’d expected. I’d started to relax because some
of J’s old friends had come forward saying they’d seen him a few times after
he’d arrived back in town. I let out a big sigh of relief at that news, as my guilt
from not telling anyone about what happened finally went away.
I was once again in my car, driving down another snowy road in the
darkness as I made my way home from work. The radio was on low, but the
deep voice of the news reader was just loud enough to penetrate my thoughts
as I heard J’s name. I lurched forward and yanked the knob on the stereo to
turn up the volume. The radio told me in that detached, but concerned way
all reporters have that J’s body had been found in the river that runs through
the center of town. I pulled my car to the shoulder, just as I had done less than
two weeks ago, and listened to the rest of the story. I didn’t move, scarcely
even breathed, as I heard again that someone I had once considered a friend
had been lying in an icy river, frozen and dead, only a few feet from the park I
occasionally take my children to.
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I sat there in the dark and recalled J as a little boy. He’d been a
mischievous little skinny thing, always getting into trouble and making us
laugh with his stories. He was small, with brown eyes so big they wanted to
pop right out of his head. My throat felt tight and my eyes began to burn,
welling up with memories and tears. I looked over at my passenger seat and
wondered if there was something I could have done that night. If there was
anything I could have said to save him from such a bitter and ugly fate.
It took me a while to stop feeling like I had some hand in his death. I
learned in the hours and days after that he had gotten drunk with old friends
to celebrate his release. He had started walking in the cold and eventually
stumbled down to the river, perhaps to take a piss as only a free man could,
and had fallen in. Either he was too drunk to pull himself out or the water was
just too cold. Whatever the reason had been, he never came back out of that
frozen river alive.
I went to his funeral, looked at the slideshow of all his pictures, and
cried right alongside everyone else. I told a few people about giving him a
ride into town that night. I listened to stories about his childhood, about his
troubled youth, and the often uttered sentiment about what a terrible waste it
was. I listened to his sister wail over his casket, cursing the police for leaving
him lying in the river for so many weeks. I looked at his body, tucked in like
he was just going to sleep for a while, and tried not to picture his face frozen
under the ice. “I’m sorry,” I silently mouthed, and I turned away before I could
let any tears fall down on those perfect white pillows.
Not long after, while I was still reeling from guilt, I saw another haggard
stranger marching down the road. I shook my head, just hearing in my mind
the lecture I would get if Momma knew what I was up to. Then I clutched the
wheel, stifled my fear, and pulled over. This time, I truly did see a stranger. It
occurred to me on that night, and many more after, that we could all use a lift
from time to time. I gritted my teeth and rolled down the window.
“Need a ride?”
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Second Place Creative Nonfiction
Chicken Strips by Christina Schatz
I don’t go to new restaurants, because I don’t like to try new foods. Even
when I go to a restaurant I’m familiar with, I won’t try anything other than
their trusty chicken strips and fries. I’ll look over the menu for a good couple
of minutes, and tell myself it’s time to try something different, that I need to
step outside my comfort zone. Right before the server comes, I decide on
something new for a change. However, when they take the order, I still end up
with chicken strips every time.
I tell myself it’s because I don’t want to spend money on something
I’m not guaranteed I’ll enjoy, especially since I am a pretty picky eater. I
don’t want to leave unsatisfied and simmering on the idea that I should have
ordered my usual, because that’s money out of my pocket, and there’s no food
in my belly. I’ve come to the conclusion I eat so much chicken that I’m turning
into one.
It’s come to my attention that this same routine applies to more than just
what I order for dinner at restaurants. Unfortunately, I realized too late in the
game that this applies to men too. Or more specifically, one man. The male
equivalent of my comfortable chicken strip basket.
I fell in love with him slowly, unaware that was what was happening at
the time, but, once the ball started rolling, there was no stopping it. I think I
was doomed to love him from the beginning.
It was early April, my favorite time of year. The days were a perfect
blend of warmth from the sun and chill from the breeze. The night was cool,
but it didn’t bother me as much these days. I took off my make-up, calling an
official end to a long day. I snuggled up under the mass of blankets on my
bed, and exhaustion pulled my eyelids shut. I was seconds away from sleep,
and my phone buzzed under my pillow.
I shouldn’t have checked it, but the butterflies in my stomach betrayed
me. I almost ignored it, but that’s the thing about the word almost. Despite my
efforts, I couldn’t fight it. I hardly even hesitated to check the message.
“Drive?”
It was just one word, one question. I replied with one word, and it wasn’t
“no.” I slid out of the cozy warmth of my bed, and tugged a pullover over my
head before slipping out of the room. I was oblivious to the idea that I was
probably going to fall in love, under that night sky that twinkled with the
remnants of dead stars.
His car pulled up, and I eased into the passenger seat. We were quiet as
he drove us away from what seemed like the root of our problems. The silence
wasn’t uncomfortable or stuffy. It was peaceful, thoughtful, serene; and it
wasn’t because we didn’t have things to say to each other. Believe me, we did,
but words or no words, I was falling slowly.
He picked up the beer can in his cup holder, and took a big swig.
“How would you feel if we wrecked tonight?” I asked him.
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I’m not sure what compelled me to break the silence. I think I was
searching for affirmation that he cared, but I wasn’t worried about wrecking
the car. There was no place I felt safer than beside him.
I think maybe that’s what trust was: knowing that he was dangerous, but
having faith he wouldn’t hurt me. I’d never allowed someone to know me the
way he knew me. To this day, no one knows me like he does. I can’t say he’s
never hurt me, but he never had the intention to.
Not every basket of chicken strips comes out perfectly every time, right?
Sometimes they are overcooked, or sometimes they are over breaded, but it
never stopped me from ordering another one the next time I went out to eat,
but maybe it should have.
He turned his head to look at me. My breath got caught in my throat, and
my heart tripped, missing several important beats. His eyes were a blend of
ocean depths and impending storm clouds: deep, dark, and impenetrable.
They gave nothing away, but told me everything at the same time. The man
was a paradox.
I arched a brow at him, and offered my best crooked smile; fully aware
that his eyes were on me, and not the road, but the car rolled to a stop in the
middle of a gravel road. In the middle of the night.
Looking back, it was absurd that I was so okay with the entire situation.
Any car could have come barreling around the curve and caused serious
damage to the car, to our lives; but I was lost at the tumultuous sea in his eyes.
I didn’t even consider the danger he got us both in.
Without breaking eye contact, he took another swig of his beer. Then, so
casually I didn’t think anything of it, he opened the door, and poured the rest
out. I guess maybe my face said something I couldn’t, because he said tossed
the can out onto the road, and said: “What?”
It was a common question in the matter of our relationship. I never spoke
my mind, but he could see the wheels turning. Or, like he said, in the way I
held my breath when I had something I wanted to say, but didn’t know how to
say it. When he asked “what,” I couldn’t have told him I was falling in love with
him, because even I didn’t know it yet. There were feelings I didn’t know how
to express, so I said nothing. I always said nothing, but he read my nothings
like they were his favorite book.
I wish I could have told him I was falling in love. Maybe things would
have turned out differently, if he knew. Yet somehow, I feel like he knew from
the start. He always seemed to try and pull it out of me.
“T,” he chided, a stern note in his voice. A warning to tell him… Or else.
“What?” I asked, shrugging my shoulders.
“Tell me.” It wasn’t a request. It was a demand, but I couldn’t heed it.
“There’s nothing to tell.” I laugh instead. Playful, but dismissive. Then,
the conversation ends. He smiles at me, but I can tell he doesn’t buy it. A small
part of me hopes that maybe he did want me to tell him that I loved him.
He started the car again, and we wound our way around the roads for
hours. We talked about the good and the bad, and everything in between.
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The conversation never ended, no topic unturned, no subject off limits. It
was getting late, and he stopped in front of some old, beat up barn. Warmth
crackled through the air as his fingers wrapped around mine.
Our lips met, and it was the Fourth of July. Sparks shot through my veins,
frying nerves, and boiling blood, all sensation lost and found at the same time.
We were somewhere at the cross section of absolute abandon and unrelenting
passion. Like sharks frenzied by blood in the water, we were lovers driven to
madness by a kiss. We were starved, grabbing as much love as we could while
it was tangible.
That night I went to bed high on hope, but, when the sun broke on the
horizon, we hardly knew each other. I was his moon, and he was my Earth. I
was responsible for creating tides of love and passion he would never have
known without me, but he preferred the sun. He didn’t understand why the
moon was essential, too. He was afraid of the dark. I was falling in love.
It seems like it was yesterday, every detail crystal clear. It’s been a few
years since that night, and things have changed so much. I’ve tried to date
here and there, but it’s a lot like looking at a menu to me. Some options are
healthier; some options have the potential to be really great, but we all have
our comfort foods, right?
I don’t want to spend money on a fish filet the same way I don’t want to
waste time on someone new. What if I don’t like it? Do I get my money back?
Do I get my time back? The answer is no. There’s something about the chicken
strips that keeps me from ordering anything else every time, and there’s
something about Alexander that keeps me hoping we will make it work in
time.
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Third Place Creative Nonfiction
Keys by Catherine Barnard
It’s February, but it’s warm.
Flip flops slap my feet, striving to slip off. I run haphazardly down the stairs,
chasing a stupid, happy boy.
He has my keys.
I need my keys.
He stops at the bottom of the steps. I lift an eyebrow; pursing my lips, trying
not to grin. He’s tan, and his crooked teeth contrast brightly; they gleam with a
teasing smile of success. I like the tiny crow’s feet that appear around his eyes.
“My keys?”
“Come play basketball with me later.”
“I’m not good at basketball,” I say.
“I’ll teach you.”
“I have a test tomorrow.”
“Study after basketball.”
“I can’t.”
“You sure?”
He’s weird. I want my keys back. “Not today, maybe another time.”
He shrugs, giving me my things. “See ya.”
-“You’re Catholic too?” I ask. “That’s cool.”
“Yup.”
He offers to drive me to Mass on Sunday.
I tell him he’s a gem.
He says he’d prefer to be a rock, because he’s a rock star.
--He stands across from me in choir. He distracts me by making faces,
And he mouths words at me. I have no idea what he’s trying to say.
I nod, smile, and shrug.
--I’m walking back to my room after dinner. The boy walks toward me. He says
hi.
He stops in front of me, and he won’t let me around. He’s doing it on purpose.
“You’re in my way,” he says.
I stubbornly stay put. He does too.
It gets awkward.
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He laughs, touches my nose, and walks away.
--He’s eating lunch with my roommate and I.
I ask him, “What is your favorite book?”						
He answers, “‘An Abundance of Katherines’ by John Green.”
“K or C?”
“K.”
I grin. “It’d be better with a C.”
He grins more widely. “Okay, Catherine with a K.”
I roll my eyes. “Catherine with a C.”
“I know, Catherine with a K.”
--We’re at a Bible study. People are chatting.
He sits in the armchair next to me. We’re separated by a side table topped
with a lamp. It’s just enough distance that I feel odd starting a conversation.
My phone vibrates.
Him. A snapchat.
I open it. I see my face, but with a snapchat filter. I’m barfing rainbows.
I laugh, my mouth open wide.
He snaps a picture of that too, my gaping mouth giving me the sexiest double
chin. He labels the picture, nice chins Catherine with a K.
I get revenge. I zoom in on his nose, and take a ridiculous, up-close picture.
I don’t remember what the Bible study was over, but I remember him.
--One evening, he invites me to his home.
I feel out of place in his kitchen, alone with him.
He puts on Michael Buble.
He walks toward me, and asks“May I have this dance?”
I blush.
We dance a small waltz. I’m unsteady, drunk off him, even with the broad
space between us.
I leave that night, nervous, scared of what I might feel for him.
--We’re having a study night in my room.
Well, my roommate and I are studying. He’s found my juggling balls. He shows
off, doing tricks; juggling much better than I can.
I admire this.
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After a while, he becomes bored. He sits on the floor. I join him, cross legged.
He leans against me. His body is warm. He smells like sweat and soap.
I rest my head on his shoulder,
where his touch is all I can feel.
I close my eyes.
Later, after he has left, my roommate shows me a picture she’d taken of him
and me.
In it, he looks down at me, as I rest on his shoulder, a small smile on his lips,
his eyes full and happy.
“Is he a good guy?” I ask my roommate.
“He is. I think you can trust him.” She smiles, glad for me.
My heart embraces this; but my mind is terrified.
--“You’re a nursing major?” he asks me.
I nod.
He thinks for a second.
“Catheter.”
“What about them?” I question.
“You.”
“What?”
“It’s close to your name. You’re going to be a nurse. It works.”
I flip him off.
--We’re walking, he and I, to the cafeteria. He holds my hand.
People see, and I’m proud.
--Before our music recital, we sit and talk. I show him a picture on my phone of
a painting I had just finished. He notices I signed it “CAB” for Catherine A.
Barnard.
“Cool. My initials are CAR,” he tells me.
I smile, it’s a neat coincidence.
--He invites my roommate and I over to his home late one evening to study.
Around twelve in the morning, my roommate falls asleep in his guest
bedroom.
He offers me half of his bed, so I won’t have to wake my roommate and walk
back to our dorm.
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Trying not to imagine what my mom would say, I hesitantly agree.
He lends me some of his basketball shorts. I sleep in those and a bra.
I make a wall of pillows between he and I.
I can’t fall asleep knowing he is there.
I guess he can’t either. I feel him pull the pillows separating us away. I feel his
heat. His bare torso is soft and strong, and he pulls me against him.
My mind tells me to move away, but my body snuggles closer.
I hear him take a deep breath. He relaxes, his arm draped over my waist.
I don’t sleep much that night. I feel too safe and happy for unconsciousness.
--One Sunday, he meets me in Columbia for Mass. Afterwards, he drives me
back to Fayette. On the drive, he teases me.
He tells me, with a straight face, he’s going to show me his penis. He moves his
hand to the button of his jeans.
To stop him, I grab his arm. I tell him to grow up.
He laughs and pulls his arm away, unbuttoning his pants.
I tell him to stop. He should watch the road so we don’t die.
He tugs his zipper down.
I cover my eyes.
“Look.”
I squeeze my eyes tightly shut,
but, then, I peek.
I see something down there, flesh-colored.
I shriek.
“Pervert. Put that away. Sheesh.”
He laughs for a second. Stupid. He is delighted with himself.
I keep my eyes closed.
“Come on, look.”
I shake my head. “Ew no.”
“I wouldn’t do that, seriously.”
I look at him, tentative.
It’s his thumb. His stupid thumb, poking out of his jeans.
Against my will, I laugh. Boys are stupid.
--I post a picture on Instagram. He comments, with emojis: a heart, a cab car,
and, then, another heart. Love CAB love. A public secret for me.
--I pass him on the way to class.
“How are you?” I ask him.
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“Tired,” he replies. His voice is flat. He looks exhausted.
--That weekend, I go home to my family.
He has band at the time I leave. I won’t get to say goodbye.
I’m packing up my things when I notice a sticky note on my desk.
It’s from him. It says, “Have a good weekend. See you Sunday. Love, CAR.”
--We’re talking.
I ask him, “Remember, in choir, how you’d mouth words at me? What were you
saying?”
He grins mischievously: “Nothing really. Sometimes ‘watermelon.’ Mostly cuss
words.”
My breath catches, and I laugh abruptly. I’d been nodding and agreeing as he
amused himself by mouthing “fuck.”
--It’s a Tuesday evening. Again, we’re studying in my room.
As I read my textbook, I absent-mindedly trace the veins on his hand. I make
my way up his wrist, toward his forearm. I move to tug his shirt sleeve out of
the way so I can continue.
He quickly clasps it down so I can’t pull it up. He won’t look me in the eye.
I am confused. I don’t put the pieces together.
“Let me see.” I say.
He won’t let me at first,
but then he does. His eyes are big, nervous, and staring away. I gently pull his
sleeve to his elbow, exposing his forearm.
Pale, white lines are etched into his tan skin.
My heart drops. I close my eyes. I don’t know how to respond; how to fix this.
He looks at me; there’s so much sadness.
I take him into my arms. It’s all I can offer.
I love him.
--We play ping pong a good deal. Neither of us talk; each focused on the game.
He’s much better than I am; like with, mostly, everything,
but I do beat him occasionally.
---
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I’m over at his home one evening.
The subject of what we are, who “us” is, comes up.
I’m naive, and I want commitment.
He says he isn’t ready. He can’t be in a relationship right now.
I’m upset. I feel like a relationship is where we’re headed. I feel led on.
He just keeps saying he can’t.
I’m so, so naive. I take it personally, and I feel like I’m not good enough.
I say things that hurt him. I don’t know what. I remember wanting to make him
hurt the way I was hurting.
I leave, saying I’m going on a walk.
I end up at my friend’s house. We watch a few episodes of Stranger Things
while I mope. Eventually, we decide to go to Casey’s for pizza.
On the way, I see him. At first, I’m determined to ignore his presence. I’m
angry and embarrassed,
but, then, I look in his eyes. They are wild, desperate.
I nervously say hi.
From across the street he runs to me. He hugs me, and I can’t breathe it’s so
tight.
I don’t like how he’s acting. I reach for his forearm.
He pulls it away, saying “I’m fine.”
“Show me,” I demand.
He is only wearing a t-shirt. It isn’t hard for me to see what had happened,
even as he tries to hide his arm.
I whisper his name. He looks at me with so much pain.
“I was worried about you. I looked for you; I ran to the park, and then to
campus, I couldn’t find you. I thought something had happened, and, then, I
went home…” the words pour from him, rushed.
I feel guilty for leaving, for getting angry. Somehow, a horrible part of me is
flattered he ran to find me,
but, then, I remember his wounds, and I feel sick.
I don’t know what to do. I hug him again. I tell him I love him.
“Do you want to come to Casey’s with us?” I ask. I don’t want to leave him.
He agrees; I give him my long-sleeved shirt so he can hide the blood on his
arm.
My friend is a saint. She lets both of us go back to her place. We watch a
movie.
He’s still acting strange. He kisses my neck, his mouth lingering. It doesn’t feel
right with my friend in the room.
After the movie, I walk him back to his house. We go inside.
I stay the night.
He kisses me, his body on top on mine in his bed. It’s my first kiss. I laugh,
because it’s unexpected.
We sleep together and it’s like a drug, like cocaine, for both of us.
In the morning, I wish none of that had happened. I shouldn’t have said such
mean things. I shouldn’t have slept there. I shouldn’t have let him kiss me.
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He wasn’t himself, because emotions, even negative ones, are addictive.
--He gets depressed more and more often. I can’t help him, though, I try. He only
pushes me away.
I don’t like how his moods affect mine.
We aren’t together, though, I tell him I love him.
He says he loves me back. I believe he does, but not in the same way.
--We don’t hang out much anymore. I don’t see him. I message him every day,
trying to let him know someone cares. I ask him how he is, but he always
replies, “tired.”
--I fear the day he wears long sleeves, day after day, in the middle of summer. I
don’t want him to have to hide his pain. I don’t want him to have pain.
--When I see him in chapel, or in the cafeteria, or pass him on campus, we
ignore each other. Neither of us exists to the other.
Sometimes I wish it was as true as we pretend.
--A summer passes, and we still text occasionally. Rather, I text him, making sure
he is okay;
which he isn’t.
School starts again, and I move back to campus.
After a summer with my family, my friends, coming back feels alien. My heart
hurts. I refuse to call home or visit. I’m afraid I will only miss them more.
My loneliness appears as cuts on my thighs.
I know he is depressed too, but I reach out. I want someone to talk to. I want to
be near him, and
feel safe and home.
He shuts me out.
--I go to a party. I’ve never been to one before.
At first, I don’t drink, but then he’s there,
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and so is alcohol. It feels like an escape. I drink,
thinking I’m fine. I leave the party; and go on a walk to clear my head. It’s late
and dark.
As I walk, I focus on moving straight; I don’t want to seem drunk.
A car’s bright headlights swerve toward me. I jump.
A friend gets out. He is panicked.
“Are you okay? What do you think you’re doing?”
I try to talk clearly. “I’m fine. I do this all the time.”
“But this time you’re drunk. How about you get in the car, and I’ll drive you
back?” There is a syrupy coating of pity and concern on his voice.
It was probably just concern, but I’m drunk and prideful. I resent being taken
care of.
Still, I get in the car. I want to drink more. I want to forget.
People are worried when I get back. They try to give me water. “It will make
you more drunk,” they say. I tell them they’re stupid, and pour the water on
their head.
Somehow, someone gives me more beer. I chug it, and then I have another. I
threaten to leave.
Now, I’m surrounded by people. They block me in so I can’t escape.
I don’t want to be here. I want to leave, but they won’t let me.
I realize one of the doors is unblocked. I walk out, then I run. People behind
me shout, “Get her!” “Who let her out?!”
I just run.
I feel so embarrassed. Everyone knows who I am. They can see my scars. They
know about him. My pride is shattered.
I run.
Someone knocks me to the ground. My knees are skinned, though I’m too
drunk to feel anything but the dampness of the blood.
I don’t move. I sit on the ground in defeat.
Others catch up.
Everyone has advice. They talk as if I’m not there.
I can hear them.
The girl who tackled me is the only person I listen to. I barely know her. She’s
so bossy and kind; it’s like my mom. So I listen. She takes me back, holding my
hair as I throw up, and my hand as I cry.
I don’t even know her.
Somehow, I sleep at his, the boy’s, house. I guess I refused to go back to the
dorm.
He holds me,
but I don’t know why.
In the morning he won’t talk to me. I walk back to my dorm alone.
--Eventually, I find enough strength to approach him.
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“Hi,” I say. “When would you be free to meet up?” I’m searching for closure.
There is an emptiness in his voice when he responds. “Probably never.”
A second passes, as if he knows that isn’t a good enough answer. He continues,
“I’m just really tired. I need a break from people.”
Cruel responses jump into my mind. I push them down.
Lightly, I say, “I think I deserve a better answer than that.”
Defeated, he replies “You do.”
--A month goes by, and I still have scars on my legs. I’ve lost fifteen pounds, but
this October is warm. The leaves crunch under my feet, and the sun is bright.
I saw a solar eclipse. I bought my first car.
I look at pictures of me from a year ago, and I know that I’ve grown.
I see him, and sometimes I am impartial. Sometimes sad, sometimes angry.
I breathe these feelings in and let them slip away. I want to remember the
person he is, untainted by my reactions.
I want to remember him as the boy who stole my keys.
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Chili Spoon
By Brittany Lawson
The first spoons were likely seashells or rocks with divots in them, and
more than anything they looked like small bowls. Archaeologists believe that
the Ancient Egyptians used spoons in ritual ceremonies, and they weren’t
the only ones who did so. Spoons were also used in the coronations of British
monarchs, where the newly appointed monarch was anointed with spoons.
With their ritual importance, it’s a given that spoons were a symbol of wealth
and prosperity.
When I moved off to college I was sure to pack my special tea spoon
with the long, narrow handle, perfect for reaching the bottom of my tall coffee
mugs. I even went to the trouble of buying a special set of long teaspoons
when I bought my first set of silverware. I made sure that the silverware
set had spoons of two sizes, as well. And sometimes, just for fun, my sister
and I used to eat our dinner with her old rubber and plastic baby spoons.
For Christmas one year, we made sure to drop all the right hints so that my
grandmother would buy us slotted serving spoons, exactly what my dad
wanted.
There has always been one spoon that stood out among the rest. The
bowl of it was plain silver metal, slightly thicker than the other spoons and
wider, allowing more food to be scooped up. The handle of it was composed
of two thick wedges of maroon wood grain which surrounded the silver metal
stem, and it was all held together with a round silver pin. It has always been
too big for my small hands, and the spoonfuls that it offers have always been
too big for my mouth. That spoon is my father’s chili spoon.
Of course, it wasn’t always just used for chili. It could be used for cereal
or soups. But, with no exception, if there was chili to be had, the chili spoon
would be clean and waiting. I learned to anticipate the need of the chili spoon,
scrubbing it clean and having it waiting for him in the large Tupperware
bowl that was required for the consumption of chili. In the winter, chili was
especially common, and sometimes we’d make a new pot of chili as soon as
the last one was empty.
The origin of chili is unclear. Some chili enthusiasts believe that a
Spanish nun, Sister Mary of Agreda, wrote down the first recipe for chili con
carne after an out-of-body experience in the 1600s. Most food historians
agree, however, that the first mention of chili was by J.C. Clopper in 1828.
Clopper described chili as a type of hash with meat and peppers that the
poor families of San Antonio stewed together. Chili became a feature of the
1893 World’s Fair in Chicago, and by the ‘20s it was known throughout the
West. President Lyndon B. Johnson believed that any chili made outside of
Texas was a sorry imitation of the real thing.
Contrary to President Johnson’s belief, no chili could match up to the
kind my father made in our tiny kitchen in Mid-Missouri. When I was little I
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refused to eat chili that wasn’t his. When he was cooking, I would have him
lift me up onto the counter tops, so I could watch the dark red liquid boiling
in the pot. Sometimes he would hold me up so I could stir with the big metal
slotted spoon and watch the beans swirl around.
There was a secret that made our family chili so good. I spent months
trying to get it right without his help, when I first started cooking on my own.
It started with getting the seasoning just right: garlic powder, chili powder,
cayenne pepper, paprika, salt, and black pepper. For a while I made the
mistake of putting oregano and parsley in everything. That didn’t do for
chili. I learned. I used more garlic, less cayenne, cut out the paprika. I tried
thyme instead of parsley, but that wasn’t right either. I settled on more garlic
than I thought was needed, a healthy sprinkling of chili powder, and copious
amounts of salt and black pepper. Those seasonings just went into the
hamburger. Once the hamburger was cooked and the grease was drained
(you always have to drain the grease, otherwise it throws the entire recipe off)
I added the beans, diced tomatoes, and the tomato sauce, plus even more chili
powder and another dash of garlic.
The beans are important. There have always been three different
kinds, added with their juices and all. First, chili beans, which are a given for
chili. Second, kidney beans, typically of the dark red variety. Last, but most
important the great northern beans. They give the chili color and a buttery
flavor. Most people only use one kind of bean in their chili, if they use beans at
all, but the family chili has to have all three kinds.
The tomato sauce isn’t as important as the rest, and we just use whatever
is on sale or what we happen to have on hand. It needs to be balanced with at
least two canfulls of water, but it can’t be flavored like spaghetti sauce is, or
too sweet. Diced tomatoes aren’t always necessary, and the entire concoction
has to boil long enough to make sure their slimy texture is long gone before it
is to be consumed. Typically, I find myself among the ranks of early Europeans
who believed that tomatoes were poisonous, but in my father’s chili, they’re
just fine.
When I was watching Dad make chili it always felt like an eternity to
wait. Sometimes he’d let the pot simmer for an hour, sometimes longer, before
we could eat. Low and slow was the way to make sure the flavors developed.
When I started cooking, there were times I would jump the gun, claiming that
it was ready. He would come and taste it with his chili spoon and give me a
smile saying almost.
When I first learned to cook he was at my side, showing me how. We’d
move around each other in the kitchen like a dance. I’d say hot as I moved
to the sink to drain hamburger or noodles. He’d chop up vegetables at the
counter or prepare the garlic bread, moving around me to put the food in the
oven.
Once I’d learned how to hold my own in the kitchen, he’d sit at the
computer and we’d talk while I cooked. When my sister came along, she’d
come in and try to steal our attention while I cooked, until he stopped joining
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me. I left for college not long after, and spent two years pining for my kitchen,
my pots and pans, Dad’s chili, or split pea soup. I missed the smell of pizza
cooking in the oven, waking up early to make breakfast and filling the house
with the warmth of the stove, until I got my first apartment with a kitchen of
my own. Sometimes I would call my Dad just to talk to him about what I was
cooking.
When I return home on long breaks now and I make dinner, Dad always
comes to the kitchen and offers to help. I never know what tasks to give him,
but I always look for something that he can do so we can dance through the
kitchen together again. Cooking has always been how we spend our time
together, and as I’ve come into my adult life it’s become something I look
forward to doing with my own family.
The chili recipe is part of a legacy that I hope will keep my family close
over the years, its precious secret intact. As society and culture shifts and
changes, I hope that family meals are still a part of what the future family looks
like. Maybe centuries from now my father’s soup spoon will be displayed
beneath the glass of a display case; the tour guide will gesture their hand
grandly above it, saying “Archaeologists believe this artifact was once used in
the archaic meal time rituals of twenty-first century Americans. This metallic
tool is theorized to be the predecessor of our modern-day spoons.”
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Reality Check
By Ethan Lasley
My heart instantly went to 100 MPH and I began to sweat when I saw
the red and blue lights about a mile back in my rearview mirror. I quickly hid
the bag of marijuana that I had just bought from a coworker underneath the
passenger seat and checked all around the car to make sure I hadn’t left a
beer can from last night. Just as I was about to pull over, the flashing lights flew
by me. I let out a huge sigh, and began to laugh.
I arrived at home and sat in my car for about ten minutes before heading
in. I knew my mother was going to ask what took me so long, and I knew she
wouldn’t believe me when I told her I had to work longer because someone
had gotten sick and was sent home. She would assume I was out smoking or
drinking with friends like I usually do, but for once, I was telling her the truth.
I finally headed in, making sure to leave the bag of the precious cargo in the
car, just in case my mother decided to cavity search me as I walked in. To my
surprise, my mother welcomed me home and even hugged me as I opened
the door.
“Wow, you’re not jumping my case,” I said while smirking.
“There was an accident on the highway that you take to work and the car
was exactly like yours.”
Apparently, that cop that flew by me was heading to this accident. Turns
out the car was exactly like my old piece of shit. A white 96 Ford Escort that
was a hand-me down from my father. The car was a piece of shit, just like he
was.
“Here I am.” I replied, throwing my jacket onto the couch and heading to
the kitchen. “I’m starving. What do we have to eat tonight?”
“I thought you would eat at work.”
“Well, you thought wrong” I snapped back, while grabbing a sandwich
out of the fridge and heading up to my room.
“Hey, that’s not how you should be speaking to me! You oughta….”
I didn’t catch the last part of what she said as I closed my door. I turned
the tv on, and the scene of the car accident appeared. I thought about how
worried my mother was when I walked in, and turned the channel. Before I
could find a show to my liking, my mother barged into the room.
“Ethan, we need to talk”, she said with tears in her eyes.
“Let’s hear it.”
“Ever since your father passed away, you’ve been different.”
Here we go. The talk I have been just dying to have. Finally happening.
“Mom, do we really have to do this right now? I’m tired, I just got off.
Leave me alone.”
“After seeing that car accident on the tv, I just really want to discuss this
with you. You need to realize what you’re doing with your life, before it’s too
late. I want you to be honest with me. What have you been doing the last
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few months? Your grades are slipping; I mean hell do you even go to school
anymore? I got a call today that you’ve missed so many days that you may
have to repeat your senior year. You’ve become more aggressive and hostile,
and you don’t ever stay home. I want to know what’s happening in your life so I
can be a part of it.”
Before I could even speak, my mother snapped at me.
“I don’t want your smart ass comments. I want you to live a better life
than your father did.”
“Okay, you really want to know? Every morning, I get up and go to
school. If I don’t feel like going, I just skip and go drive around and meet up
with my friends from work. Sometimes I just go get something to eat. After
sitting through hours of pointless bullshit when I do decide to go, I leave
school, meet up with my friends, and we hang out before I go to work. And I
stay there until they finally decide to let me go. And then, I come home, and
listen to you bitch at me all night until you finally get tired of me ignoring
every word you say.”
The look on my mother’s face is a look of disappointment and shame. I
can barely look at her. I hate hurting my mother, but sometimes she’s just too
much. Ever since dad passed, she tries to control everything I do. She looks at
me with more tears in her eyes, some rolling down her left cheek.
“Oh, don’t cry. You know I didn’t mean that last part. You just stress me
out sometimes.”
“You were such an angel growing up. You always wanted to help. You
never did anything wrong. Now, you’ve become a totally different person,
doing all these things that are wrong and I just can’t understand what
happened. Where did I go wrong with you?”
“Maybe trying to control every little aspect of my life led me to this?”
“Do you want to end up like your father? Do you want to die before you
even really get to live?
She got angrier as she spoke, and after she looked at me for a moment,
she got up and left the room before I could answer her. I was in shock. She had
never called me out like this before. She usually let me walk all over her. And
I hadn’t realized this until now. I felt tears building up, but quickly shook them
off. I didn’t want to admit she was right. I wanted to refuse, but I knew.
I decided I would actually go to school tomorrow and I set my alarm
clock for 7:30 AM. School started at 7:30, but it was a start. I finally fell asleep,
and woke up to the alarm at 7:30. I reached out to snooze it, but quickly
realized I needed to get up. I got up after fighting myself for a good five
minutes. I got dressed, grabbed a snack for breakfast, and got in my car and
drove to school.
The whole day, I thought about the conversation. She had no right to say
I was like my father. No way in hell. I was nothing like him. I never would be
like him. I went straight home after school that day. As I was about to take a
shower, I looked in the mirror. Something wasn’t right.
What I saw, and I was completely sober at this moment, was a perfect
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image of my father. I wiped my eyes and shook my head in disgust, and
looked back at the mirror. All I saw was myself. That’s when it hit. I was
becoming exactly what I hated my father for. I was becoming the one thing I
told myself and my mother that I would never become.
It took a few weeks to kick my smoking habit. What was a daily thing
became an every other day thing. I just couldn’t get myself to completely stop.
It was the only way I could keep my mind clear. I knew my mother wanted me
to quit cold turkey. But she didn’t understand. No one understood. I was trying.
I really was. I knew I needed help, but I refused to seek it. I wanted to do this
on my own, and that’s what I decided I was going to do.
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Lessons from Jackson
By Sierra Kolan
When you first look at the picture, you observe that it is just of a little boy
riding on a young girl’s shoulders. This picture was taken of my nephew and
me at the St. Louis Zoo, by my sister (also his aunt). That little boy is my world,
and he does not have it as easy as other children his age. Jackson was born
on October 18th, 2015. He was born into a family that loves him more than
anything else in the world. Maybe that is just what happens, when he is the
first nephew, and also the first baby in the family since I was born.
I remember getting the call from my mom on that warm, August day
while I was at school. She told me that they took Jackson to the doctor, and
left with some challenging news for him and the whole family. Jackson was
only ten months old, and they diagnosed him with Cerebral Palsy. I was at a
loss for words. It was so unexpected, and seemed so unfair at the time. It’s just
hard gathering the information that was given to me, and especially being
away from home. I remember worrying about how other kids would treat him,
I prayed to God that he would not get bullied when he was older. I have come
to realize that he is so stubborn and dedicated that he will not let any of that
get in his way.
Cerebral Palsy is caused by a brain injury or abnormal development
that can occur before, during, or even after birth while the brain is still
developing. It causes one side of the brain to not work as well as the other,
which affects the opposite side of his body. A scan was taken of the right
side of his brain, and it showed two-thirds of it was white space, meaning no
activity takes place there. The cause of Jackson’s Cerebral Palsy is unknown,
but it is suspected that the umbilical cord was wrapped around him, while he
was in the womb. Compared to other children his age, he is about six months
behind.
Before Jackson was ten months old, he would only reach for items with
his right hand. We thought he just had a really dominant right hand, but we
soon began to realize that something was not quite right. He was behind in
crawling, walking, and in speech. Soon enough, Jackson began to pull up on
furniture, and finally started walking, when he was about eighteen months
old. He started therapy when he was first diagnosed, which has helped him
significantly.
Every time, before I leave, I tell Jackson “I’ll see you later, buddy. I love
you.” He normally will just give me a hug, kiss, or a high five. One day, I heard
an “I love you,” as I was walking away. Jackson does not say many words yet,
so this was very emotional for me. It instantly made me late to wherever I was
going that day, because it melted my heart and I just had to stay a little while
longer. It was an experience that many do not understand, and that is what
makes it so special.
I have realized that God gives his hardest battles to his strongest
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warriors, and Jackson has proved that. He is the most tenacious, ornery,
hardworking, optimistic kid I have ever met, in my whole life. His little twoyear-old self has pushed and pushed to use the left side of his body. It is so
amazing to me how he comprehends what is going on, and works so hard to
improve himself. He is the strongest person in the entire family, as well as the
youngest. I am so blessed to have him as my nephew.
He struggles much more than any two-year-old toddler, but, in my eyes,
he can accomplish anything he puts his little mind to. I have never met a child
so eager and risk taking, which is often a little terrifying. Jackson does not use
his disability as an excuse. He jumps over every hurdle or set-back life throws
in his way. Even with all of this going on, he pushes through, no matter what,
and that is the main lesson he has taught me.
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Old Habits Die Hard
By Ethan Lasley
It had been twelve years since Jeremy Lasley was a free man. He also
had an eight year sentence beforehand, and was out briefly, before being
hauled away back into the system. So, technically speaking, twenty years
since he was a free man. That would all change during the summer. July 15th,
2017 to be exact.
The month of July finally arrived. Two weeks until I would finally have my
father in my life outside of a visiting room. I was excited, but also extremely
nervous. I had no idea what to expect. I had spent nineteen years with it just
being my mother and I in our household. We had a routine. I went to school,
practice, and work. She went to work, and made sure things were taken care
of around the house. We had the perfect chemistry. We were not ready for this
big of a change. The two weeks flew by, and faster than I could blink, it was
July 14th. That night, I didn’t get a minute of sleep.
It was about 4:00 AM. My mother came to wake me up, but I hadn’t
fallen asleep since I laid down. I asked her if she had slept, and she said no
as well. We both were so anxious and excited. We hit the road at about 4:30
AM to head to Bowling Green, which is where he was currently placed. It was
almost a five hour drive, and neither my mom or I could stop talking about it,
the whole trip. I was wide awake, despite not sleeping the night before. I had
waited my whole life for this moment. It was finally happening.
We finally arrived at the penitentiary. I was shaking with anxiety. I felt
excited, I felt fear, and I felt as if I were about to walk on a tightrope across
the Grand Canyon. My stomach felt like it had been punched by Tyson. This
would hopefully be the last time I stepped foot inside a prison. After going
there my whole life, prisons became routine to me. It was just how my life was,
but that would all change today. We walked into the entrance, and the prison
smell hit me. It didn’t bother, because I knew that I wouldn’t have to worry
about it anymore. We checked in and went outside to wait for my father to be
released.
After about an hour of waiting in the parking lot, it happened. I looked
beyond the colossal fences of barbed wire. I spotted my father being escorted
to the fence by a Corrections Officer. My heart began racing faster than ever,
and my stomach turned. I was on the verge of puking at any moment. The gate
opened slowly, almost like it was in slow motion. Once it finally opened, my
father stepped outside. He was wearing a Royals shirt and some shorts that
we had brought him. This was the first time I had seen him in something other
than a gray or orange jumpsuit, in forever.
I stepped out of the car, when he got close. As he approached me, I
just hugged him as hard as I could. This time, no officer could tell me if I had
hugged him too long. I could hug him for as long as I wanted to. I had to do
everything I could to hold back the tears building up. I was in complete shock.
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It didn’t feel real. I felt as if I was dreaming, so I opened my eyes, and, to my
amazement, this was truly happening. Jeremy Lasley, my father, was a free
man.
The first few weeks were a big adjustment, but we managed. We did
things together for once. I had never experienced this before. It was an
amazing feeling. I never wanted it to change. That’s when it blindsided me.
That’s when I let my guard down, and it came back to bite me.
I should have listened to everyone’s warnings. I should have known
he wouldn’t change. A few months went by, and, every day, the arguing got
worse. My mother would end in crying fits as my father would leave the house,
leaving me in the middle of it. Eventually, he started to lie to me as well.
That’s when I drew the line. I stood up for myself, and he blamed my mother
for turning me against him. That was it. That was the last time I spoke to the
man that I sadly have to call my father, Jeremy Lasley. I guess things just don’t
always end up the way you want, and there’s nothing you can do to change
that. All I can do now is keep doing what I’ve been doing, and support my
mother the whole way.
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The Days After Betsy Died
By Emilee Long
The day Betsy died was December 27th, 2011, but it still feels like yesterday; mostly because her case is still unsolved, and her story keeps showing
up in the news. You see, Betsy had cancer three times, so everyone was pretty
much prepared for her to go downhill quickly. That sounds bad, but it’s true.
Betsy was a co-leader for my small group of middle school girls from church.
She was married, and had two daughters. She was planning a “Congratulations to me, I’m in remission” cruise with her husband, when she found out
that her cancer had come back, again.
About two weeks before Betsy died, our group was sitting around the
coffee table, in a basement living room. Christmas was obviously the hosting
family’s favorite holiday, with beads and garland on the fireplace, an extra tree
in the corner, fully decorated, and lights lining the ceiling. Betsy was telling
us that, as soon as her chemotherapy started making her hair fall out, she was
going to shave her head and have a wig made, so she could keep her own hair
for once. That’s the last thing she talked about with us. When small group ended, we all said, “have a great Christmas!” “enjoy the holiday!” and “We’ll see
you in a few weeks!” but we didn’t see her in a few weeks.
Two days after Christmas, the wind was harsh, and the streets were covered in ice; but everyone was out returning unwanted gifts, or stocking up for
next year’s festivities. Mom and I were walking down the street of an Arkansas
outdoor mall, when she stopped me and told me the generic, “something bad
happened.” She said that the cause of death was unknown, but that the police
were investigating. I knew that the police investigating meant that something
awful had happened, but I was only thirteen, and my love for Law and Order:
SVU hadn’t blossomed yet; so I didn’t think too much into it. We talked,for a
few more minutes, about who would be helping to lead my small group after
that, but we decided it could wait until we were home. For now, we would enjoy the lingering smell of Christmas and the inevitable sales ahead of us.
The church that mine and Betsy’s families were part of had partnered
with a Budget Inn a few miles away, to help house homeless people in the
community. The hotel was musty, dingy, and all-around run down, but that
meant it could be used to help. Homeless people could essentially apply to
live there, and, based on things like need and family size, they could be approved to stay, while they saved up money for their own place or looked for a
job. Betsy had her fair share of struggles throughout her life, and this ministry
was something she really connected with. There was a woman named Amanda
that was living at the hotel with her daughter Lauren. Lauren was the same age
as Betsy’s youngest daughter, so Amanda and Betsy bonded over that.
Amanda didn’t have a car, so she reached out to the church and asked
if someone could give her a ride to and from the visitation and memorial service. My parents decided that we didn’t need to go to the visitation, so Amanda and Lauren had someone else take them to that.

95

My family did give them a ride to the memorial service, though. As soon
as Amanda got in the car, she started saying things like, “Oh, isn’t this so sad?”
“I can’t believe something like this could happen.” “She was such a kind woman who deserved so much more.” Then, all of a sudden, it was, “At the visitation yesterday, you could still see the stab marks on her face, even through
all the makeup!” There was thirteen year old me, sitting in the back seat of a
minivan, with two strangers sitting between my parents and me, traumatized.
Mom hadn’t told me yet how Betsy was murdered. Actually, she never said that
Betsy was murdered, in the first place. I just figured that part out from the police investigation. My mom responded with, “Oh… that’s really sad,” and the
rest of the car ride was silent.
The drive to the church was only about ten minutes long, but it seemed
like years. We filed out of the car filled with tension you could cut deeper than
the wounds that brought us all here. Amanda and Lauren walked inside quickly, but my parents and I took our time going in. “I could’ve warned you,” mom
said to me. I thought, Yeah, you could have, but didn’t say anything. Mom told
me that, at first, they thought Betsy had killed herself, but they later decided
that someone had killed her, so there would be some police officers at her
memorial service. Mom said, “some” police officers. There was one at every
door leading to the auditorium. Our church has nine doors leading to the auditorium.
The service went on, and it was beautiful. Singing Amazing Grace and
the other generic hymns that are supposed to bring peace to everyone. We
all walked through the lobby, and looked at pictures of her with her family
and friends, with our small group, and with her church ladies. Most of the pictures were with her daughters. After the ceremony ended, we had to take that
awful(ly nice) woman and her daughter back to the hotel before we could go
home. Amanda was so nice, and it wasn’t her fault that I wasn’t warned about
how Betsy was killed. I just couldn’t believe that she could talk about stab
marks on a woman’s face, without cringing.
A few days after the service, Russ Faria, Betsy’s husband, was arrested
and tried for her murder. Even with witnesses saying he was with them at the
time of the murder, video surveillance, and a receipt to solidify his alibi, Russ
was convicted of his wife’s murder. When Russ was sentenced to life in prison
plus thirty years, family and friends were furious. Russ clearly had not been
near his home when Betsy died. He was the one that called 911 to report his
wife’s suicide when he came home to see her covered in blood on their couch.
He was out with friends forty-five minutes away from their home, and had
stopped for fast food, before going back to his wife. Russell’s family and lawyers worked tirelessly to ensure that justice be served for Betsy.
After some digging it was quickly found that Betsy’s best friend Pam
worked at the bank Betsy’s family used and had become the sole beneficiary
of her life insurance money only four days before she was killed. It was also
uncovered that Pam had taken Betsy home from her cancer treatment, the
night that she was killed. In Pam’s initial interview, she said that she simply
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pulled into the driveway and let Betsy out, without leaving the car herself. Pam
later said that she helped Betsy into the house, because she was feeling weak
and nauseous from her treatment.
Pam was questioned multiple times, considering she was the last person
to see Betsy alive and the key witness against Russ, and, each time she told
her story, it changed just a little bit. In one of Pam’s later stories, she claimed
that Betsy and she were having a love affair, and that Russ killed his wife, because he found out that she was cheating. This story was told after investigators found that Pam’s cell phone location from incoming and outgoing messages; and calls showed that she was still at Betsy’s home, over half an hour
away from her own, long after she said she left Betsy, and only minutes from
Betsy’s time of death.
As each piece of Pam’s first few accounts of what happened proved to
be lies, it was published that the judge who convicted Russ did not allow the
jury to hear any evidence incriminating anyone except Russ. The article went
on to explain that the Prosecuting Attorney did not allow tests on evidence
that would contradict Russ being the killer. This information, along with a few
other pieces, allowed for Russ to be freed from prison and have the conviction
cleared from his record. The judge that acquitted Russ went on to say that the
initial investigation was disturbing and raised more questions than answers.
The family could not agree more.
Now that two, young girls have one parent back in their lives, the family
can rest a little bit easier, knowing that an innocent man is not serving prison
time. However, they still anxiously await the day that Betsy’s true killer, whether it be Pam or not, be brought to justice for ending a life so close to many.
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Batman, ‘Bama, and Brian Regan
By Ryley Lyons
I still remember it like it happened yesterday. I was playing a pickup
game of basketball, attempting to juke my defender. I made my move, taking one hard dribble to the left, but, as soon as I did, he went to slide with me.
Maintaining his defensive position, he took a hard step with me, and, in doing
so, drove the harsh bone of his knee into mine. Somehow, he was unfazed, but
I was quite the opposite. I was sent to the ground, writhing in agony, due to
what had just happened.
“You good, man?” the other players asked, wanting to know if I could
continue playing; or if they would need someone to take my place.
“Yeah, just give me a second,” I replied, still wanting to play while attempting to ignore the immense pain I felt in my left knee. I tried to walk it
off, but something felt wrong. I had experienced knee soreness before, but
this was something entirely different. I would come to find out that I had just
broken off a huge chunk of cartilage in my knee, due to a combination of the
blunt force trauma and a birth defect with a name as long as this story, but that
comes later.
I stopped playing, after about five minutes of trying to power through. I
knew it wasn’t getting any better, so I figured I’d give it a break. By then, my
knee had become pretty swollen, and, at that point, it looked like the Spalding ball we had been playing with (okay, maybe I’m exaggerating, but only a
bit). I decided to ice it. That seemed to do the trick for a while, but, as soon as I
began to walk on it again, it inflated like a balloon. Each step I took sent crippling shockwaves of pain through my knee.
My eighth grade basketball season was soon beginning, and, after two
weeks of continual play/icing/resting, nothing had improved. Every jump
was filled with searing pain, every stride a regret, and my defensive stance
had become basically non-existent. I tried explaining to my coach and my
dad what was going on, but they still didn’t seem to understand, until I finally showed them how swollen it was. I couldn’t really convey the pain, but
the sheer size and redness was enough to make anyone rethink the situation
(that’s what she said…?).
Soon an orthopaedic visit was scheduled, my appointment being a
couple days later. X-rays were taken, MRI scans were done, and, after what felt
like an eternity, they finally discovered the literal missing piece. Dr. Adams,
who was the surgeon for my first operation, took that cartilage fragment out,
and stitched me back up. I assumed the worst was finally behind me — little
did I know it would get much worse.
After a few weeks of rest, rehabilitation, and watching Brian Regan
stand-up specials on repeat, I got back to playing, and the pain and swelling
returned, almost instantly. Back we went to the doctor, and the outlook was
grim. It became evident, after a while, that Dr. Adams had little to no idea what
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he was talking about or how to fix my knee. He suggested that we “let Mother
Nature handle it.” At one point, I was even told to Google my symptoms, which
I thought was what a doctor was for — how foolish I was. He ended the appointment with the diagnosis that “I should be made to feel as comfortable as
possible, and, in my thirties, I would get a knee replacement.” In other words,
my basketball career, and essentially any hope of prolonged physical activity,
was over. My mom was also with me, just as she would be for the next dozen
hospital visits, two surgeries, and dozens of physical therapy sessions. She
couldn’t believe what we had just been told.
I had never known despair like I had in that moment. I would never play
basketball, baseball, or run in track and field ever again; and, though I could
have almost lived without those, knowing that I couldn’t run or walk at all without a pathetic limp was an unbearable thought. Luckily, Mom and I wouldn’t
give up so easily.
That would be the last time we saw Mr. Adams (I know he’s a Dr., but
belittling him in whatever way I can gives me pleasure). She and I were both
devastated, once the news really set in. At that point, there were no other options. Mom then decided to vent about what we had been going through. She
called one of her sisters to talk about the news, and how I would essentially
live like an eighty-year old arthritic man for the rest of my life. Luckily, that
sister was Sara Evans (country music singer). Even more lucky was the fact
that Evans was nextdoor neighbors with Dr. Lyle Cain, the official team doctor for the Alabama Crimson Tide, and one of the most renowned orthopaedic
surgeons in the country.
Before I knew it, Mom and I were on our way to Birmingham, Alabama.
Dr. Cain stopped by, later that evening, examined the MRI images, and, in
what felt like mere seconds, he knew exactly what was going on, saying with
utmost surety that he could fix both of my knees (by that point my right knee
had begun to have problems too). My mom and I began to cry tears of joy, and
thanked him for his help. He didn’t know us at all, but he treated us as if he
had known us a lifetime, and gave me the care and attention he would have for
Carmelo Anthony (an NBA all-star, whom he actually did operate on).
They took another few months to set up, but I finally had the two surgeries, the first being in November, 2009, and the other in October, 2010. The
rehab lasted even longer. Every day, after school, I was doing all sorts of exercises amidst a handful of elderly folks. There were occasionally people there
that were my age, but that was pretty rare. I wasn’t allowed to play basketball,
or do any other “weight bearing physical activity.” Which basically meant I
had to sit on my ass, and do nothing for weeks on end. One can only play so
much Batman: Arkham Asylum before getting tired of it — which I finally did,
after beating it three times.
Eventually, though, my sophomore year began, and my first basketball
season as a high schooler finally started. I can’t remember how it went, but I’m
pretty sure I missed a ton of shots. After all I had been through, I really didn’t
care. I was just happy to maintain a squatting position without collapsing, run
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around (I got winded pretty quickly), and jump. I can’t even begin to describe
to you what it felt like to leap again — to feel, for a brief moment, as if I was
flying — after being grounded for so long. I’m sure I looked awkward as hell.
During that down-time, I had grown about seven inches taller, and had been
informed by loving family members that I resembled a newborn giraffe as I
pranced about aimlessly.
Some days, I didn’t think I would be able to come back. The exercises
were very trying, and the daily icing sessions at four in the morning before
school nearly drove me insane. I was on crutches, for months, and I seem to
remember falling down constantly. I fell going up stairs, going down stairs,
in the shower — you name it; but, with the help of my parents (especially
my mom), I learned to keep picking myself back up. It took me longer than
expected to finally find my groove, but, once I found it, I did pretty well. My
senior year, in basketball, I was all-conference honorable mention, and averaged a double-double in districts. Track and field was a bit different; they
could fix my knee, but they couldn’t fix my hatred for running. After all the
time I had spent away from sports, though, I was just happy to be out there
(when I wasn’t running).
There were times that I thought about giving up. Some days, it seemed
as if no progress was being made, and, no matter how many exercises I did,
or the number of times I iced, it wasn’t making a difference; but I didn’t give
up. I didn’t “let Mother Nature handle it.” It’s a lesson I learned from all of that,
which I didn’t realize until much later: everyone is dealt different hands of fate,
but it doesn’t mean you have to accept them. The impossible is possible, if you
know what you want for yourself, and go after it. Or, in the very least, I learned
that even Xbox can get boring, if you play it long enough.
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First Place Ten-Minute Play
The Impossibility of Dying from Falling Tomatoes
by Catherine Barnard
ACT ONE
EXT. PLAYGROUND - DAWN
(AMY, 7, walks into a deserted playground. Dew is still gathered on the ground
and the play set. There is fog. She walks slowly to the swings. She sits down,
ignoring the dew; and swings. The metal squeals with her weight, back and
forth, back and forth. She whispers.)
AMY: Please. Please. Bring my mom back. Let me meet her. I will do anything.
(The WIND whispers back.)
WIND: Perhaps... perhaps... a game? Do you like games child?
AMY: I will do anything.
WIND: A game it is then... I will tell you about it, my dear…
(The Wind swirls around Amy, ruffling her hair, whispering secrets into her
ears. We only catch one phrase.)
WIND: ...don’t... tell…
INT. OLD SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
(Room is thick with dust; it fills the air, resting on furniture and on the five
people positioned sporadically about the room. They all breathe, though
completely still otherwise.)
The five people are:
MAGGIE (65) married to Ralph.
RALPH (67), married to Maggie.
LEO (26) redneck, stupid.
CASSIDY (34).
ANDREW (8).
(Their eyes are all closed. Slowly, each of their eyes open. MAGGIE is sitting
by her husband RALPH. She takes his hand, and whispers.)
MAGGIE: Dear... do you know where we are? Do you know these people?
RALPH: They’re strangers to me, honey.
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(LEO picks up a crumpled note from the table. He reads it aloud; his voice
becomes that of a little girl.)
LEO: “Hello, everyone. I’m sure you all are wondering how you’ve gotten here.
My friend saved you. You all should be dead, but you’re not! I made a wish,
and my friend is helping to make it come true.”
(LEO stands up. He smiles ludicrously at his fellow prisoners.)
LEO: “We are going to play a game. You were all not killed by the same thing.
Figure it out, and you’ll live. Don’t, and you die.”
(LEO pauses, and his voice becomes almost hopeful.)
LEO: “If you succeed, you’ll get to see your... loved ones... again.”
(LEO exits the trance. He loses his balance, and falls backward to the sofa
behind him, passed out.)
RALPH: Did that just happen? He sounded like a little girl.
ANDREW: This is a weird, weird place.
(LEO comes to, pissed.)
LEO: How the fuck are we supposed to figure out how we all didn’t die? That’s
stupid as shit.
MAGGIE: I don’t understand...
(LEO gets up to leave.)
RALPH: Where do you think you’re going?
LEO: There’s a door. I don’t wanna die. Also, you motherfuckers look useless as
shit.
RALPH: Very well, but I think we should all go together.
LEO: Fuck that. The females and the kid gonna slow us down.
(CASSIDY and MAGGIE glare at LEO.)
CASSIDY: Hell no. I’m not about that misogynistic bullshit. We come too.
ANDREW: And I’m not a kid. I’m fucking eight.
LEO: Then, shut up, and move brat.
(CASSIDY looks ready to fight him. RALPH gives her a look, and says, under
his breath.)
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RALPH: He’s not worth it.
(MAGGIE stands up.)
MAGGIE: Let’s get this over with.
(MAGGIE takes ANDREW’S hand. The group leaves the room through a set of
thick double doors.)
END ACT ONE
ACT TWO
INT. BALLROOM - NIGHT
(The ballroom is dusty, like the sitting room. Candles are lit in the chandeliers.
They glitter off the mirrors hung on the walls. There are no windows. It feels
too bright. AMY sits in the middle, cross-legged.)
RALPH: Is she one of us?
(AMY smiles.)
AMY: Hi, people. Did you like my letter? It is good to see you. You’ll find all the
clues you need in this house. Other than that, I can’t really help you.
(AMY makes a sad face, then gets up, and walks through a mirror as if it were
a door, leaving. RALPH goes to the mirror, and tries to go through it.)
RALPH: It won’t open.
LEO: Yeah, well, this place is strange as fuck, it’s not gonna be that easy.
ANDREW: I don’t like it here.
(ANDREW looks around the room.)
ANDREW: I don’t like her either. She was in my class. Weirdo loner.
MAGGIE: Andrew, what did you say?
ANDREW: That I don’t like this place.
MAGGIE: Not that. The other thing.
ANDREW: I don’t like Amy.
LEO: Amy?
MAGGIE: The little girl?
ANDREW: Yeah. I told you already. She was in my class. Total weirdo orphan
kid.
(ANDREW thinks for a second.)
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ANDREW: She really liked tomatoes.
LEO: Not relevant, kid.
CASSIDY: Maybe more relevant than you think.
(CASSIDY points to one of the hanging chandeliers. A tomato is sitting where
one of the candles should be.)
LEO: The fuck...?
RALPH: Well, that’s strange. A clue, you think?
MAGGIE: Probably. Should we try to get it down?
CASSIDY: It’s too high.
LEO: None of us died from eating poisoned tomatoes? Is that it? Bet that’s
fucking it.
(ANDREW snorts.)
ANDREW: I don’t eat vegetables.
MAGGIE: Oh my...
(MAGGIE covers her mouth, trying not to laugh. LEO looks perplexed.)
LEO: The kid isn’t that funny.
(MAGGIE points behind him. AMY appears, dressed as a formal waitress; she
carries a silver platter with a tomato plant sitting on it. Its roots drape over the
edge, with dirt clumps in their tangles. One tomato grows on it. It is perfect.)
LEO: Why is that fucking funny?
MAGGIE: I don’t know. It’s just random. The tension must be getting to me.
(AMY seems distant. She walks toward them, a dainty step.)
ANDREW: Is this a hint too?
CASSIDY: Maybe, two tomatoes probably aren’t coincidence.
ANDREW: She gonna make me eat that?
AMY: Not for you, sweet. For him.
(AMY smiles softly,and extends the platter to LEO.)
AMY: This is a nifty tomato. It will turn into any tomato-y dish you like; pasta,
pizza, a nice salad. Pick whatever.
LEO: Well, shit. First good thing that’s happened here. I want a pizza. Lots of
pepperoni.
(The tomato plant morphs, becoming a cheesy, beautiful pizza.)
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ANDREW: I want some.
LEO: Get your own, kid.
(LEO digs in. The pizza pulls apart with shiny strings of cheese. LEO eats a
piece; lording it over the others that they don’t get any.)
LEO: Fuck you, pussies.
RALPH: Enjoy, son. It’s all yours.
(AMY seconds this with a sickening smile.)
AMY: It’s all yours.
(LEO keeps eating. His eyes begin to drip tomato sauce, filling and turning
red. He doesn’t notice. He smiles at the others, his teeth outlined in red.
His body starts to melt, first his skin, pouring off him like water off a wellwaxed car. LEO keeps eating. Slowly his body sinks into the ground, flattening.
The others stare in horror.)
CASSIDY: Leo —
LEO: Shut up. I’m not gonna share even if you kneel down and beg.
CASSIDY: No — I think you should —
(AMY smiles.)
AMY: It’s like a drug. Like... poison. He’ll die happy at least.
(AMY shrugs and leaves.)
RALPH: Can we... can we help him?
(LEO is oblivious to the world now. The pizza is almost gone, and so is he,
melted into the ground. More and more resembling the pizza he is eating.
His skin pools to the edges, his organs create a topping of blood and meat. His
bones form a sparse coating of cheese. MAGGIE covers ANDREW’S eyes. She
whispers.)
MAGGIE: I don’t think we can save him.
(RALPH wraps his arm around MAGGIE’S shoulders. LEO is gone now. His
body is a human pizza.)
CASSIDY: Do we — should we leave?
MAGGIE: I think so... I think the clue was the tomato, the one on the
chandelier.
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RALPH: So, don’t guess. Is that the lesson here? We die if we guess wrong?
CASSIDY: ...yeah. We gotta be careful.
ANDREW: Okay. I’m glad none of us died. I didn’t like him anyway.
MAGGIE: Andrew!
RALPH: That way?
(RALPH points toward a set of double doors on the other side of the ballroom.
CASSIDY nods. The group leaves; LEO’S pizza-self is left behind.)
END ACT ONE
ACT TWO
INT. LIBRARY - NIGHT
(The library holds an old desk, a sofa, and chairs; and the walls are lined with
old, dust bookcases. Sheets cover the furniture and boxes are stacked here
and there. They have built a fire in the fireplace. RALPH holds a new letter.)
RALPH: Hope this doesn’t spell death for me. Leo read the last letter after all.
MAGGIE: Honey! Don’t joke like that.
(RALPH winks at ANDREW; ANDREW chuckles. RALPH clears his throat, and
reads the letter aloud. The same as LEO, RALPH goes into a trance, reading as
AMY.)
RALPH: “Good job. One down. Well, I guess that isn’t good, but you’ve found a
hint. Which is. One for one?”
(MAGGIE winces.)
RALPH: “Keep finding the hints. Good luck guys.”
(RALPH is already sitting, so he doesn’t fall over like LEO did, but his body
does crumple into the sofa. His head falls onto MAGGIE’S shoulder.)
CASSIDY: Guys? I’m not a fucking male.
ANDREW: Duh...?
(MAGGIE runs her hands through RALPH’S hair.)
MAGGIE: Wake up, dear.
RALPH: I’m back, honey... Think we should search this room?
MAGGIE: Sounds like a plan.
CASSIDY: This time, no guesses. Okay? Leo--him dying? That was level ten
nasty, and kinda sad. I guess.
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MAGGIE: It was. Even if we didn’t like him.
(Ralph stands up.)
RALPH: Okay, let’s get this thing over with.
(They search the room.)
ANDREW: I found a spectacle!
(ANDREW holds it up, and makes a pompous face. He talks in a bad British
accent.)
ANDREW: Oi! Salutations, my good fellows.
(CASSIDY grins, and gives him a curtsy in response.)
RALPH: Not sure that is our hint, buddy.
ANDREW: I don’t care. I like it.
MAGGIE: I think I’ve found something.
(MAGGIE gestures to a drawer she’d opened in an old, wooden desk. It is
filled with dead, crispy leaves.)
CASSIDY: Well, that’s random.
RALPH: Random enough to be our clue, I think.
MAGGIE: A tomato and dead leaves?
CASSIDY: This place is weird enough that it makes sense, I guess.
RALPH: But what does it mean?
ANDREW: Maybe that we died of a sunburn in the fall?
MAGGIE: Andrew! What did we say?
(CASSIDY whispers.)
CASSIDY: You guessed. Andrew, you guessed.
(ANDREW’S eyes get really big.)
ANDREW: Am I going to die?
(RALPH tries to bring humor into the situation.)
RALPH: Well, technically we all are already dead..
(MAGGIE gives him a look. Then speaks to ANDREW.)
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MAGGIE: I think so, dear. At least, according to what happened to Leo.. and
what Amy said...
(Tears drip down ANDREW’S face. He looks scared.)
CASSIDY: Maybe you won’t. It was an accident. Maybe it won’t count.
(ANDREW sniffles.)
ANDREW: I hope not.
(A door creaks open. AMY steps through. The room is heavy with tension.)
AMY: Hi, Andrew. How are you?
ANDREW: I’m good. Please ignore my guess. I slipped up.
AMY: I’m afraid that isn’t possible. How would you like to have your own leaf
pile to jump into first? That would be pleasant, wouldn’t it?
(MAGGIE and RALPH exchange looks.)
ANDREW: I would like that. I like leaves. My brother and I like to make big, big
piles of them every fall. Then we run and leap into them, and they are prickly
and smell funny.
AMY: I’m glad. I will make one just for you.
(AMY whistles gently, and leaves blow into the room. They come from between
the bookshelves, from the boxes, and from between the floorboards. They
form a wonderful, fluffy pile in the middle of the room. ANDREW backs up to
get a good jump. Everyone else distances themselves.)
AMY: Get a good jump, honey.
(ANDREW runs, and jumps into the leaves. His body disappears into them. The
others step closer, looking into the pile. A hole is in the center, disappearing
forever. They can see ANDREW’S body, falling, falling. His tears float back
up to them. MAGGIE leans into RALPH’S arms and tucks her head into his
shoulders.)
END ACT TWO
ACT THREE
INT. BILLIARD ROOM - NIGHT
(Room is dusty. The lights gleam dimly over the pool table. There is a large
gash slit through the grimy felt.)
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MAGGIE: We lost Andrew. We lost Andrew.
CASSIDY: It’s not fair. He didn’t understand what he was saying... what it
meant..
RALPH: Neither did Leo...
MAGGIE: I can’t think about this.
CASSIDY: So, we’ve got a tomato in a chandelier and a pile of dead leaves.
RALPH: Okay, the tomato is up high... the leaves are dead, like they are in the
fall.
MAGGIE: I have an idea but I don’t know how to guess it without chancing
another of us dying.
CASSIDY: Paper?
RALPH: Worth a shot.
(MAGGIE scrounges, and finds scrap of paper, then borrows a pen from
RALPH. She writes down her guess: Tomato plants die in the fall. So do leaves,
but none of us did. Thus, we weren’t killed in the fall.)
RALPH: Hmm...
CASSIDY: I don’t think that is it.
(AMY appears as if from nowhere, startling everyone. MAGGIE drops the
pen.)
AMY: I agree. Seems wrong.
RALPH: No. No, it was written. It doesn’t count.
AMY: Interesting claim. Too bad you don’t make the rules.
(AMY makes a pouty face. RALPH puts himself between AMY and MAGGIE.)
RALPH: Don’t touch my wife. Don’t even think about it.
AMY: Okie dokie.
(AMY smiles. A giant Starbucks pumpkin spice latte falls from the sky. RALPH
tries to push MAGGIE out of the way, but he trips over his pen on the floor.
The paper cup hits them, exploding in hot liquid. CASSIDY jumps back,
getting burnt slightly on her left hand from the splattering coffee. RALPH and
MAGGIE are both crushed by the weight of the coffee, and, also, their skin
is melted off. Just like before, no bodies remain. The melted flesh and coffee
seeps through the floor. All that is left is the oversized, broken paper cup.)
AMY: I like that one. Everyone likes a good Starbucks latte.
CASSIDY: Fuck you, bitch. I don’t.
AMY: Don’t be mad at me.
CASSIDY: You just murdered four people!
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AMY: But I really didn’t.
CASSIDY: Fine. Arguing isn’t worth it.
AMY: Make your guess.
CASSIDY: We didn’t die by... fall, falling, um, tomatoes?
AMY: Yeah!
CASSIDY: What the fuck?
AMY: That’s it.
CASSIDY: Fuck. (Pause) So I live?
(AMY smiles and hugs CASSIDY, her arms clamped around CASSIDY’S waist.
Into CASSIDY’S shirt, AMY’S voice comes muffled.)
AMY: Yeah. You live.
CASSIDY: Um. Thank you for the hug. How do I leave?
AMY: I don’t know.
(CASSIDY delicately removes AMY’S arms.)
CASSIDY: Well, this has been fun. I’m done with these mind games. I’m gonna
go jump down that hole with Andrew. I’m dead anyway.
(CASSIDY turns to leave.)
AMY: Mom!
(CASSIDY pauses.)
CASSIDY: What...? What was that?
AMY: N-nothing. Just don’t jump. I think we have to wait. Just wait.
CASSIDY: Amy... Amy I think something is wrong...
AMY: Huh?
CASSIDY: Your forehead.
(AMY reaches up, and touches her head. Blood comes away on her fingertips.)
AMY: ... how?
CASSIDY: ...turn around.
(A large gash stretches from behind AMY’S ear to the top of her skull.)
AMY: No. No. It was a mistake. I didn’t mean it.
CASSIDY: Mean what? (Pause) What didn’t you mean?
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(The screen blurs to black as AMY’S “game” ends, and AMY and CASSIDY go
unconscious.)
END ACT THREE
ACT FOUR
EXT. PLAYGROUND - DAWN
(AMY swings slowly. Playground looks exactly as it did in Act One. The wind
gently swirls AMY’S hair. AMY falls to the ground, unconscious. The sun rises,
time passing. CASSIDY’S voice is heard shouting in the distance.
CASSIDY: Amy! Amy, where are you? Amy...
(CASSIDY runs into the playground.)
CASSIDY: Amy!
(CASSIDY crouches next to AMY. She gently turns her over. There is a gash
stretching from AMY’S ear to the top of her head from a broken bottle
discarded on the ground. Blood is pooled under AMY’S body. She doesn’t
breathe, and her skin is dull grey. Her eyes are open and glazed.)
CASSIDY: My baby... My baby...
(CASSIDY swallows tears, and fumbles with her phone, trying to call for
help. AMY’S body is lifeless. An ambulance shows up. The sounds of action
and people talking are blurred by the song “Host of Seraphim,” by Dead
Can Dance. A newspaper is plastered against the screen. Four names are
headlined, proclaimed dead: MAGGIE and RALPH AIMS, ANDREW ABDUL,
and LEO CARLOS. The newspaper blows away. CASSIDY sobs as her
daughter’s body is placed on a gurney. AMY’S body is covered with a sheet.
You can see a burn scar on CASSIDY’S left hand as she wipes away her tears.)
END ACT FOUR
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Second Place Ten-Minute Play
Clue by Miranda Dahman
(Setting is a mansion in the English countryside decorated very fancy with
glass chandeliers lit and windows along the wall. Their open curtains show
that it is night time. The year is 1890. There is a dinner party going on.
SIBYLLE BANISTER is draped across the lounge chair, smoking a cigarette. She
is the daughter of the Earl of Yorkshire, and is dressed in an opulent flowing
dress and jewels. She looks bemused by the others in the room.
HUMPHREY MASON and Moses Rey are sitting near one of the windows,
drinking sherry and rolling dice. Rey is a professor of history at Oxford, and
is in a tweed jacket and eyeglasses. MASON is an officer of Scotland Yard of
London. He arrived to the party still in his uniform.
LLOYD WARWICK, the host of the party, is debating Mary Shelley’s
Frankenstein with MERETE BOTHE. Bothe is the wife of Rey, and is a doctor.
Suddenly, WARWICK’S BUTLER comes up to him.)
BUTLER: Sir, please forgive me for interrupting, but there is someone on the
telephone for you. He said you would know who he is.
WARWICK: I wasn’t expecting anyone to call tonight. I’ll see what he wants.
BUTLER: Very good, sir. Will you need anything else?
WARWICK: No. That will be all.
(WARWICK walks into the foyer, and picks up the phone.)
WARWICK: Hello, can I ask who this is?
CALLER: Hello, Warwick. It’s been a while. There is something you need to
know. Someone in the room with you will be killed tonight. Someone else in
the room will do the killing. Be wary. (click)
(WARWICK looks stunned, and stares around the hall. He walks back into the
room. It has started storming outside, and lightning is flashing through the
windows. Suddenly, the power goes out. There is some light from the dying
fire, but no candles have been lit yet. A piercing scream can be heard seconds
later. The BUTLER rushes around, lighting candelabras casting light on the
scene again. Moses Rey is laying facedown on the floor, bleeding.)
SYBILLE : *screams* Oh my god he’s dead!
(MERETE checks his pulse.)
SYBILLE (CONT.): My husband is dead! *starts sobbing*
WARWICK: Alright, everyone. Remain calm. Humphrey, what did you see,
anything?
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HUMPHREY: No I didn’t, but that means there was no gunshot. Help me turn
him over. There’s no wound on his back.
(They turn Rey over, and see that he has been stabbed in the neck. MERETE
turns away from sybille’s shoulder.)
MERETE: Who would want to kill my husband? That damn butler, where was
he when all of this happened?
(She runs up to the BUTLER, and grabs his shirt.)
MERETE (CONT.): Where were you?!
(She falls to the ground, sobbing. SYBILLE goes back over to comfort her.
They are obviously dear friends. They have all been friends since school when
they were younger.)
BUTLER : Sir, I’ve called Scotland Yard, and notified them that Detective Mason
is here, but will need backup.
WARWICK: Thank you, Franklin. Humphrey, what do we need to do until the
Yard gets here? With the storm and the distance, it may take some time for
them to reach us.
HUMPHREY: Did anyone see anything? I know the lights went out, Sybille, you
were near the fire. Did the light reach anything?
SYBILLE: No I didn’t see anything. I was watching the storm roll up through the
window.
HUMPHREY: Blast! I was sitting across from the Professor, and I couldn’t see
my hand in front of my face. What about sounds? Did anyone hear anything?
Warwick, I know it couldn’t have been you. The lights went out before you
walked into the room. There wasn’t enough time for you to reach Rey to stab
him.
WARWICK: No there wasn’t. Humphrey, can I speak to you in the hall?
HUMPHREY: Of course.
(The two walk into the hall. HUMPHREY tells the BUTLER to keep an eye on the
others at the party.)
WARWICK: Humphrey, the call I received before the power and the murder
warned me that someone would be killed tonight. What is going on? How
could someone have known that?
HUMPHREY: I don’t know, Warwick. Something is going on here. No one in
that room could have made that call. Someone had to have known what was
happening. Was it a man or a woman on the phone?
WARWICK: It was a man. He didn’t sound familiar. Maybe, a colleague of
Rey’s? He doesn’t have any male family members…
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(They walk back into the room, and see that MERETE has stopped crying.
HUMPHREY turns to WARWICK.)
HUMPHREY: Where was Merete when her husband was stabbed? Would she
have any reason to kill him?
BUTLER: Mrs. Merete was walking toward you and Mr. Rey when the lights
went out, sir.
WARWICK: Thank you, Franklin.
HUMPHREY: Has she talked to you lately, Warwick? Did she say anything about
Rey? Any marital problems or anger toward him?
WARWICK: No, Humphrey. I talked to her when I invited them to the party. She
told me that they were both doing well. She mentioned that he had just gotten
tenured and she had just been hired at the children’s hospital. There is no
logical reason for her to kill him. What about Sybille?
HUMPHREY: I haven’t spoken to her in awhile. What has she been up to? She
looks and acts the same as she always has…
WARWICK: I haven’t spoken to her either. Maybe we should.
(HUMPHREY and WARWICK slyly try to speak to SYBILLE while the BUTLER
takes MERETE into the kitchen for some tea to try to calm her.)
HUMPHREY: How could anyone want to murder the Professor?
WARWICK: This is a terrible loss. Had you spoken to him recently? Did he
mention anything out of the ordinary?
SYBILLE: Yes, I suppose it is. I spoke to him a few weeks ago, and he
mentioned that he and Merete were having some problems. He didn’t
elaborate what kind, but he did seem worried.
WARWICK: Interesting. It looks like you should have a talk with Merete,
Humphrey.
HUMPHREY: I think I will.
(HUMPHREY leaves the room, and heads toward the kitchen.)
SYBILLE: I wouldn’t put it past Merete. You know they were having marital
problems right? She even would have known where to stab him.
(WARWICK realizes that they don’t know what kind of weapon was used in the
stabbing. They hadn’t found anything at the scene. HUMPHREY walks back
into the room, and he and WARWICK begin looking for a weapon.)
HUMPHREY: Look at the stab wound. It’s incredibly small. We are looking for
something very thin and sharp.
SYBILLE: Like a lady’s hat pin, maybe? Merete had some on.
WARWICK: That could work…
WARWICK AND HUMPHREY CONVERSE WHERE SYBILLE CAN’T HEAR THEM.
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HUMPHREY: She seems sure that Merete had something to do with this.
(MERETE and the BUTLER walk back into the room. MERETE drops her tea
cup, and it shatters.)
MERETE: You bitch!
(Everyone looks toward MERETE, then toward sybille. SYBILLE is seen putting
a hatpin back in MERETE’S hat sitting on the table. SYBILLE freezes, and drops
the pin. She looks terrified, then angry.)
SYBILLE: If he had left you like I told him to then we wouldn’t be in this
situation! He was supposed to love me! Not you! He took that promotion to
support me! And he chooses to stay with you?
(At the same time she says this, she lunges toward MERETE, but is stopped by
the police who have just reached the house. They take her away in handcuffs,
and HUMPHREY leaves with them. He returns soon after.)
HUMPHREY: She lost all of her money and told Rey that she was pregnant,
hoping he would take care of her. She had it in her mind that it was his and
they should be together. She meant to kill Merete. Those tears were real.
WARWICK: That’s terrible, But who called me earlier?
HUMPHREY: That I don’t know. It seems like we have a mystery on our hands.
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Smitty’s Left Hand
By Gregory Owen
Characters:
JASON…………………a loser
CHAD………………….his loser friend
SMITTY……………….a co-worker
Setting:
A place of business, perhaps a big box store. Present.
(The oppressive fluorescent lighting of a big box store reveals JASON and
CHAD who probably should be working but are not.)
JASON: Ya, that call was totally bogus, there’s no way his foot touched the line,
he should have had like 20 more yards.
CHAD: I don’t know, they showed it from the other angle and it looked like it
might have touched.
JASON: That’s it, might have touched, replay is supposed to show indisputable
proof to overturn the call, man. I say we got screwed.
CHAD: I dunno, I’m just saying maybe they saw something we didn’t is all.
JASON: No we got screwed, oh hey, here comes the new guy. Have you seen
his hand? What’s the deal?
CHAD: Oh, ya, totally, It’s like, prophylactic.
JASON: You mean prosthetic.
CHAD: Ya, it’s frickin’ plastic and shit. How did the dude end up with a plastic
hand?
JASON: I have no idea.
(Enter SMITTY.)
SMITTY: Hey, fellas, what’s up?
CHAD: Oh, hey, man, not much, just sweeping.
SMITTY: Oh, okay. Well, I think I’m going to grab those boxes out of the back
that Bob wanted us to bring up.
CHAD: Oh, cool. Ya, that’s a good idea. Um, we’re just finishing up the
sweeping and then we’ll come back and give you a, uh, um, help out.
SMITTY: Oh, right on, ya, I’m not sure on some of them. Bob’s system is a little
confusing.
CHAD: Ya, you’ll get used to it. We’ll be back there in a sec.
SMITTY: Okay, no worries. (exits)
JASON: Dude, that is creepy looking.
CHAD: No doubt, it’s all shiny and weird, like a doll hand only human sized!
JASON: Seriously, I wonder what happened to him?
Was it like a freak combine accident or something?
CHAD: Maybe he was attacked by a dog.
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JASON: Ya, it was probably a pit bull that was all hyped up on like, dog drugs
and stuff.
CHAD: Dog drugs?
JASON: Ya, you know, like when illegal dog fighters get the dogs all drugged
up on doggie PCP and shit so they fight harder.
CHAD: Dude, that’s messed up. Those people should be put away.
JASON: I’m with you man, I think it’s messed up, too, but they do it. And now
Smitty lost a hand because of it.
CHAD: Harsh. Or maybe his hand got shot off. Like he was out hunting for
bears and stuff and his buddy shot him in the hand by mistake. Maybe it got
blown completely off with a 12-guage or something like in that Zombie movie
a couple weeks ago.
JASON: I don’t think you hunt bears with a shotgun; you’d use a rifle. Maybe
they were hunting grouse. That seems more his style. I see him as a grouse
hunter, not a bear hunter.
CHAD: True, he does seem a little uppity to shoot bears. Had to be a grouse
hunting accident. Or maybe he wasn’t even hunting, maybe he was target
shooting those clay things they fling out and you blow them away. He was
probably doing that and got in a fight with someone and they got into it and
the other guy blew his hand off.
JASON: That would be pretty badass.
CHAD: For real. Or maybe he blew it off with a firecracker.
JASON: Dude, you can’t blow an entire hand off with a firecracker, that’s just
stupid.
CHAD: No way, it happened to this guy my uncle knew when they were kids.
My uncle totally told me about it. Guy lost four fingers.
JASON: First of all, that’s fingers, not a whole hand, and second of all, your
uncle was a kid so that was like fifty years ago and they made fireworks
different back then. They actually had good stuff. Nowadays you can’t blow
up squat with a firecracker.
CHAD: Well, maybe it wasn’t a firecracker. Maybe it was like a stick of
dynamite or something. Maybe he was screwing around with dynamite and
blew his hand off.
JASON: Why would he be screwing around with dynamite? What is he, Wile E.
Coyote?
CHAD: Well, not screwing around, maybe, maybe he worked for the highway
department and they were blasting rock away to make room for a new
highway and he had an accident.
JASON: If he had an accident working for the highway department and lost a
hand he wouldn’t be working here, he’d be retired on a fat workman’s comp
settlement.
CHAD: Oh ya, I guess that’s true. Well maybe it wasn’t blown off at all. Maybe
it was surgically removed. Maybe he got some kind of puncture wound that
got infected and he was too stubborn to go to the hospital and it got all full of
gangrene and shit and he finally just like passed out and they found him in his
apartment two days later and when they got him to the hospital they had to
amputate it.
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JASON: Maybe. Or maybe he was messing around with a chemistry set and
spilled acid all over it and it had to be amputated. Like the acid ate all his
flesh off down to the bone and he was running around screaming and going
crazy and they had to cut it off.
CHAD: Ya, that makes sense. I can see him as a screamer. You know what? I
bet it wasn’t a chemistry set. I bet he lost it because he whacked off too much.
JASON: What?
CHAD: Ya, he like spanked it night and day for weeks and got corporal tunnel
syndrome and they had to amputate it.
JASON: You mean carpal tunnel, and that’s just stupid, man, spanking it that
much wouldn’t make you lose your hand.
CHAD: You would know, I guess.
JASON: Whatever, besides, it’s his left hand, dumbass.
CHAD: So, maybe he was left-handed.
JASON: Dude, you can’t lose your hand from whacking off too much, it’s
a scientific fact. There wouldn’t be a guy around with two hands. It was
probably a birth defect, like from that thalidomide shit they used to give
women that made their kids come out all gnarled hands and stuff.
CHAD: Dude, that made their hands messed up, not missing. And besides,
that was like in the ‘50s or something, he’s our age.
JASON: Right. Well, maybe it wasn’t thalidomide, maybe it was some kind of
secret government experimental drug they were testing and it made his hand
fall off.
CHAD: Or maybe it’s a robotic hand, like he’s a government agent with a
robotic hand.
JASON: You mean all James Bond and shit?
CHAD: Ya!
JASON: I don’t think so, it looks pretty low tech, it’s just a shiny plastic hand. If
it was a government robot hand it would be all high tech and realistic looking.
CHAD: That’s the deal, it’s a disguise, they made it look like a crappy plastic
fake hand so you wouldn’t suspect it’s actually a spy hand.
JASON: Then why wouldn’t they just make it look natural so you couldn’t tell at
all, dumbass?
CHAD: Hmnn. I guess you’re right. I never thought about it like that. HEY!
Maybe the mob cut it off.
JASON: Why would the mob cut his hand off?
CHAD: Because he like squealed on them or something.
JASON: If he had squealed, the mob would have cut his face, not cut his hand
off. Or they would have just killed him all together.
CHAD: Well, maybe he stole something from them, then, I don’t know. Or
maybe they were going to kill him by cutting him up in little pieces and they
started with his hand and then he got away.
JASON: Cool. Smitty pissed off the mob and lived to tell about it. Guy’s got
some brass ones after all. Or maybe it wasn’t the mob. Maybe he cut off his
own hand.
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CHAD: Why would he do that?
JASON: It was an accident. He was probably making dinner, watching Iron
Chef or something, and was trying to be all bad ass with the big knife and
was cutting up a carrot or some shit real fast like they do on the show and he
chopped too far and chopped his hand off.
CHAD: No way, that would be intense. Nobody would be that dumb, not even
him.
JASON: You never know, dude.
(SMITTY enters carrying a stack of boxes.)
SMITTY: Hey, guys, so, I’m not sure what Bob wants with these, I thought I knew
what his note meant, but the numbers don’t match and it’s all kinds of screwed
up.
CHAD: Oh, well, just throw them down here, we’ll figure it out. We pretty much
just ignore the notes and do shit the way the old manager had us do it anyhow.
SMITTY: Oh, great. (tosses boxes down.)
CHAD: So, hey, um, I don’t mean to be rude or politically incoherent or
whatever, but I gotta ask, what happened with your hand?
JASON: Dude, you can’t ask him that! It’s harassment! Man, I am so sorry,
Chad here is not the sharpest crayon in the box.
SMITTY: Oh, hey, no big deal, people always wonder. Um, I was in a car wreck
when I was a teenager and lost it. It’s just one of those things. I have the
prosthetic because that gets fewer stares and second looks than just letting
the nub show.
JASON: Wicked. That must have been crazy.
SMITTY: Ya, it was a rough time and a bit of a transition, but it’s been long
enough now that it’s just the way it is for me. I hardly even think about it.
CHAD: Oh, man, sorry I asked about it, I didn’t mean to pour salt in old
wounds.
SMITTY: No biggie. I’d rather you ask and I tell you than you make
assumptions or listen to some inane story someone tells you.
CHAD: Hey, it’s all good, we wouldn’t do that.
SMITTY: I appreciate it, fellas. (starts to leave) You know, when I worked at
the restaurant one of the idiots there actually started a rumor that I lost it by
tossing off too much.
CHAD: No way!
SMITTY: Ya, people can be real shit heads sometimes.
JASON: Don’t we know it.
SMITTY: Anyhow, Let me know what we’re supposed to do with the rest of
these. I’ve gotta go take a leak. I’ll be back in five. (exits)
(CHAD and JASON watch him leave, then exchange knowing looks.)
CHAD: Yup, whacking off.
JASON: Definitely whacking off.
(Lights out.)
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What a Bear Does in the Woods
By Gregory Owen
Characters:
SQUIRREL………………A squirrel
BADGER……………...….A badger
BEAR………………………A bear
Setting:
A clearing in the woods that is a wifi hot spot. Present time.
(A clearing in the woods. Sunlight floods the stage to reveal BADGER and
SQUIRREL are lounging, BADGER has his laptop open and SQUIRREL is on his
smart phone. The sounds of the forest are heard throughout.)
BADGER: Check it out, I just “liked” the page to save the orphaned opossums.
If they get a million “likes” Nutro-Chow will donate ten thousand dollars to
save baby opossums displaced by last month’s forest fire.
SQUIRREL: Sweet. I’m going to do the same.
BADGER: Cool, just go to my page and follow the link.
SQUIRREL: Done. Whoa, you’re friends with Moose? I thought you two hated
each other.
BADGER: We do, but we’re friends on here. I find it’s good to keep your
friends close but your enemies closer.
SQUIRREL: Oh, good thinking. Wait a minute, what does that make me, we
hang all the time.
BADGER: That’s different, bro. We’ve been besties since we were cubs.
SQUIRREL: Oh, good. I’m glad. Hey, did you see Raccoon is trying to get a
thousand likes for rabies prevention?
BADGER: I saw that. He’ll never do it. I can get twice as many likes for rabies
prevention as he can.
SQUIRREL: Don’t you know it. You have three times as many friends as he
does. I bet you could.
BADGER: In a heartbeat, bro.
SQUIRREL: Speaking of heartbeats, what’s that heart pendent for?
BADGER: Check it out, I’m showing my support for anemic sloths.
SQUIRREL: That’s awesome. I should do that.
BADGER: You should, you can get a pendent at the watering hole, a group of
sloths is handing them out.
SQUIRREL: I am totally going to do that. I should go now. No wait, I’ll go later.
BADGER: Awesome. Hey, did you sign the on line petition to stop the cutting
down of Oak trees?
SQUIRREL: Of course, I was the first one. Think about it, man, I like, LIVE in an
oak tree!
BADGER: I thought you still lived with your mom.
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SQUIRREL: Well, yes, but we live in an Oak Tree! We’re squirrels!
BADGER: Oh ya, I never thought of it, dude, I mean, I don’t see Squirrel
or Badger or Wombat, I just see citizens of the forest, you dig? I’m pretty
species-neutral.
SQUIRREL: It’s okay, man, I know what you mean. Like, I’m not a turtle, I’m not
even cold blooded, but I stayed home and didn’t walk anywhere for two whole
days last week to show my appreciation for the turtles who lost their legs in
the fire last month.
BADGER: Wow, that is really great. Oh, man, now I feel bad that I didn’t do that.
I should have totally not walked for a day.
SQUIRREL: It’s okay, I know you appreciate them, and I’m sure they know it as
well.
BADGER: True that, bro!
SQUIRREL: Speaking of cold-blooded animals, are you going to change your
profile pic on Thursday to show you support equality for flightless birds?
BADGER: Well, of course, but what does that have to do with cold-blooded
animals?
SQUIRREL: Duh, birds are cold blooded.
BADGER: Um, no they’re not, they’re warm blooded like us.
SQUIRREL: Really?
BADGER: Ya, for sure.
SQUIRREL: Oh, well, whatever, you can still show your support for them.
BADGER: Totally. Hey, speaking of support, are you participating in “meatless
Wednesday afternoons” for herbivore rights?
SQUIRREL: Right on! I was on board with that one from the beginning.
BADGER: Of course you were, I should have known. Hey, does this look like a
good fish picture? I never know what’s a good fish picture and what’s not.
SQUIRREL: Sure, that’s a good one. Is it to show you support clean rivers?
Maybe I should use the same picture and then everyone will know we support
clean rivers together!
BADGER: Brilliant! I’ll send it to you! Here it comes!
SQUIRREL: Got it! Thanks, bro!
BADGER: That reminds me, I need to change my fonts to all green, I’m helping
bring back the rare jumping jelly bean plant of South America.
SQUIRREL: Cool, that is so awesome! I wondered why so many people were
changing their fonts to green.
BADGER: Ya, pretty soon the entire Internet will be green and we’ll have
plenty of jumping jelly bean plants.
SQUIRREL: That is so cool!
BADGER: I know, right?
SQUIRREL: Hey, where did you get the fish picture? I need a picture of a
woodchuck.
BADGER: What for?
SQUIRREL: I’m supporting the rights of hibernating animals to vote by proxy
during hibernation.
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BADGER: I didn’t know you were political. Wait a minute, is this because
you’ve been dating a woodchuck?
SQUIRREL: No way, I’m very political. And environmental. I work harder than
anyone on environmental issues.
BADGER: Not harder than I do!
SQUIRREL: Well, I mean, ya, other than you, I mean no one works harder than
the two of us.
BADGER: Oh ya, right on, bro.
SQUIRREL: After all, we were the first ones to sign the petition to make the first
Monday of the month “Forrest Day.”
BADGER: True that! Hey, that reminds me, did you take the “What is your
mental pH” quiz to stop acid rain?
SQUIRREL: You know I did!
BADGER: Well, what did you get?
SQUIRREL: 7.6, almost perfect!
BADGER: No way!!! Same as I got!
SQUIRREL: Bro! How awesome is that? High five! Oh my gosh, here comes
Bear. He is such a clutz!
BADGER: Tell me about it! And what is that stuck to his foot?
SQUIRREL: OMG! And look at him! He looks like he’s been rolling in dirt, like
he’s trying to look like a bum!
(BEAR enters. He is dirty, sweaty and is trailing a piece of white paper from his
foot.)
BADGERL Oh, hey, Bear, how’s it going?
BEAR: Oh, hey guys. What’s up?
SQUIRREL: Nothing, just chillin’. What’s up with you,
BEAR: Oh, just headed to lunch.
SQUIRREL: Oh, that’s cool. Um, Bear, you might want to check your foot there,
looks like you brought a souvenir from the outhouse with you.
BEAR: Oh, what? (looks at foot, grabs white “paper.”) Oh, oops. Actually
it’s not from the outhouse, it’s from the levee. Erosion cloth. I’ve been down
helping rebuild the levee all afternoon.
SQUIRREL: Oh. My bad.
BEAR: No worries.
BADGER: I saw Chipmunk posted something about that, was that this
afternoon?
BEAR: Ya, a whole group of us were there, helping out the Beavers. We came
over from the tree planting this morning.
BADGER: You planted a tree? That sounds like fun.
BEAR: Ya, well, actually we planted about two hundred of them. And it was
fun, even though it was a lot of work. Helping rebuild after the forest fire.
Tomorrow we’re going to use the branches we gathered today to build
temporary houses for a group of chipmunks who were displaced.
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SQUIRREL: Wow, that sounds like a good idea.
BEAR: Ya, and the branches that are too small will go to birds for nest building.
BADGER: Interesting. I didn’t know you were involved with all that.
BEAR: Oh, it’s just an attempt to give back in little ways. I figure if we all pitch
in it makes things better for everyone. You know, “Many hands make the work
light.”
BADGER: That’s what I always say!
SQUIRREL: Me, too! In fact, I was just headed to the water hole to help the
sloths hand out pins and stuff.
BADGER: Um, ya, well, anyhow, I had better get going, too. I have an
appointment to, um, see about some, stuff. And things.
BEAR: Well, I’ll catch you later, then.
BADGER: Okay, see ya! (exits)
SQUIRREL: Ya, see ya later! (exits)
BEAR: Hmmm. Good guys. Maybe I won’t eat them. At least not today.
(End of play.)
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Young Writer’s Day 2017
On Wednesday, November 1st, 2017, Central Methodist University’s
English Department hosted its fifth annual Young Writer’s Day. Students from
Smithton, Slater, Jamestown, Salisbury, and Higbee were invited to participate
in a day of creative activities. Students were placed into groups, and each
group participated in different sessions.
Students were introduced to material from different genres. The rest of
the time was theirs to create a work in that genre. Then, they were allowed
to submit any work of theirs, after they had left. The best works from these
students are featured in this year’s edition of Inscape.
Sigma Tau Delta was instrumental in the success of the fifth Young
Writer’s Day. Members helped with every aspect of the event. Sigma Tau Delta
strives to “provide, through its local chapters, cultural stimulation on college
campuses, and promote interests in literature and the English language in
surrounding communities;” as well as to “foster all aspects of the discipline of
English, including literature, language, and writing.”
The English department and Sigma Tau Delta are proud to present the
work submitted from this year’s Young Writer’s Day:
Short Fiction: Paige Newton, Smithton
Poetry: Haley Henderson, Smithton
Art and Photography: Emily Williams, Slater; Morgan Hoehns, Smithton
Kavita S. Hatwalkar, PhD
Associate Professor of English
Central Methodist University
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Story of a Senior
Haley Henderson, Smithton
Hold your breath,
and hold your tongue.
Don’t you dare
speak to anyone.
No one to talk to,
only a paper and a pen.
Only one more year
without any friends.
It only gets better,
don’t you know?
Getting a job,
and living alone.
So much stress,
so little sleep,
with no days to rest,
you’ll want to weep.
Only a single day off,
here and there.
Your smile becomes
even more rare.
It’s hard to swallow when
everyone depends on you.
You start to wonder,
What do I do?
How can I get out of
this slump I’m in?
I’m trying so hard,
but I don’t know where to begin.
There might be a day
where you’ll catch a break.
“Just stay positive,
for goodness sake!”
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The only constant
is yourself.
You can’t really depend
on anyone else.
So….
Hold your breath,
and hold your tongue.
Don’t you dare
speak to anyone.

126 Inscape 2018

The Story of Us
Paige Newton, Smithton
Mortimer Keim, in his best suit, and shoes to match, walks towards his
favorite spot in the park. Comfortably lying in one hand is his worn, leather
bound journal with a wooden pencil stuck carelessly inside, seeming to be
sharpened down to the quick as, always. In the other is a small, silver box
tied with a simple, white bow. Mortimer stares, in childlike wonderment,
turning his head this way and that, as though this is the first time he has ever
encountered such a wondrous sight. It has been such an awfully long time
since he had been to visit.
Mortimer spots his old friend, the willow that had been just a sapling
when he was born. As the tree grew, he grew along with it. The tree had
been party to some of the happiest and saddest moments of Mortimer’s life,
and privy to all his best secrets. The tree still contained the grandiosity it
once held in its enormous trunk and sprawling branches, but it had become
weathered. The bark was rough and dull with spots of moss, resembling that
of aging spots. The morning dew dripped from the slumping branches, almost
like tears. It is as if the tree knew its beauty would never be evident again, and
this saddened Mortimer more than he could explain.
Directly underneath was a black, cast iron bench with a crude sketching
of a phoenix in the middle, upper part of the bench. The drawing brings a
sly smile to Mortimer’s face. Mortimer placidly sits on the bench, setting
his belongings beside him, and lifts his face towards the Cosmos. His eyes
are graced with the beauty of millions of sunlit jewels peeking through the
willow’s leaves. Mortimer breathes in deeply, and turns his attention back to
the ground and the native species who live on it.
Off in the distance, a young couple, leaning quite dependently on one
another, pushes their newborn in a buggy, around the park’s trail. A child
with a mop of red hair ever so carefully creeps towards a flower with a queen
butterfly perched at the top. When it ascends, and gently lands in his hair,
the young child represses a squeal, so as not to scare it. A gangly boy tries
haphazardly to play a casual game of catch, with his father, and becomes
visually frustrated. He plops onto the picnic blanket, and sketches the face
of a loved one lost. A teenage couple lie, lazily in the grass, drawing out their
dreams in the clouds above. A young man nervously paces, pulling at his tie,
and placing his hand reassuringly against a ring box in his pocket, glancing at
the back of his lover, who awaits his arrival.
A couple, a bit older, laugh joyfully into each others’ necks, while sitting
intertwined on a bench. Both smile, at the sight of a young girl twirling with
the flowers. They share a look, and that is all it takes. A middle aged couple lift
and swing a young girl as she giggles and demands, “Higher, daddy! Higher,
papa!”
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A couple older in age, donned in black, have a deep, red bouquet they
are bringing for the fire whose flame died too fast. Nearest to Mortimer, an
elderly gentleman has sat down next to him, on the bench, looking blankly
into the distance. The man looks familiar, but Mortimer can not quite place
how he knows him. The man appears distorted, almost like he is beneath a
dark body of water. The man does not fit in this reality. He is not sad, he is not
happy...he is not anything. Uncomfortable, but ever the gentleman, Mortimer
turns his attention to his sketchbook.
Wanting to capture the essence of these moments, Mortimer sketches
what is before him. When finished, Mortimer looks, from the sketchbook to
the scenes playing out before him, but looks unhappy. Moments like these are
impossible to wholly capture. The masterpiece was the fact that these lives
and these moments were able to happen at all. Mortimer smiles contently
in this knowledge. So quiet, it is almost a whisper, the man beside Mortimer
says, “It’s a beautiful life we’ve lived, isn’t it, Mortimer?” As Mortimer turns
to look at the man, he is met with crystal, blue eyes. While the rest of the man
still appears submerged, Mortimer finds familiarity in them. He has known
the soul behind these eyes long before he had came into physical existence.
Mortimer looks into the distance ponderously, for a while, but then smiles
knowingly, saying,
“Indeed, but it is not our life to live anymore. I believe, it’s time for the
encore.” Mortimer gently removes his and the man’s hat, to reveal the same
mop of white curls that, if one were to look at very closely, they could still see
the slightest sheen of red at the roots.
Mortimer rises unsteadily, from the bench, and meanders over to his old
friend. He sets the journal and its filled pages, beneath the tree, the fedoras
resting atop the cracked leather. Mortimer pats the rough bark, and soaks
in the life around him. He will carry it with him, always. It will be part of him
always. Mortimer pads softly back, in the swaying grass, to the bench. The
man has left, without so much as a goodbye. It’s alright though, Mortimer
thinks to himself. Death is often a hard burden to bear. Mortimer rests on the
bench, once more, and gently opens the small box containing a small device
with a single button on it. Lifting his face towards the sky, again, Mortimer
becomes lost in the divine light. Patient 4593 has taken their last breath. The
memory cycle is complete.
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About the Editors
Dylan Lewis
Dylan is a junior English major from Kirksville, Missouri. He is the Treasurer of
Sigma Tau Delta, Vice President of Alpha Phi Gamma, and is a member of the
National Society of Leadership and Success. He has been writing stories, since
he was in elementary school, and hopes to work as a storyteller (within many
genres and mediums), in the future. He enjoys playing guitar, singing, writing,
drawing, driving, and training Brazilian jiu-jistu, during his free time.

Ryley Lyons
Ryley is a senior English major from New Franklin, Missouri. He is a member
of Sigma Tau Delta, and is also involved with youth outreach through the
Civic Engagement program. His hobbies include writing, watching stand-up
comedy, and occassionally playing guitar. After graduation he hopes to get a
good job and start paying off his school loans, but in the long run he hopes to
write comic books and/or make totally awesome movies.
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