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ch r i s T i a n yo u n g • eD i T o r- i n-ch i e F ,  La y o u T a n D De s i g n

Christ ian is  a  senior  and a  C ommunicat ions/Cybersecur ity  double 
major  with  an emphasis  in  Publ ic  Relat ions  at  Montreat  C ol lege.  He’s 
honored to  be  returning to  the  L amp Post  staf f  as  Editor- in-Chief  of  the 
2022 edit ion,  in  addit ion to  leading the  layout  and design team.

eD i T o r’s  pr e F a c e

Ever y edit ion of  The L amp Post  st r ives  for  two things :  The f i rst  i s  to  be  v isua l ly  and themat ica l ly 
dist inct  f rom past  edit ions ,  and it  i s  safe  to  say  that  the  2022 issue  meets  that  cr iter ia .  It  has  perhaps 
our  most  imaginit ive  theme yet ,  with  the  idea  that  “metamorphica l”  can imply  any sor t  of  whimsica l , 
magica l ,  or  fantast ica l  change in  something,  and our  submiss ions  ref lec t  this  theme in  unexpected 
ways .  S ome of  the  pieces  may provoke your  cur ios ity,  and others  your  imaginat ion,  but  it  i s  my hope 
that  you wi l l  enjoy a l l  of  them.

The second thing for  which we str ive  is  to  be  a  publ icat ion on par  with  l i terar y  journals  across 
col lege  and univers ity  campuses  nat ionwide,  in  order  to  br ing cr it ica l  acclaim to  both Montreat 
C ol lege  and The L amp Post  it se l f ,  which would a l low us  to  broaden the  s ize  and scope of  our 
publ icat ion.  The f i rst  s tep on this  path is  qual ity,  which is  why I  must  thank the  L amp Post  editors 
for  their  t i re less  e f for ts  in  producing what  I  bel ieve  to  be  our  f inest  edit ion yet .  Our staf f  this  year 
is  extremely  ta lented and dedicated,  and this  issue  would not  have  been poss ible  without  them.  It  i s 
an unpaid (and usual ly  thankless)  posit ion,  and I ’d  l ike  them to  get  the  credit  they  deser ve.

Fina l ly,  this  edit ion is  specia l .  We’ve  included a  new sect ion for  the  f i rst  t ime s ince  the  L amp 
Post  was  rebranded in  2019,  but  I ’m not  going to  spoi l  that  surpr ise  here.  Without  fur ther  ado, 
please—enjoy the  2022 edit ion of  The L amp Post .

Christian Young
Editor- in-Chief

Li L L i e  Wi e D e r • Fi c T i o n,  po e T r y,  a n D La y o u T eD i T o r

Li l l ie  Wieder  is  an Engl ish  Major  with  a  concentrat ion in  Creat ive 
Writ ing .  She has  a  pass ion for  edit ing ,  which she  was  able  to  channel 
whi le  working on The L amp Post .  In  her  f ree  t ime,  you can f ind her 
reading,  crochet ing ,  or  l i s tening to  a  podcast .

Wa L k e r Li L e s  • Fi c T i o n a n D La y o u T eD i T o r

My name is  Walker  L i les .  I  am a  creat ive  wr it ing editor  and creat ive 
wr iter  mysel f .  I  have  a lways  drawn inspirat ion for  my works  f rom 
nature,  ar t ,  and most  of  a l l ,  f rom the  br i l l iant  works  wr it ing f rom both 
renowned scholars ,  and my f r iends  and col leagues .

ruki y a Wy L i e  • no n F i c T i o n eD i T o r

RuKiya is  a  senior majoring in Communications with a concentrat ion 
in Journalism. Her favorite thing about working with The Lamp Post  is 
gett ing the opportunity to read the students’  and faculty’s  beautiful  work.

Dr. eL i z a B e T h ju c k e T T • co-F a c u L T y a D V i s o r

Dr. Elizabeth Juckett  is  delighted to be working once again with the 
ta lented student editors of  The Lamp Post as  co-faculty advisor.   As we 
go to press,  it’s  a  metamorphical  season,  Easter week,  resurrect ion week.  
So:  “Let  [Christ]  easter in us,  be a dayspring to the dimness of  us,  be a 
cr imson-cresseted east/ .  .  .  .  Pride,  rose,  prince,  hero of  us,  high-priest . 
.  .  .”  (Gerard Manley Hopkins,  “ The Wreck of  the Deutschland,” 277-79).

the 2022 editors

ja n n e s s a ka u F F m a n • Vi s u a L ar T a n D po e T r y eD i T o r

I  am a sophomore communications major.  I  enjoy creat ing art  and 
spending t ime outdoors.  My art  comes from my t ime I  spend ref lect ing 
on God’s  creat ion.

Dr. ki m B e r L y an g L e • Fa c u L T y a D V i s o r

I’m ver y excited about the posit ive impact that  The Lamp Post  has had 
on Montreat’s  campus these past  four years.  More students are writ ing 
and submitt ing as wel l  as  attending Open Mic events.  Dr.  Juckett  and I 
are continual ly impressed with the dedicated passion and commitment to 
excel lence displayed by our Lamp Post  editors.

sT e p h e n ma L z a c h e r • Fi c T i o n a n D Vi s u a L ar T eD i T o r

Stephen is  a  senior majoring in Outdoor Education at  Montreat  Col lege. 
This is  his  f irst  year as  an editor for The Lamp Post .  He hopes in the 
future to be able to teach others about the joy of  the outdoors.
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Th e Da u g h T e r o F aT L a s
by Danie l  Caleb  Bussey

•
I  sat  a lone,  taking in  the  s ight 

of  the  dying day.  Nothing but  the 
rhythmic  sound of  the  t ide  ebbing and 
f lowing interrupted the  t ranqui l ity  of 
my Is le .  Purples  and golds  st retched 
across  the  evening sky,  as  sculpted 
clouds  laz i ly  passed through it .  On my 
l ips  a  song began.  An old  one,  f rom 
a  t ime before  the  Greeks  came to  be. 
There  in  the  distance,  I  could see  a 
speck.  A smal l  ship  loaded down with 
food and dr ink.  A s ing le  man steered 
it .  Odysseus .  My dear  Odysseus .

***
B efore  I  begin my ta le ,  I  wish to 

share  a  secret  with  you.  The gods  are 
to  be  pit ied.  We cannot  die ,  yet  we are 
no less  terr ible  than the  morta ls .  Our 
power  does  not  make us  good,  but 
of ten cruel .  Our emot ions  carr y  us 
away,  l ike  the  wind dr ives  the  waves . 
They are  our  chains ,  the  t rue  steerers 
of  our  terr i f y ing might .

 I ,  Calypso,  known as  the  nymph who would 
not  le t  Odysseus  go,  am indeed named r ight ly. 
For  there  is  much concea led about  my l i fe…
and my love.  The gods  wi l l  say  that  it  was  their 
idea  to  re lease  poor  Odysseus  f rom my care. 
That  Z eus  commanded me to  send him on his 
way.  But  le t  me te l l  you another  secret .  Gods 
and goddesses  are  of ten l iars . 

I  f i rst  laid  eyes  on Odysseus  the  year  he 
sai led to  Troy.  His  f leet  passed within a  few 
mi les  of  my is le ,  Og ygia ,  though none but  I 
knew it .  I  could see  the  soldier,  so  sure  and 
conf ident  of  his  expedit ion.  I—who am gi f ted 
with the  s ight  of  a l l  the  world—kept  watch as 
gods  and goddesses  entangled themselves  in 
the  war  between the  Achaeans  and Trojans . 
But  my eyes  remained on that  one man,  whose 
wit  and intel lec t  del ivered the  c ity  into  the 
hands  of  the  Greeks .  I  cannot  say  when I  f i rst 
fe lt  that  inner  burning toward Ithaca’s  k ing , 
but  once  he  set  of f  to  return,  my hear t  was 
a lready lost .  L ike  a  stone fa l l ing into  a  wel l , 
that  s inks  down into the  cool  depths  of  f resh 
spr ing water,  lodging in  its  bottom without  any 
hope of  being f reed,  so  was  my hear t .  I  became 
pass ion’s  s lave. 

 For  the  longest  t ime,  my hear t  was  a 
st ranger  to  me.  My father,  At las ,  chose  poorly  in 
the  war  of  the  Olympians ,  and was  condemned 
a long with the  other  Titans .  Day by day,  night 
to  night  he  holds  up the  heavens  above.  The 
same arms that  once  embraced me,  that  gave  to 
me food and a l l  I  needed,  now eternal ly  bears 
the  weight  of  the  sky itse l f .  He does  not  see 
much of  the  ear th,  for  most  of  his  power  is 
expended on his  endless  task .  S o,  I  came to  the 
Is le  nearest  his  face,  where  he  s imply  has  to 
look down in  order  to  know it ,  and I  endowed 

Og ygia  with  as  much wonder  as  I  could muster. 
Ever y  color  of  f lower  imaginable .  Ever y  plant 
that  catches  the  eye.  Ever y  del ight fu l  f ragrance. 
Pomegranate’s  red,  hyacinth’s  scent ,  and the 
soothing dove’s  coo.  I  did  this  a l l  for  my father, 
so  that  he  might  f ind comfort  in  what  he  sees , 
hears ,  and smel ls .   

But  such a  task  is  quite  hard.  For  the  ages 
of  t ime do not  stop,  and immorta l ity  never 
ends .  Odysseus  once  asked me,  “What  is  i t 
l ike  to  be  immorta l? ”  I  have  of ten thought  of 
that .   Those  s imple  words .  Words  that  e tched 
themselves  in  my mind.  A morta l  cannot 
understand immorta l ity.  But  were  I  to  say  it 
in  one word,  to  be  immorta l  i s  to  be  a lone. 
It  i s  to  spend your  years  no longer  sat is f ied 
with dr inking your  f i l l  of  ever y  pleasure  or 
whim.  It  i s  to  be  surrounded by sel f ish  gods 
and goddesses ,  who only  care  about  their  next 
dramat ic  conquest  or  af fair.  It  i s  to  exper ience 
day upon day where  ever ything leaves  you and 
no meaning can be  discerned.  And what  is 
ageless  l i fe  without  meaning?  L itt le  better  than 
the  torments  of  Tar tarus .  

 Yet  my thoughts  wander.  On with my ta le . 
You,  I  am sure,  are  fami l iar  with  the  journey 
home of  brave  Odysseus .  But  the  poets  have 
forgotten much in  their  te l l ing  of  his  stor y. 
Sharp eyed Athena,  who gave  him aid  at  ever y 
turn,  and Z eus  who supported her.  This  is 
what  you have  heard.  But  in  fac t ,  i t  was  I  who 
of ten inter vened in  the  l i fe  of  Odysseus .  From 
the  t ime he  le f t  f rom Troy to  return to  Ithaca , 
over  and over  again,  I  guided his  hand.  When 
he passed through the  waters ,  af ter  los ing his 
ent ire  crew,  it  was  I  who shielded him f rom 
being seen by S c y l la .  When he sat  in  the  Cyclops 
lair,  unsure  of  how to  escape,  I  whispered in 
his  ear  about  hiding under  the  rams.  And when 
he  le f t  my is le ,  i t  was  I  who ensured he  reached 
the  k ind Phaeacians .

I  d id  t h is  b e caus e  my love  for  h im sur p ass e d 
t hat  of  any  ot her  go ddess  or  woman.  I  k ne w 
fate  s a id  we  cou ld  ne ver  b e ,  but  I  spur ne d  i t s 
couns e l s  and  cas t  caut ion  to  t he  wind.  His  ne ar 
l i fe l e ss  b o dy  washe d  up  on  Og yg ia’s  shore  and 
I  fe d  h im wit h  ambros ia  and  ne c t ar.  I  nurs e d 
h im b ack  f rom t he  br in k  of  de at h .  Wit h  s ongs 
I  comfor te d  h is  he ar t ,  for  a l l  t he  loss  and  p ain 
he  fe l t .   He  in  tur n  gave  me  h is  love .  I  s a id 
t hat  we  cou ld  b e  toget her  fore ver,  and  t hat 
he  wou ld  ne ver  have  to  t as te  t he  bi t ter  p angs 
of  Hades .  But  he  and  I  k ne w t hat  such  cou ld 
ne ver  b e .  We k ne w i t  was  wrong ,  t hat  t he 
Olympians  wou ld  not  approve  of  our  b e t raya l 
of  p o or  Penelop e .  (The  d iv ine  hyp o cr i tes ,  w ho 
pre ach  jus t i ce ,  w hi le  prac t ic ing  e ver y  e v i l 
and  v ice . )  S e ven  ye ars  we  had  b e fore  t he  go d 
Her mes  v i s i te d  my home.

 “I  have  never  seen the  l ike  of  your  Is le , 
d iv ine  Calypso.”  The god sat  in  my cavern, 
s ipping on nectar.  

“It  i s  lovely,  no?  I  have  tended it  with  the 
care  of  a  mother  with  her  chi ld.” 

F
IC

T
IO

N
“ The is land is  not  the  only  thing you care 

for  Calypso.”  
“My ser vants  are  here,  yes ,  and there  is  the 

man Odysseus ,  whom I  rescued f rom the  sea .”  
 The god’s  eyebrows raised,  “And what  is  to 

be  done with poor  Odysseus? ”   
“Why,  he  has  chosen to  stay  on Og ygia .  I 

hope to  one day soon be  his  wife .”   Hermes 
snor ted,  “Such can never  be.  You know the 
Fates  and their  decrees .  Odysseus  must  leave 
you and sai l  away to  Ithaca .”  

  At  this  I  s tood to  my feet . 
“And why,  pray  te l l ,  must  such be  written? 

Why must  the  gods  decide  to  take  and never 
g ive? ” 

 “You tru ly  do love  him,  a l l -seeing Calypso, 
do you not? ”  

I  paused unwi l l ing to  spi l l  my hear t  before 
the  immorta l  messenger.

“I  do,  yes .”  
 “ Then you must  te l l  h im this ,  h is  house  is 

in  ruins ,  devoured by ungratefu l  suitors .  His 
wife  cont inues  to  keep back their  advances , 
and his  son,  Telemachus,  i s  in  danger  of  being 
murdered by these  worthless  men.” 

My eyes  f ixed on the  sk ies  outs ide  my cave. 
The words  were  sharper  than a  knife  cutt ing 
into  my breast .  I  knew what  they meant .  I  knew 
what  would happen i f  I  re lated such a  message 
to  Odysseus .  I  looked back down,  but  the  god 
was  gone.  And then I  sensed it .  Odysseus 
a lready knew.  He had stood at  the  entrance  of 

the  cave  l i s tening to  our  ent ire  conversat ion. 
The next  day I  found Odysseus  among the  ta l l 
groves ,  cutt ing down trees .  “I  cannot  stay  here,” 
he  said,  hear ing my sof t  footsteps  behind him.   

“You cannot?  Or you wi l l  not? ” 
“Cannot  or  wi l l  not ,  i t  makes  no di f ference. 

I  must  be  away.”  
I  wrapped my arms around my s ides ,  feel ing 

my s i lver  threaded robe.  “S o then,  none of  this 
has  meant  anything to  you? ”  Odysseus  dropped 
the  plane in  his  hand and stared into  my eyes .  

“I  am a  marr ied man,  immorta l  Calypso.  A 
man who has  not  been home in  twenty  years . 
I  thank you for  saving my l i fe .  I  t ru ly  do.  But 
this  has  to  end.  I  am going home now.”  He 
paused,  his  eyes  fa l l ing  to  the  ground,  and 
added,  “I ’m going to  see  my wife…Penelope.”   
“And what  about  the  gods ,  Odysseus?  What 
about  Poseidon,  who has  vowed to  k i l l  you?   Or 
Hel ios ,  whose  catt le  your  men ate? ”  

“D on’t  t hre aten  me,  C a lyps o.  I  have 
watche d  my men tor n  to  shre ds  by  S c y l l a , 
p ass e d  t hroug h t he  re a lm of  t he  de ad,  and 
es cap e d  t he  hands  of  t he  Cyclops .  I  do  not 
fe ar  de at h .”    I  l e t  out  a  shor t  hot  bre at h .  “I ’m 
not  t hre atening  you!  I  have  ne ver  once  to ld 
you  t hat  you  cou ld  not  l e ave  my i s l e .  I  on ly 
war ne d  you  of  w hat  mig ht  b e .”  

Odysseus  kept  his  hands  busy,  concentrat ing 
on craf t ing the  wood beneath him.  My voice 
nearly  broke as  I  spoke, 

“Do you…do you feel  shame for  what 
you’ve  done,  for  what  I  have  been to  you these 
seven years? ”  

The man would not  look up at  me,  but  I 
could sense  the  f lush creeping across  his  face.  
The gui lt .  The fear.  Morta ls  never  know how 
transparent  they are  to  us .  “What  are  you 
af raid  of  Odysseus? ”  

 “I  fear,”  he  began,  his  voice  fa lter ing for  a 
moment .  “I  fear  that  I  have  le f t  dear  Penelope 
to  be  ravaged by wolves .  I  fear  that  Telemachus 
wi l l  d ie  young never  having known his  father. 
I  fear  that  I  have  abandoned my fami ly  for  a 
dream.  A deathless  l i fe  that  I  can never  have.” 

There  it  was .  The t ruth.  The lord of  l ies 
was  speaking honest ly  to  me,  f ina l ly.  I  turned 
f rom him.  I  did  not  want  him to  see  the  tears  in 
my eyes .  Hopes  broken that  I  knew were  never 
mine to  be  owned.  He was  r ight .  He had a  duty 
to  fu l f i l l .  She  was  his  dear  wife .  He loved her.  
But  he  a lso  had loved me.  

“ Tel l  them,  I  kept  you here  against  your 
wi l l ,”  I  said.  

I  heard Odysseus  stop his  work.  “I  can’t  do 
that .”  

“Of  course  you can.  You’re  Odysseus  the 
cunning.  The wise.  The l iar.  You can make 
anyone bel ieve  any stor y  you wish.  Even a 
goddess .”  The last  l ine  I  dragged out . 

His  hand touched my shoulder,  “I  never 
meant  to…” I  drew away. 

“Whatever  you did or  didn’t  mean to  do,  i t 
i s  done.  You are  r ight  to  go home.  But  te l l  them 
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nothing about  you and I  but  l ies .  These  years 
are  mine to  remember  and mine a lone.” 

With that  I  then went  up to  my cavern,  to 
prepare  suppl ies  for  his  journey,  and to  weep.  

*** 
“I  love  you,”  I  whispered beneath my breath. 

I  could feel  the  twin babies  growing within my 
womb.  The chi ldren that  would grow up to  be 
men.  St i l l  the  speck on the  sea  grew smal ler.  
The hor izon swal lowed up fair  Odysseus  on 
his  make-shi f t  ship.  My hand was  guiding him.  
Though he  could not  feel  i t .  My eyes  would 
never  leave  him throughout  his  journeys .  Unt i l 
he  took his  revenge and embraced his  wife .  

The two l itt le  hear ts  beat ing within brought 
me back to  mysel f .  The days  had grown long, 
and now I  sat  at  the  entrance  of  my cave.  Br ight 
l ight  f rom the  burning stars  seeped down to 
me.   I  could a lmost  make out  the  out l ines  of 
my father’s  face  as  he  bore  the  sk ies  on his 
shoulders .   Smi l ing .  C ould he  be  smi l ing? 

“S omet hing  go o d  came f rom our  e v i l ,”  I 
s a id  to  t he  image  of  O dyss eus  in  my he ad. 
“You le f t  me  two l i t t l e  l ives .  And now I  am no 
longer  to  b e  a lone .” 

oD i e’s  Fi r e s i D e Ta L e
A Rete l l ing  of  the Odyssey

by Zoe  Evans
•

A haggard man s its  in  the  reddish dir t , 
the  f i re’s  g low making his  gr izz led beard 
cast  s t range shapes  across  his  weather-worn 
cheeks .  He pokes  it  absentmindedly,  chewing 
something tough on one s ide  of  his  mouth 
l ike  a  cow with its  cud.  He turns  his  eyes  up, 
and they shine  with many years .  He stretches 
a  withered hand poking out  of  a  ragged g love 
and pats  the  ground.  

“Hel lo,  f r iend.  Need a  bite  to  eat?  Warmth? 
Ain’t  my f ire  e ither,  belongs  to  a  f r iend of 
mine.  He’s  out  gett ing k indl in’  for  tomorrow. 
I ’m sure  he  won’t  mind one more.  ‘Sides ,  I ’m a 
weaver  of  many a  great  ta le .”

He smi les  at  his  new audience.  

“Now,  s it  here  a  spel l .  I ’ l l  te l l  you a  r ight 
complicated ta le .  S’pose  I  better  star t  near  the 
beginnin’,  shouldn’t  I?  Let’s  see  now.  Wel l ,  my 
name’s  Odie.  I  fought  in  the  war,  and I  was 
damn good at  i t ,  too.  I  and my compatr iots  were 
the  v ic tors ,  our  names were  a l l  over  the  west . 
Never  could enter  a  sa loon without  hear in’ 
ta le  of  our  sharpshoot in’.  I  was  the  k ing .  I  was 
e lec ted sher i f f  over  a  l i t t le  town ca l led Ithaca . 
S’pose  it’s  a  nat ive  word,  think it  means  ‘home 
of  the  k ing .’  Wel l ,  that’s  what  I  was .  Ne’er  was 
a  f iner  k ing of  that  town.”

He stares  at  the  purple  sky,  seeming to 
consider  something sadly.  

“I  had my beaut i fu l  wife ,  Penny.  A dol l , 
t ru ly.  Smarter  than a  whip.  She and I  ran that 
town with grace  and a l l  the  charm we could 
muster.  We’d just  had our  f i rst  l i ’ l  ‘un when the 
ca l l  to  ac t ion came.  We named him Tal luah, 
af ter  the  creek that  ran nearby.  Just  ca l led ‘ im 
Tel ly  for  shor t .  He was  my pr ide  and joy,  and 
it  near  broke my old  hear t  to  leave  ‘ im and my 
wife  a lone.  B oy,  was  I  in  for  a  surpr ise .”  

Odie  raises  his  wi ld  brows and t ips  a  meta l 
can towards  the  stars  before  taking a  dr ink,  as 
i f  g iv ing a  toast  to  his  stor y.  His  eyes  dar t  over.  

“Wonder in’  why I  share  a  dr ink with the 
sky,  eh?  It’s  become a  habit  of  mine.  Got  a  lot 
of  help  f rom someone who l ives  up there.  She’s 
in  this  stor y,  don’tcha fear.  We’ l l  get  to  her. 
When my boys  and I  fought ,  we fought  long 
and hard.  We was  a l l  hanker in’  to  get  home to 
the  missus ,  or  the  l i’ l  ‘uns ,  or  to  Ma and Pa. 
S ome of  us  were  rea l  young.  A rea l  shame.

“S ee,  we’s  got  this  age’s  old  brawl  with 
this  town over  in  the  east .  Rea l  bitter  folks . 
We had to  g ive  ‘em the  once-and-for  a l l ,  i f 
you know what  I  mean.  Wel l ,  that  ain’t  even 
the  interest ing par t !  The rea l  cha l lenge was 
gett ing’  home.  We got  mighty  turned around 
for  near  a  week,  see.  Many things  look the 
same when you’ve  got  tower in’  mountains  and 
them dr y bushes  cover ing the  ground a l l  over. 
Af ter  days  of  wander in’  me and men were  dr y 
as  a  bone ins ide  and out .  Then,  miracle  of 
miracles !   O ver  the  dusty  hor izon we saw this 

beaut i fu l  oas is ,  just 
a-sett in’  there.  It  was  a l l  sor ts  of  green,  colors 
we’d  hardly  ever  seen before.  It  was  g lowin’ 
somethin’  wi ld,  and we pract ica l ly  run our 
horses  into  the  dir t  t r y in’  to  get  there.  When 
we dismounted,  i t  was  a  huge mess  of  f ig  t rees . 
Right  in  the  middle  of  nowhere!  They were  as 
f resh and hea lthy as  could be. 

“ The air  was  cooler,  and it  even tasted 
sweet ,  l ike  the  smal l ,  s low breath of  a  babe. 
We were  at  peace,  I  te l l  you.  Wel l ,  we pushed 
r ight  in ,  and the  smel l  only  got  st ronger.  The 
fur ther  we got ,  the  more we heard the  sound 
of  fe l lowship.  We pushed r ight  to  the  center 
of  a l l  those  f igs .  B eaut i fu l  g ir ls  and beaut i fu l 
boys ,  dark eyes  and beaut i fu l  draped white 
c lothes  were  just  a-hangin’  around the  necks 
of  men that  I  fe lt  I ’d  seen before.  One man had 
a  broken nose  I ’d  swear  that  I  had punched 
outta  place  for  ‘ im.  They walked l ike  they was 
dreamin’,  mutter ing nonsense  about  how they 
loved their  new home.  The smel l  of  those  f igs , 
the  touch of  those  angel ic  people… 

“Me and my men damn near  lost  our  minds . 
S ome of  my boys  just  couldn’t  help  themselves . 
Nothing seemed to  matter  to  them but  gett in’  a 
taste  of  that  f ruit ;  they  plucked those  f igs  r ight 
of f  the  t ree  and chomped.  As  soon as  their 
teeth broke the  sk in,  their  eyes  went  a l l  g lassy-
l ike.  Their  pupi ls  got  so  big  I  thought  they ’d 
swal low their  ent ire  eyes .  They just  s tared at 
me with a  smi le  plastered on their  faces ,  and 
no amount  of  my hol ler in’  ever  brought  them 
back to  their  senses .  By this  t ime,  my head fe lt 
chock-a-block fu l l  of  cotton.  I  had to  get  out . 
I  made the  few men I  had near  me grab on to 
each other’s  wr ists  and pul led hard.  S ome of 
those  dark-eyed people  pul led too,  l ike  a  big 
game of  tug-of-war.  I  tugged and tugged and 
f ina l ly  they le t  go.  We tore  out  of  there  l ike  a 
cat  on a  t in  roof ,  scrapin’  our  knees  and bangin’ 

our  heads  on the  t runks  of  those  devi l  f igs .” 
Odie  chuckles  to  himsel f  and shakes  his 

head of  matted gray  curls . 
“We’s  looking a  s ight ,  sure  ‘nough.  Wel l , 

once  we got  out ,  we was  st i l l  as  thirsty  and 
t ired as  before.  We knew we had to  get  some 
shelter  and some dr ink,  so  of f  we rode a l l  night 
under  the  cold  stars .  Our poor  horses  protested 
and tossed their  heads  about ,  but  we just  had 
to  keep k ickin’.  I  was  a lready a  bit  woozy f rom 
such a  st range event ,  so  when we saw a  farm in 
the  distance,  we didn’t  hes itate  to  r ide  r ight  in 
and hitch our  horses  to  the  fence.  In  the  early 
l ight ,  I  could scarce  bel ieve  my eyes .  Sheep, 
bigger’en any I  ever  saw,  was  just  mi l l in’  around 
in  that  fence.  They looked l ike  f luf f y  ponies  at 
that  s ize ,  monstrous  things .  S’pose  monstrous 
was  the  r ight  word.  When we knocked on the 
door  of  the  house,  out  stepped just  this  big  ‘ol 
boy at  least  4  feet  ta l ler  than any of  us .  His 
face  was  a l l  scrunched with anger,  and he 
had a  nasty  scar  runnin’  r ight  across  his  face. 
Whatever  he  got  it  f rom,  it  tore  his  r ight  eye 
c lean out .  That  big  gaping socket  stared back 
at  me,  and I  ain’t  too man to  say  I  was  scared. 
We didn’t  have  much,  but  I  of fered him some 
of  the  sweet  whiskey I  a lways  keep with me.” 

He opens  his  f rayed jacket  to  display  a  f lask 
tucked near  his  chest .  

“It’ l l  put  the  wind in  your  sai ls ,  I  te l l  you. 
L ike  nectar  to  the  honeybee.  Wel l ,  I  of fer  him 
my last  drop of  my good stuf f  and he  breathes 
rea l  big ,  l ike  this .”

Odie  takes  in  a  large  lungful  of  air  and 
begins  to  hack.  

“He ain’t  cough,  see.  I  just  cain’t  breathe 
l ike  I  used’ta .  The big  boy,  he  sucks  in  a l l  this 
air,  and he  leans  in  rea l  c lose  and he  says  Ooh, 
whee.  I  smel l  something.  I  smel l…fear.  Now, 
by  this  t ime,  me and my boys ,  we’re  good and 
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scared.  Frozen l ike  a  dew drop on a  March 
mornin’.  We’s  st i l l  s tanding stock-st i l l  when 
big  boy lunges ,  his  g iant  hands  swingin’  with 
yel la  nai ls  and caked dir t .  He grabbed one of 
us  and drug him straight  back to  the  house.  We 
could hear  that  man hol ler  somethin’  awful . 
The rest  of  us ,  we ran l ike  hel l ,  but  by  this  t ime 
we were  t rapped in  the  pen.  Now,  I  a lways  been 
the  smart  one of  my fami ly.  S o,  I  huddled my 
boys ,  and I  say,  Now boys ,  you ever  seen a  man 
make the  r ight  choices  when he’s  s lap-drunk? 
And they shake their  heads  No-o.  And I  say, 
Now boys ,  do you think that  we got  enough 
to  get  that  boy good and shook up? and they 
shake their  heads  No-o.  ‘C ept  for  one.  Name 
was  ‘ol  Wi l ly.  He come f rom way out  east ,  up 
in  them big  mount ians .  I  ain’t  ever  seen that 
man sober,  and that  was  a  good thing .  Wil ly, 
he  says  rea l  s low,  Wel l ,  I  got  somethin for  ‘ im, 
and he  f lashes  those  three  teeth he  has  le f t . 
He hands  me this  big  leather  sack,  and I  know 
this  stuf f  i s  s t rong enough to  make even big 
boy stumble.  That’s  purest  of  pure  moonshine. 
Wel l ,  I  sauntered on up to  the  house,  and I 
knock three  t imes ,  l ike  this .”

He knocks  the  air,  c l ick ing his  tongue in 
tandem.  

“Big  boy swings  that  door  open s low,  wipin’ 
his  mouth l ike  he  just  had Sunday supper.  Me, 
s ly  as  a  cay-ote,  I  say,  Wel l ,  f r iend?  How’s  about 
something to  wash down that  meal?  I  don’t 
think big  boy’s  the  sharpest  tool  in  the  shed, 
now.  He rol ls  that  one red eye  of  his  up and 
down,  thinkin’  hard.  He nods  his  br ick  head of 
his ,  and snatches  that  bott le  f rom me.  I  get  him 
to  set  down with me,  him dr inkin’  Wil ly ’s  s tuf f 
whi le  me,  I  just  take  l i t t le  swigs  of  my whiskey. 
I  te l l  h im stor ies  just  l ike  I ’m doin’  now,  and he 
gets  as  knock-kneed as  a  newborn colt  in  ‘bout 
a  ha l f  an hour.  Told you that  Appalachia  f i re  is 
s t rong.  I  see  he’s  gett in’  wobbly,  and I  s tar t  to 
creep,  creep,  creep closer.  I  take  out  my trusty 
nai l  f i le  outta  my boot  rea l  sneaky- l ike.  Then, 
when he’s  unawares ,  I  jam that  thing r ight  into 
big  boy’s  eye.”  

Odie  s laps  his  knee  in  del ight  and guf faws.  
“Brother,  that  eyebal l  squashed l ike  steppin’ 

barefoot  on a  cowpie.  Big  boy,  he  hol lers  and 
stamps and roars .  I ’m just  a-hoot ing with 
g lee.  Big  mistake.  He whips  that  ug ly  head 
of  his  towards  me and star ts  to  run.  Without 
speakin’,  I  s ignal  to  my men grab onto those 
awful  sheep for  dear  l i fe .  Big  boy tears  into 
the  pen l ike  a  wi ldf ire ,  gropin’  and graspin’  at 
nothin’  at  a l l .  Af ter  a  whi le ,  he  g ives  up l ike 
a  big  baby.  He feels  his  way over  to  the  pen 
gate  and unlatches  it  le tt in’  those  big  sheep 
run f ree.  By this  t ime,  we’s  a l l  gett ing t i red 
f rom hangin’  on and bein’  so  quiet .  Once those 
sheep were  out ,  we dropped and ran l ike  hel l . 
Me,  I  couldn’t  help  mysel f .  I  cupped my hands 
up and I  hol lered so  that  a l l  the  world  could 
hear  me,  Big  boy,  when you get  new guests ,  te l l 
‘em their  l i fe  i s  cour tesy  of  Odie!  Whew,  he 

got  madder’en a  hornet  at  that .  He grabs  this 
pistol  he  had leanin’  up ‘gainst  the  doorpost . 
He didn’t  have  eyes ,  but  he  could st i l l  shoot 
somethin’  terr ible .  I  near  lost  my ankles  that 
day,  he  had me hoppin’  l ike  a  cr icket .”

He s ighs ,  and leans  back with f ingers  laced 
behind his  head.  

“Fr iend,  I  barely  told  you a  l ick  of  my 
stor y.  I  just  done so  much,  you cain’t  f i t  i t  into 
one night !  I ’m a  good stor ytel ler,  ain’t  I?  How’s 
about  we get  some shut-eye,  and I ’ l l  te l l  you 
about  my lady star-walker  tommorrow over 
breakfast .  S ound a lr ight?  Alr ight .  Good night , 
par tner.”

Odie’s  eyes ,  s t i l l  g leaming with ta les  untold, 
shut- in  s leep. 

Wh a T i  ca n n o T sa y
by Li ly  Mintz

•
T h e  word s ,  e a c h  t i m e  I  t r y  t o  s p e a k ,  ge t 

c au g ht  i n  my  t h ro at .  It  i s  h ard  t o  b e l i e ve ,  t o 
s ay,  t o  e ve n  t h i n k .  “You r  brot h e r  i s  d e a d” 
ke e p s  b ou n c i ng  arou n d  i n  my  h e a d .  We  k n e w 
t h e  p o s s i b i l i t i e s  o f  h e ar i ng  t h e s e  word s  we re 
h i g h  w i t h  h i m  goi ng  i nt o  t h e  m i l i t ar y,  but 
we  d i d n’t  b e l i e ve  i t ,  d i d n’t  w ant  t o  b e l i e ve  i t . 
He  l e f t  u s  i n  a  w ay  we  c an n ot  b e g  for  h i m  t o 
c om e  b a c k ,  i n  an  u n forg iv ab l e  w ay,  ye t  s t i l l 
h on or ab l e .  T h e  s ong  “Hol d i ng  on  an d  L e t t i ng 
G o”  by  R o s s  C opp e r m an ,  i s  p l ay i ng  t h rou g h 
my  h e a dph on e s  a s  I  s t are  at  a  p i c tu re  o f  a l l 
my  s i b l i ng s  t o ge t h e r  a  f e w  ye ar s  b a c k  at  a 
c on c e r t  we  we nt  t o.

***
The concer t  had just  ended,  and patr iot ic 

music  star ted playing loudly  through the 
speakers  as  f i reworks  l i t  up the  sky.  It  was 
a lready an emot ional  concer t ;  John Michael 
Montgomer y does  not  play  upbeat  songs  at 
his  concer ts .  The f i reworks  were  making a 
beaut i fu l  backdrop for  our  pic tures ,  and I 
should have  appreciated that  moment  more. 
It  was  an emot ional  night  in  the  end.  “We’re 
holding on and lett ing go,”  as  the  song would 
say,  holding onto the  memories  and lett ing him 
go to  f ind peace  in  the  af ter l i fe .

My brother  was  a  man of  integr ity,  he 
a lways  t r ied to  do the  r ight  thing ,  a lways  be  the 
hero.  I  don’t  know the  stor y  of  his  death,  but  I 
would not  be  surpr ised i f  he  was  playing hero. 
“S omet imes  we’re  holding angels  and we never 
even know,”  he  was  someone’s  guardian angel . 
In  war  movies ,  a  s ide  character  a lways  te l ls  the 
main character  not  to  be  a  hero,  so  they would 
come back home to  whomever.  But  I  didn’t ,  I 
thought  he  would be  smarter  than that .  That 
he  would want  to  come back to  his  wife ,  to  his 
f r iends ,  his  s ibl ings ,  and mother.  Of  course,  he 
did,  but  being able  to  save  someone,  or  do one 
smal l  thing for  a  big  cause  has  a lways  been his 
thing .  In  this  case,  his  smal l  l i fe  was  g iven up 
for  saving our  countr y  and its  big  cause,  “we’re 

holding on and lett ing go.”
My brother  is  dead.  This  is  a  door  I  never 

wanted to  walk  through,  not  even get  c lose  to 
the  handle  to  open.  Gun shots  rang out  as  the 
soldiers  standing in  f ront  of  me were  folding 
the  f lag  s lowly,  and neat ly,  to  g ive  to  us .  A 
symbol  with  both honor and sadness .  His  casket 
was  s lowly  being lowered into  the  ground,  that 
is  when the  dam breaks  for  our  mother.  She 
holds  onto my older  s ister  who is  cr y ing just 
as  much as  her,  whi le  my l itt le  brother  and I 
s tand s ide  by  s ide  with s i lent  tears  running 
down our  faces . 

We go  to  shove l  d i r t  onto  h is  lowere d 
casket ,  not  car ing  for  t he  d i r t  t hat  got  on  our 
dress  c lot hes .  I  lo oke d  away  f rom his  ha l f -
bur ie d  casket  to  h is  tombstone  t hat  re ads : 
“L ov ing  s on ,  brot her,  and  husb and.”  He 
mar r ie d  t he  g i r l  of  h i s  dre ams ,  put  a  r ing  on 
her  f inger  b e fore  he  was  deploye d.  He  to ld  me 
t hat  he  wante d  to  go  out  wit h  her  k nowing 
how much love  he  had  for  her. 

My brother  fought  for  our  f reedoms because 
it  was  his  dream,  and he  died ser ving a  countr y 
he  knew we would be  safe  in .  He was  a  good 
man,  he  learned the  way to  be  a  good brother, 
and now he is  a  good angel .

From the  Author
My brother  is  enl ist ing into  the  mi l itar y, 

and af ter  recent  events  out  east  I  am rea l ly 
scared as  to  what  wi l l  happen to  him.  I  know 
he st i l l  has  a  whi le  t i l l  he  is  deployed but  it  i s  a 
looming thought  that  wi l l  never  leave  my head. 
This  is  my stor y  of  “What  I  can Not  Say.”

co L D Va L e n T i n e
by Sophia  Jordan

•
I  g ingerly  step onto the  f rozen lake  that  is 

spread out  before  me and put  one skate  in  f ront 
of  the  other.  The f i rst  few steps  are  a lways 
the  hardest ,  but  I ’ve  learned to  be  caut ious .  I 
gr imace as  I  think about  the  f i rst  few t imes  I 
skated,  and then I  wince  as  I  think about  the 
t imes  that  I  got  too excited and rushed onto 
the  ice .  I  t r y  not  to  do that  anymore,  but  I  can’t 
help  mysel f  somet imes .  This  t ime,  however,  I 
need to  go s low.  I  need to  think.  I  need to  le t 
my brain process  this  new development .

There’s  a  guy that  I  have  known for  a 
whi le .  We met  on the  f i rst  day of  c lass ,  and we 
instant ly  star ted ta lk ing .  O ver  the  past  severa l 
months ,  we have  become rea l ly  good f r iends . 
Then,  I  s tar ted to  develop feel ings  for  him. 
However,  I  kept  those  feel ings  to  mysel f ,  s ince 
I  wasn’t  cer tain  that  he  l iked me back.  That  is , 
unt i l  about  twelve  hours  ago.

I  am in the  l ibrar y,  I  just  f inished an essay 
for  my Engl ish  class ,  and I  am just  s itt ing at  a 
table ,  l i s tening to  music .  One of  my favor ite 
songs  ends ,  and I  unlock my phone to  play 
it  again.  When I  look up,  I  see  him,  and our 
eyes  connect .  He waves  at  me,  and I  smi le  and 

wave back.  He walks  over  and takes  the  seat 
next  to  me.  I  pause  my music  and remove my 
headphones .  We s it  in  s i lence  for  a  few minutes , 
and I  s tar t  playing with my hands.  This  isn’t 
unusual  for  us ;  we are  quiet  for  a  whi le  before 
we star t  ta lk ing to  each other.  However,  I  could 
sense  that  there  was  something subl iminal  in 
the  atmosphere.

“What  were  you l is tening to? ”
“Music ,”  I  say,  t r y ing to  swat  away the 

butter f l ies  that  have  star ted f ly ing in  my 
stomach.  I  know that  I  shouldn’t  be  so  ner vous ; 
I ’ve  never  been ner vous  ta lk ing to  him before 
now.  But . . . something is  so  di f ferent  r ight  now.

He chuckles ,  and I  gent ly  bite  my tongue 
to  keep f rom smi l ing l ike  a  love-str icken idiot .

“What  song? ”  he  asks .
“‘Natura l ly ’  by  S elena Gomez,”  I  reply.
He nods  and s its  back,  re laxed.  I  look down 

at  my phone and stare  at  the  black screen.  My 
f ingers  want  to  unlock my phone and cont inue 
with my l i fe ,  but  my brain won’t  send those 
s ignals  to  my hands.  Then,  I  hear  him clear  his 
throat .

“I  don’t  know i f  this  i s  a  good t ime,  but  I ’m 
going to  take  this  chance to  say  something.”

The butter f l ies  in  my stomach f lap their 
wings  harder,  and I  can hear  my hear t  beat 
faster  and faster  and louder  and louder.  I  put 
my phone back on the  table  and look him in 
his  eyes .

“I . . . I–I  have  feel ings  for  you.”
I  come to  a  stop on the  ice .  I  have  skated 

to  the  par t  of  the  lake  where  I  am the  far thest 
away f rom a l l  s ides  of  the  f rozen body of  water. 
I  take  a  deep breath,  and I  watch as  my breath 
becomes v is ible  and then disappears .  I  fold  my 
hands  together  and star t  to  spin on the  ice . 
I  spin s lowly,  at  f i rst .  As  my s imple  spinning 
evolves  into  pirouett ing ,  I  c lose  my eyes .

I  can’t  speak.  My mouth is  open in  shock, 
but  my voca l  cords  won’t  le t  any words  out . 
He’s  watching me,  keeping his  eyes  gent ly  on 
my face  as  he  t r ies  to  read my express ion.  Any 
and a l l  surrounding sounds have  been muted, 
and I  can only  hear  my hear t  as  it  threatens  to 
beat  out  of  my chest .  My hands have  decided to 
stop f iddl ing and are  keeping warm under  my 
legs .  My ears  are  burning,  and my eyes  can’t 
br ing themselves  to  look anywhere  other  than 
his  face.

“Wel l ,”  he  says ,  “what’s  your  response?  Do 
you have  any feel ings  for  me too? ”

I  can’t  help  but  stare  at  him.  My mind and 
my hear t  are  racing too fast  for  me to  g ive  any 
k ind of  response  r ight  now.  And I  feel  angr y.  I 
don’t  understand why I ’m angr y or  where  this 
anger  came f rom,  but  I  can’t  s it  here  anymore. 
My legs  seem to  agree  with this  sent iment  and 
push the  rest  of  my body upward.  I  s l ide  away 
f rom the  table  and grab my stuf f .

“W–Wait !”
I  look back at  him.  His  face  seems sad 

but  hopeful .  His  eyes  g ive  his  face  a  longing 
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look,  and they meet  my own again.  He wants  a 
response.  I  know that  he  does .  But  I  can’t  g ive 
him a  sat is f y ing or  disappoint ing response.  At 
least ,  not  r ight  now.

“I–I  have  to  think about  this .  I  hope that 
you understand.  I–I’ l l  le t  you know.  Just  g ive 
me some t ime to  think about  this .  Please.”

I  hate  how I  sound.  I  hate  that  I  sound 
l ike  I ’m tr y ing to  plead with him.  I  hate  that 
I  feel  l ike  I  must  g ive  him this  answer  so  that 
he  won’t  pester  me about  this .  I  hate  that 
I ’m so conf l ic ted about  this .  I  hate  that  this 
unfami l iar  anger  has  set  i t se l f  in  the  middle 
of  this .

“Of  course,”  he  says  with  a  smi le .  “Just  le t 
me know when you want  to  ta lk  about  this 
again.  Okay? ”

“Okay,”  I  repeat  sof t ly  as  I  s tar t  walking 
out  of  the  l ibrar y.

I  open my eyes  and quick ly  not ice  that  they 
are  wet .  I  hold my hand up to  the  sky,  but  no 
rain or  snow is  fa l l ing  f rom the  overcast  sky. 
I  then move my other  hand up to  my eye  and 
a lmost  immediately  pul l  i t  away.  I ’ve  been. . .
cr y ing .  Why would I  be  cr y ing?  I  know that 
my mind l ikes  to  run f ree  when I ’m on the  ice ; 
that’s  the  only  reason I ’m here.  But  it  was  te l l ing 
my eyes  to  open the  f loodgates .  Why? I  should 
understand why.  My brain is  attached to  my 
emotions ,  and my emotions  inf luence  my brain 
and cause  me to  do things  that  I  don’t  rea l ly 
want  to  do,  but  they ’re  things  that  I  should do. 
L ike  cr y ing .  Simple  psycholog y,  r ight?

I  don’t  handle  love  wel l .  Actua l ly,  that’s 
not  t rue.  I  can do fami l ia l  love  wel l .  I  can do 
f r iendship love  wel l .  I  need to  work on agape 
love,  but  I ’m at  least  fami l iar  with  it .  It’s 
romant ic  love  that  I  can’t  do.  I ’ve  never  been 
in  a  rea l  romant ic  re lat ionship,  and even when 
I ’ve  developed feel ings  for  a  guy,  the  feel ings 
were  never  reciprocated.  S omet imes ,  those 
feel ings  were  found out ,  and I  was  mocked, 
g iven fa lse  hope,  and ruthless ly  re jec ted.  S o, 
I  would turn my feel ings  of f .  I  ignored even 
the  most  pass ionate  butter f l ies  that  hovered 
in  my stomach.  I  didn’t  want  to  get  involved 
with any guy.  It  d idn’t  matter  how high his 
mora ls  were  or  how great  his  personal ity  was 
or  how handsome he looked.  Emotional ly  and 
romant ica l ly  involv ing mysel f  with  a  guy was 
not  an interest  of  mine.

And I  don’t  even know how to  love.  I ’ve 
seen those  stupid movies  about  point less 
romances  that  don’t  last .  They won’t  last  in  this 
world  e ither.  I  won’t  push mysel f  into  these 
toxic  re lat ionships  and dangerous  s ituat ions , 
because  I  at  least  know the  di f ference  between 
love  and lust ,  hea lthy and unhealthy,  safe 
and dangerous .  And that’s  when I  rea l ize  that 
a lmost  nobody knows how to  do romant ic 
love  the  r ight  way,  and I  s tar t  to  quest ion i f 
romant ic  love  has  ever  been done r ight .  And 
I  star t  to  worr y  that  I ’m going to  do it  wrong. 
And I  push people  away.  And I  think too much. 

And I  depr ive  mysel f  of  a  t reasure  that  God 
wants  me to  have.  And I  forget  that  there  are 
people  who do know how to  do romant ic  love 
r ight .  There  are  Christ ians  who know how to 
do a l l  love  r ight .  And he  might  be  one of  them.

I  feel  my body being pul led down by 
gravity,  and before  I  can understand why,  my 
back hits  the  cold  sur face  of  the  f rozen lake.  I 
inst inct ively  st retch my arms out  and feel  the 
ice  to  see  i f  any of  i t  has  begun to  crack.  It  hasn’t , 
and rel ieved,  I  gr imace.  This  couldn’t  hur t  more 
than being in  a  romant ic  re lat ionship would.  It 
hur ts ,  but  I  prefer  accidenta l ly  hur t ing mysel f 
doing something that  I ’ve  done a l l  my l i fe  to 
putt ing mysel f  in  a  s ituat ion where  I  make 
mysel f  so  emot ional ly  vulnerable .  Emotional 
pain is  worse  than physica l  pain.  I ’ l l  endure  it 
for  the  Lord,  but  I  don’t  know i f  I  could endure 
it  for  a  guy.  Does  that  make me sel f ish?  Am I  a 
bad person for  saying that?  Is  i t  a lways  going 
to  be  l ike  this?  Wil l  I  f ind t rue  romant ic  love 
one day?  Wil l  I  te l l  h im that  I  have  feel ings 
for  him as  wel l?  Or wi l l  I  spend ever y  snowy 
Valent ine’s  Day skat ing and pirouett ing on a 
f rozen lake  wait ing for  my mind to  le t  go of  a l l 
the  hur t  and pain so  that  I  can fa l l  in  love  with 
a  good Christ ian guy who wi l l  love  me and 
stay  by  my s ide  unt i l  death do us  par t?  There’s 
only  one answer  that  I  can g ive  r ight  now.  Just 
l ike  love,  i t  i s  so  s imple  yet  so  complex,  and it 
doesn’t  make me feel  much better  or  g ive  me 
any closure.  I  don’t  know.

in c o m p L e T e
by Jacob  Vander  Weide

•
Deep down south,  just  past  where  south 

becomes nor th,  our  fami ly  res ides ,  ever 
growing bi-yearly.  Each addit ion has  brought 
me pr ide  beyond any quant i f iable  measure,  but 
for  the  rest  of  the  fami ly,  an unwanted joy,  for 
they a l l  thought  we were  a lready large  enough 
to  produce joy  on our  own.  I  disagreed fu l l -
hear tedly,  but  I  never  told  anyone but  Jesus , 
and about  ever yone e lse  with  ears . 

When the  winter  f ina l ly  began,  s ince  it’s 
delayed that  far  south,  my l itt le  Jeremiah was 
born.  He was  the  f i rst  in  the  new Vickerson 
l ineage.  From his  bir th ,  a l l  importance  lay 
within his  sof t ,  t iny  pa lms.  As  he  grasped his 
grandfather’s  f inger,  a  whisper  inf i lt rated his 
ear.  “You wi l l  carr y  on our  proud Vickerson 
name.” 

Whi le  rocking Jeremiah to  s leep at  night , 
my husband taught  our  boy to  f ind joy  in 
humming songs ,  just  as  he  did  for  me years 
ago.  Slow and gruf f ,  but  booming and soothing, 
my husband’s  voice  was  near  per fec t  for  the 
t imeless  lu l labies .  I  remember  l i t t le  Jeremiah’s 
favor ite  melody was  “ This  L itt le  L ight  of  Mine.” 
We intended the  tenderness  of  those  verses  to 
instruct  him to  be  our  l ight .  Jeremiah did not 
yet  understand,  but  he  was  our  future.

He a lways  made me proud.  Not  a  s ing le  l ie 
ever  crossed his  l ips ,  even whi le  his  f r iends  and 
s ibl ings  committed that  devi l ish  deed.  Nobody 
could l ie  to  him,  not  even me.  Jeremiah just 
had a  way of  knowing.  As  determined by the 
Lord himsel f ,  my boy led his  peers .  I  d idn’t 
teach him to  do that .  How could I  have?  It 
was  by  grace  a lone that  my boy grew to  know 
ser vant  leadership.  He never  had a  r ight  to  be 
humble,  yet  he  t r ied a l l  the  same.

I  loved preaching his  accomplishments . 
I ’d  te l l  ever yone about  my Jeremiah.  I  would 
even te l l  h im.  When I  murmured to  him my 
unending approval ,  I  prayed my pr ide  would 
become his .

Time has  a  way of  running away f rom 
me.  Wrinkles  emerge  in  success ion with each 
lesson I  teach to  my duckl ings ,  but  I  have 
not  yet  learned how to  keep them duckl ings . 
Jeremiah is  growing into  a  swan quick ly,  too 
quick ly.  I  t r ied to  pat  him back down,  but  now 
he is  packing away a l l  that  he  has .  I  watched 
him throw clothes  in  t rash bags ,  place  hats  in 
cases ,  and arrange stat ionar y  in  t runks ,  pi l ing 
them a l l  in  the  car  he  purchased for  himsel f .  It 
i s  a  car  spacious  enough to  contain the  inf inite 
crates  nest led in  grandma’s  att ic .  He picked it 
out  without  any of  my help.  My boy is  a  man!

I  don’t  understand why God planned his 
l i fe  this  way.  I  miss  him a lready,  even as  he  is 
loading up.  How could I  sur vive  with f ive  out 
of  s ix?  Tomorrow wi l l  be  wrong.  My baby boy 
is  going of f  to  learn,  so  what  could I  poss ibly 
do apar t  f rom weep? 

Even now,  with  Jeremiah at  two hundred or 
more pounds,  I  s t i l l  reca l l  feel ing the  weight  of 
his  infant  body in  mine.  C ontrol  then was  easy ; 
I  knew ever ywhere  he  went ,  for  he  was  a  par t 
of  me,  just  l ike  my soul  and hear t ,  of  which he 
belongs  to  both.  Now his  weight  feels  heavier, 
not  in  the  womb any longer,  but  dragging my 
hear t  so  far  down it  cannot  leave  this  abused 
rocking chair.  Gui lty  are  my tears ,  for  it  cannot 
be  noble  of  me to  bid  him stay.  He must  go,  yet 
how can I  be  fu l f i l led  without  my f irst  love?

S o of f  he  went ,  down the  asphalt  in  that 
wel l -earned vehicle ,  taking a l l  I  had g iven him 
a long for  the  t r ip.  It  i s  just  a  t r ip ;  he  wi l l  come 
home!  But  he  went  far,  far  down that  road, 
fur ther  than I  have  gone in  decades .  How can 
he  sur vive  on his  own? Am I  not  his  l i fe l ine? 
This  isn’t  r ight .  How can a  baby run f rom his 
mother?  Wil l  his  legs  not  fa lter?  This  distance 
wi l l  break the  once  corded connect ion.  I  miss 
l i t t le  Jeremiah a lready.  My member  must  come 
back,  for  I  am incomplete  without  my f irst  and 
foremost .

Th e Br o k e n mu s i c  Bo x
An Unf inished Short  S tory

by Jess ica  Mendl ik
•

R ain pattered sof t ly  on the  roof tops  of 
London,  England.  The cool ,  grey  clouds 
covered ever y  inch of  the  atmosphere,  and 
the  smel l  of  wet  pavement  l ingered in  the 
air.  The only  sounds in  the  c ity  were  that  of 
splashing feet ,  cars  rol l ing over  puddles ,  and 
rain hitt ing windows of  shops  and apar tments . 
In  a  smal l  corner  of  east  London,  the  twinkl ing 
of  a  distant  melody could be  heard.  The sof t 
notes  of  a  music  box waf ted through the  st reets 
surrounding Highf ie ld  Apar tments .  

A s ing le  window was  open in  the  ent ire 
bui lding .  On the  seventh f loor  of  the  apar tment 
bui lding ,  the  rain  s lowly  leaked into  a  bedroom 
through the  opening,  soaking the  cur tains  and 
carpet  of  the  apar tment .  The room was  dark, 
for  it s  only  l ight  source  was  the  sun that  was 
being blocked by the  London rain clouds . 
Clothing l it tered the  bed and f loor  of  the  t iny 
apar tment ,  boxes  of  pic tures  and other  knick-
knacks  were  stacked in  an open closet ,  and 
severa l  postcards  and letters  were  pi led high 
on the  bedside  table .  

At  t he  ot her  end  of  t he  ro om,  across  f rom 
t he  op en  window,  s at  a  young  man at  a  sma l l , 
wo o den desk .  His  he ad  was  l ay ing  on  t he  t able , 
and  h is  shou lders  sho ok  as  he  t r i e d  to  s t i f l e 
h i s  c r y ing .  The  brown c ur l s  on  t he  top  of  h i s 
he ad  lo oke d  l i ke  t he y  had  not  b e en  br ushe d 
in  we eks  and  h is  c lot hes  were  wr in k le d  f rom 
neg le c t .  An empty  b ott l e  of  re d  wine  l ay  next 
to  h is  fe e t ,  w hich  were  dress e d  in  brown, 
cre as e d  lo afers .  He  was  watching  s omet hing 
on  h is  desk  as  he  wip e d  away  h is  te ars  wit h  h is 
col l are d  button-up.  He  was  lo ok ing  at  a  sma l l , 
p orce la in  mus ic  b ox .  
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Oh,  what  a  beaut i fu l  music  box it  was!  It 
was  the  shape of  a  c ircle ,  one that  could f it 
per fec t ly  into  the  pa lms of  your  hands .  The 
color  was  that  of  the  spr ing sky,  a  blue  so  deep 
and r ich,  and yet  so  l ight  and pa le .  The music 
box had golden feet  which were  in  the  shape 
of  f lower  leaves .  Golden roses  were  carefu l ly 
painted across  the  smal l  box,  and a  t iny  golden 
dove was  s itt ing on top of  the  l id.  

Ins ide  the  music  box was  a  s ing le  ba l ler ina . 
Carefu l ly  craf ted f rom porcelain ,  the  l i t t le 
dancer  spun s lowly  ins ide  her  box.  She was 
dressed in  a  per fec t ly  white  tutu with golden 
accents  on her  leotard.  Her  golden ba l let  shoes 
le t  her  dance e legant ly,  and their  r ibbons 
wrapped around her  ca lves .  Her  hair  was  in 
f ine,  auburn curls ,  much l ike  those  of  the 
late  Vic tor ian age.  The f ront  of  her  hair  was 
pul led back by a  smal l  gold  bow,  le tt ing anyone 
watching her  dance see  her  fair  face.  Her  eyes 
were  c losed,  and she  had a  faint  smi le ,  making 
her  look l ike  she  was  swaying peacefu l ly  to  the 
gent le  music  ins ide  the  box. 

And the  music!  How could a  craf tsman 
create  such a  beaut i fu l  melody?  The sof t , 
mel low,  twinkl ing of  notes  f i l led  the  apar tment 
and seeped outs ide  into  the  g loomy streets 
below.  The s low rhythm of  the  waltz  played in 
t ime with the  fa l l ing rain.  For  a  few moments , 
whi le  the  music  box played its  song,  the  world 
seemed to  s low down,  le tt ing a l l  worr ies  and 
pains  be  lost  in  the  t rance  of  the  tune.  The 
ba l ler ina  twir led and twir led ins ide  her  l i t t le 
box,  and the  young man watched longingly 
with  his  t i red,  tear-stained eyes .  

Suddenly,  the  music  box stopped playing . 
The ba l ler ina  stopped dancing.  The melody 
stopped,  unf inished.

The young man let  out  a  sad s igh and sat 
up,  picking up the  music  box to  look at  i t 
c losely.  The ba l ler ina  was  in  mid-turn,  the 
faint  smi le  st i l l  on her  face,  unaware  that  she 
or  her  music  had stopped.  The music  box was 
broken.  It  had been broken s ince  it  was  f i rst 
created.  For  some reason,  the  music  box could 
never  f inish playing its  song,  for  it  would stop 
playing ha l f way through its  melody,  and no 
one understood why.  The young man carefu l ly 
put  the  music  box down on his  desk and sat 
back in  thought . 

Now Wil l iam Weather ford,  for  that  was 
the  name of  the  young man,  was  not  on great 
terms with l i fe  at  the  moment .  Actual ly,  he 
never  rea l ly  was  on great  terms with l i fe .  It 
was  fu l l  of  constant  turmoi l .  His  father  le f t 
his  mother  and two older  brothers  behind for 
another  woman when Wil l iam was  around s ix 
years  old.  He was  constant ly  bul l ied by his 
older  brothers  and schoolmates .  He was  not 
the  smartest  boy in  his  c lass ,  nor  was  he  the 
most  att ract ive.  He was  re jec ted by ever y  g ir l 
he  dared to  ask  out  (knowing his  odds) ,  and 
his  brothers  abandoned him and his  mother  as 
soon as  they graduated.  

Now,  at  the  r ipe  age  of  twenty-one,  Wil l iam 
worked as  a  binman at  a  run-down baker y 
severa l  blocks  f rom his  apar tment .  He was 
not  smart  enough to  go to  col lege,  nor  did  he 
have  the  money to  af ford col lege,  so  he  was 
le f t  with  whatever  scrappy job no one wanted 
to  c laim.  His  job paid ver y  l i t t le  money,  so 
he  could only  af ford the  cheapest  apar tment 
in  London.  Cr ime l ittered his  neighborhood, 
and most  days  he  could not  even af ford food. 
On top of  that ,  Wi l l iam’s  mother,  the  only 
person that  probably  ever  cared for  him,  died 
of  pneumonia  just  a  week ago.  His  brothers  did 
not  show up for  her  funera l .  

S o,  what  does  someone do when their  l i fe 
i s  miserable?  They rely  on their  fantas ies  to 
keep their  spir its  high.  O vercome with gr ief , 
Wi l l iam succumbed to  his  fantas ies  and began 
to  l ive  his  l i fe  ins ide  his  head rather  than l iv ing 
in  the  rea l  world.  And what  were  his  fantas ies 
one might  ask?  He bel ieved he  was  in  love  with 
the  ba l ler ina  in  his  music  box,  and that  she 
was  in  love  with him.  He was  miserable .  When 
he was  not  working at  the  baker y  or  t r y ing to 
sa lvage  food or  gr ieving over  the  losses  in  his 
l i fe ,  he  would spend hours  at  his  desk watching 
the  music  box,  restar t ing the  music  again and 
again to  watch his  “ lover”  dance.

To o Lo u D T o Th i n k
by Alexandra Furlong

•
If  l i fe  ever  had a  crux,  a  moment  that 

ever ything led up to,  this  would be  it .  The 
moment   that  would make me or  break me.  The 
bless ing of  shock decided to  remain adjacent 
and a loof ,   and so  I  knelt  in  ever y  feel ing and 
thought ,  l ike  when a  chi ld  bangs  loudly  on a 
piano.  Tears   s tayed ba l led up t ight ly  in  my 
throat  and my eyes  stung for  want  of  them.  

“It’s  a  moment .”  I  could a lmost  hear  my 
mother  whisper.  “Only  a  moment .”  She a lways  
said  that  when I  fe lt  overcome.  Her  eyes  fu l l  of 
tenderness  and worr y,  bending down next  to 
me.   “It’s  just  a  moment…”  

*** 
(Two months  ear l ier) 

“Get  your  jacket ,  we’re  going somewhere.”  I 
f rowned over  my laptop.  

“You can go somewhere,  I ’m in  the  middle 
of  something.”  

“I  guarantee  this  wi l l  be  better.”  His  eyes 
were  shining and he  was  a lmost  bouncing 
with  excitement ,  so  I  s ighed and got  up.  My 
older  brother  Nathan’s  surpr ises  were  ver y 
mixed.   S omet imes  they were  wonderfu l  and 
reminded me that  he  did  in  fac t  have  a  hear t , 
and others   were  pranks  that  made me need to 
be  reminded in  the  f i rst  place.  This  though, 
I  could feel  was   probably  going to  be  a  good 
one.  Discontent  with  my pace,  he  grabbed my 
arm and star ted  running through the  many 
acres  of  our  backwoods.  S oon I  was  gasping.  

“I  need a  break.”  I  managed to  huf f .  He 
walked in  c ircles  impat ient ly  as  I  sat  on a 
mossy   and s l ight ly  damp log . 

“We have to  hurr y,  i t  might  be  gone.”  
“What? ”  I  snapped my head up.  “It? ” 
“Yes!  Hurr y!”  I  re luctant ly  stood up and 

star ted running behind him.  Suddenly  I  ran 
into   his  extended arm,  hard.  

“What  in  the.”  
“Look,  and be  quiet .”  I  looked over  his 

shoulder,  l i s tening to  the  quietness  of  the 
woods,   and remembering standing here  with 
my mom.  

“ They used to  be  a lmost  too loud to  think,” 
I  remember  her  te l l ing  me.  “My mother,  your  
grandma said  that  they were  a l ive  with  hundreds 
of  creatures  running up trees ,  rust l ing in 
leaves ,   and f ly ing through the  branches .  She 
could barely  focus  with a l l  the  noise .”  I  had 
closed my eyes   t ight ly  and tr ied to  imagine 
it .  A robin there,  a  deer  there,  and maybe even 
an owl.  “O wls  were  a   symbol  of  wisdom.”  My 
mother  had said,  a lmost  reverent ly.  “B eaut i fu l , 
gracefu l  creatures  that   f lew through the 
night .  They haven’t  been spotted in  a  couple 
of  decades ,  but  I  know they are  out   there.  I 
bel ieve  that  they have  found a  place  f ree  of 
our  pol lut ion,  where  there  are  st i l l  t rees ,  deep  
where  we can not  f ind them.  But  one day,  i f  we 
keep t r y ing ,  they  wi l l  return.”  

“Do you want  to  see  one? ”  I  had asked. 
Her  smi le  r iva led the  stars  as  she  said,  “more  
than anything in  the  world.”  Nathan had f lexed 
and said,  “I ’ l l  catch one for  you!”  “Oh no, 
don’t   catch it ,  le t  i t  be  f ree.  But  i f  you ever  see 
one,  please  come get  me.  I  would love  to  hear 
their  ca l l   one t ime before  I  die .”  At  the  t ime I 
hadn’t  picked up on the  sadness  in  her  voice, 
but  Nathan  had,  and he  wrapped her  up in  a 
t ight  ten-year-old  boy hug.  “I ’ l l  f ind one for 
you.”  He had  promised.  “Me too!”  I  chimed in , 
jumping into  the  hug.  I  can st i l l  fee l  her  arms 
around us  as  she   said,  “ Thank you.  I  love  you 
more than anything,  even owls .”  Her  laugh had 
surrounded us  l ike   the  rust le  of  the  wind in 
the  t rees ,  and things  were  good. 

Things  were  di f ferent  now as  I  looked over 
Nathan’s  shoulder,  wonder ing what  he  had  
seen.  

“ There.”  He whispered,  point ing to  a  t ree 
branch.  I  saw a  f lash of  red and a  quiet  f lapping  
of  wings .  “A cardinal .”  I  gasped.  Cardinals 
hadn’t  been seen in  twenty  years  s ince  air 
pol lut ion  and deforestat ion had dr iven away 
or  k i l led  a l l  the  birds  in  America .  We stood 
in  s i lence,  barely   breathing.  The cardinal 
hopped a long the  branches ,  occas ional ly 
l i f t ing up his  head and s inging  into  the  sky.  I 
fe lt  my hear t  swel l ing ins ide  of  me and gazed 
in  awe as  he  proudly  sang his  song.   Nathan 
suddenly  jumped,  and I  saw another  f l i t  of 
red.  A female.  She  responded to  his  song f rom  
another  branch and they sang together,  s lowly 
hopping closer  and closer.  S oon she  jumped to 

the   same branch and they t i l ted their  heads , 
chirping and inching closer.  Suddenly  they 
both f lew of f   into  the  t rees .  

“Oh,”  I  murmured.  “ That  was ,  that  was 
beaut i fu l .”  I  looked up and was  surpr ised to 
see   Nathan’s  eyes  shining with tears .  

“ They’re  coming back,  just  l ike  mom said 
they would.  I  just ,  I  just  wish,”  I  rested my  
head on his  shoulder.  

“Me too.”  
“ To think,  a l l  the  hard work that  our  fami ly 

put  in  over  the  generat ions  plant ing this  forest  
i s  f ina l ly  star t ing to  pay of f .  Maybe one day it 
wi l l  be  fu l l  of  animals  and a lmost  too loud to  
think,  just  l ike  grandma said  it  was .”  I  nodded, 
unable  to  form words .  The next  couple  of  hours  
were  fu l l  of  excitement  as  dad got  home f rom 
work and we told  him about  the  Cardinals .  He 
had  scoured the  woods and found them just 
before  daybreak,  together  on the  edge of  the 
forest . 

“It’s  happening.”  He had said,  c lapping 
Nathan on the  shoulder  and ruf f l ing my hair.  
“ They’re  coming back.”  

*** 
(One month  later) 

“I  think I  found a  new bird species .”  I 
chewed on my pen and f l ipped through a 
couple  of   books .  “We haven’t  documented this 
one here.”  

“Do you know what  it  i s? ”  
“Not  yet ,  I ’m tr y ing to  ident i f y  it .”  A couple 

Photo  by  Zoe  Riggs
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of  squirrels  nois i ly  ran through tree  branches  
and birds  hopped around,  pecking the  ground 
and chirping to  each other.  It  was ,  in  fac t , 
a lmost   too loud to  think. 

“It’s  a lmost  dark,  you have  the  pic ture? ”  
“Yeah,  I  got  it .”  
“ Then work on it  ins ide,  dad said  bears 

might  be  coming back soon.”  I  nodded and 
closed  the  book.  

“I  think it  might  be  a ,”  a  sound cut  me of f . 
A deep,  resounding ca l l .  Nathan and I  f roze,  
s tar ing at  the  t rees . 

“Is  that ,  i s  that  a ,”  the  sound came again.  
“It’s  an owl.”  I  breathed,  point ing up. 

There,  perched on a  branch,  was  a  brown and 
white   spotted owl.  Her  eyes  were  dark and 
knowing,  and her  wings  were  folded against 
her  s ide.  She  l i f ted her  head and ca l led again 
into  the  night .  I  shuddered,  unable  to  tear  my 
gaze  away.  Her  ca l l   sounded l ike  an echo of  an 
ancient  language and in  her  eyes  I  could see 
her  rega l ity  and beauty.   “ They’re  back.  They’re 
f ina l ly  back.”  I  c lutched my mother’s  neck lace 
around my throat ,whisper ing ,  “we found one 
mom. We found you an owl.” 

In  a  great  f lapping of  wings ,  she  took  
f l ight ,  gracefu l ly  swooping over  our  heads  and 
into  the  darkening sky.  A s ing le  feather  dr i f ted  
down,  and I  picked it  up carefu l ly.  “C ome.”  I 
beckoned to  Nathan and we walked deeper  into 
the   woods unt i l  we came to  my mother’s  grave. 
Fresh f lowers  ordained the  headstone,  and I 
knelt  by   i t ,  rest ing my face  on the  cold  rock. 
My tears  wet  it  as  I  gent ly  placed the  feather 
on her  grave.   “We found you an owl.  They’re 
back.  You did it .  You brought  them back.” 
Nathan knelt  down  and touched the  stone 
gent ly,  looking at  the  feather.  I  don’t  know how 
long we stayed there,   occas ional ly  hear ing the 
ca l ls  of  the  owl,  looking at  my mother’s  name 

engraved in  the  rock,   s tar ing at  the  beaut i fu l 
spotted feather.  Eventual ly,  Nathan took my 
hand and put  his  arm around  me and we 
walked home.  

Dad was  f l ipping through books  rapid ly 
and star ing at  the  dark pic ture  he  had managed 
to   capture  on his  phone.  As  soon as  we had 
returned he  had raced out  into  the  wood, 
searching for   the  owl.  He had been successfu l 
and managed to  get  a  ver y  bad pic ture  of  i t . 
Now we were  t r y ing  to  ident i f y  it .  

“Aha!”  He suddenly  yel led.  “It’s  a  female 
Barred O wl!”  Nathan and I  gr inned at  each  
other.  

“ That’s  so  cool ,”  Nathan said,  looking at  the 
pic ture  in  the  book.  Dad suddenly  grabbed  me 
t ight ly  and l i f ted me of f  the  ground,  spinning 
in  c ircles .  

“An owl  would you bel ieve  it ,  an owl!  Oh i f 
your  mother,”  He put  me down and l i f ted his  
g lasses  to  swipe at  his  eyes .  “If  your  mother  had 
gotten to  see  this .”  He looked at  us  tenderly.  
“But  you get  to  see  it .  And that  would have 
made her  just  as  happy.”  

***
The next  day Nathan le f t  for  col lege.  
“You’ l l  text  me a  v ideo i f  you see  her  again.”  
“Yes ,”  I  groaned.  “I  promised.”  
“And you’ l l  look for  her  a  mate  so  there  can 

be  more? ”  
“Yes  Nathan,  you’re  going to  miss  your 

f l ight  you need to  hurr y.”  
“You remember  what  to  do,  how to  lure 

them both together,”  
“Yes!  Now go!”  I  hugged him.  “Have fun!” 

He waved and hopped in  the  old  t ruck.   “Don’t 
change the  name I  gave  her!”  He yel led out  the 
window.  

“I  would never,”  I  yel led.  Nathan,  with  my 
dad’s  approval ,  had chr istened her  Jewel ,  my  
mom’s  middle  name,  and it  suited the  owl  wel l . 

Dad hugged me t ight ly  as  we watched Nathan’s  
t ruck disappear.  

“It’s  just  you and me kiddo.”  He said. 
“Don’t  worr y  though,  we’ l l  have  lots  of  fun. 
And  you’ l l  s tar t  up your  junior  year  of  high 
school !”  I  f rowned deeply.  

“ That  is  not  fun.”  He laughed and went 
ins ide.  

“Speaking of  which,  we need to  make the 
long t rek to  town and get  your  school   suppl ies !” 
I  re luctant ly  fol lowed him,  looking out  at  the 
road where  Nathan had gone one last   t ime.  

One month later 
Nathan jumped out  of  the  t ruck and 

wrapped me in  a  crushing hug.  
“I  brought  you these.”  He tossed a  bag of 

chocolates  at  me and gr inned.  
“Yay for  fa l l  break!”  
“I  reser ve  the  r ight  to  have  some though i f 

I  want!” 
“Mhm,”  I  mumble d,  a l re ady  d ig g ing  into 

t he  b ag .  
“ This  isn’t  even the  best  par t  though.”  He 

beckoned me and dad over  to  the  backseat  of  
the  t ruck.  “B e quiet  and st i l l  or  you’ l l  spook 
him.”  My eyes  widened and I  looked in  the 
back.   Nathan carefu l ly  pul led a  sheet  of f  of 
what  looked l ike  a  box,  and I  a lmost  screamed. 
The Barred  owl  t i l ted his  head and looked at  us 
as  i f  he  was  t r y ing to  f igure  out  where  he  knew 
us  f rom.  He  hooted quiet ly,  hopping for ward 
for  a  better  look.  Nathan put  on a  g love  and 
stuck his  hand in   the  cage.  The owl  gracefu l ly 
jumped on his  wr ist  and gazed cur iously  at  us 
whi le  Nathan moved  his  arm out  of  the  t ruck.  

“Meet  Danny.  He’s  a  male.”  Dad gasped 
but  I  couldn’t  seem to  make a  sound.  I  just  
s tared at  him in awe.  Jewel  had never  gotten 
this  c lose  to  me and I  was  entranced by Danny. 
His   eyes  ref lec ted the  dark of  the  night  and his 
beaut i fu l  feathers  were  sof t  and splashed with 
dark  and white  spots .  He occasional ly  ruf f led 
his  feathers  with  his  beak and hooted sof t ly,  as 
i f  he   didn’t  want  to  scare  us .  

“He’s  per fec t ,”  I  whispered.  
“Hopeful ly  Jewel  feels  the  same.”  Suddenly 

a  gunshot  pierced through the  air,  breaking  us 
a l l  out  of  our  rever ie .  

“What  the”  Dad ran into  the  woods, 
yel l ing over  his  shoulder  “stay  here!”  Nathan 
put   Danny back into  his  cage  and shoved me 
towards  the  t ruck.  

“D on’t  you  dare  fo l low Grace !  I  me an  i t !” 
He  dar te d  of f  into  t he  dark  and  wit hout  a  
s e cond’s  hes i t at ion ,  I  fo l lowe d  h im.  I  fo l lowe d 
Nat han’s  shadow into  t he  fores t ,  we av ing 
t hroug h  t re es  and  t r y ing  to  avoid  t he  t hor ns 
s t i ck ing  out  t hroug h t he  de ad  l e aves .  S ounds 
of  shout ing  and   c urs ing  got  louder  and 
louder  unt i l  I  ran  smack  into  Nat han’s  b ack . 
He  lo oke d  at  me  in  hor ror. 

“Get back Grace!” I  shoved him and tr ied to 
see what he was looking at .  Dad and a man  with 
a r i f le  were wrest l ing on the ground, and Jewel 
was in a cage,  cal l ing out desperately.   Nathan 
jumped on top of  the man, tr ying to tear the 
r if le  f rom his  hands.  I  just  stood,  f rozen. 

“L e t  out  Je we l ! ”  D a d  ye l l e d .  “He’s  t r y i ng 
t o  k i l l  h e r  an d  s e l l  h e r  f e at h e r s ! ”  I  f e ve r i s h ly  
wor ke d  on  t h e  m e t a l  c l a s p  o f  t h e  c a ge  u nt i l  i t 
re l e nt e d .  Je we l  f l e w  out  i n  a  m a d  f l appi ng  of 
w i ng s   an d  d i s app e are d .  I  qu i c k ly  tu r n e d  ju s t 
i n  t i m e  t o  h e ar  an  e ar- s h at t e r i ng  s h ot  an d 
Nat h an’s  s h o c ke d   f a c e .  I  d i d n’t  re a l i z e  I  w a s 
s c re am i ng  u nt i l  I  f e l t  my  t h ro at  s t ar t  t o  bu r n . 
B l o o d  s t ar t e d  s e e pi ng  out   o f  h i s  c l o t h e s  an d 
h e  pre s s e d  h i s  h an d  on  h i s  s i d e ,  s t ar i ng  at  h i s 
re d  h an d  i n  c on f u s i on .  S om e t h i ng   ove rc am e 
m e  an d  I  c h arge d  at  t h e  m an .  D a d  w a s  s t i l l  on 
t op  of  h i m ,  t r y i ng  t o  p i n  h i m .  I  pu l l e d   out 
my  p o c ke t  k n i fe  an d  s t ab b e d  t h e  m an’s  h an d 
t h at  w a s  w r app e d  arou n d  t h e  r i f l e .  He  h ow l e d  
an d  l e t  go.  I  y an ke d  t h e  r i f l e  aw ay,  c l i c ke d  on 
t h e  s a fe t y,  an d  c lut c h e d  i t  t o  my  c h e s t .  D a d  
pu n c h e d  h i m  i n  t h e  f a c e  an d  k n o c ke d  h i m 
out  an d  t h e n  r an  t o  Nat h an  w h o  w a s  s i t t i ng 
on  t h e   g rou n d .  

“Nathan,  Nathan!”  Ever ything star ted to 
blur  in  a  mess  of  blood and dr ied leaves  and 
I   fe l l  to  my knees ,  my emot ions  roar ing in  my 
ears .  “It’s  a  moment ,”  I  could hear  my mom  
whisper.  “Only  a  moment .”  But  this  wasn’t . 
She  used to  te l l  me that  whi le  she  rocked me 
dur ing  my panic  attacks ,  reminding me that 
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they would end and that  ever ything would be 
okay.  But  this   wouldn’t  be  a  moment .  If  I  lost 
him,  gr ieving him would take  unt i l  e ternity. 
Just  l ike  it’s  been  taking to  gr ieve  her.  Not  a 
moment ,  but  forever.  

***
(Two months  later) 

I  knelt  by  the  grave,  gent ly  placing a  white , 
f luf f y  feather  on it . 

“ This  b e longs  to  Henr y,  Je wel ,  and 
D anny ’s  b aby.”  I  had  name d Henr y  af ter  my 
dad’s   midd le  name.  “He’s  a  couple  we eks  o ld 
and  s t i l l  lo oks  l i ke  a  sma l l  puf fb a l l .  He’s  b e en 
t r y ing  to   ho ot  but  i t  do esn’t  s ound ver y  go o d. 
Je wel  and  D anny  s t i l l  s e em proud t houg h.”  I 
p aus e d  for  a   moment ,  br ushing  my f ingers 
a long  t he  s of t  fe at her.  “ The y ’re  coming  b ack 
mom,  t he  ow ls .  Me,   Nat han ,  and  dad  have 
s e en  two ot her  ones  around t he  fores t .  D ad 
s ays  s o on t here  shou ld  b e  a  lot .   I  jus t  w ish 
you  cou ld  b e  here  and  s e e  t hem.  The y ’re 
b e aut i f u l ,  jus t  l i ke  you  s a id .”  Nat han  l e ane d  
against  h i s  c r utch ,  lo ok ing  at  t he  fe at her 
moving  s l ig ht ly  in  t he  wind.  I  s to o d  up  and 
care f u l ly   l e ane d  against  h im.  His  face  lo oke d 
g rave  in  t he  mo on l ig ht .  He  lo oke d  older  and 
t h inner  s ince   h i s  wound,  but  s t i l l  k ind.  St i l l 
s t rong .  He  put  h i s  ar m around me and  I  c los e d 
my e yes ,  l i s ten ing   to  t he  ca l l s  of  t he  ow ls  and 
t he  s ongs  of  t he  bi rds  f i l l  t he  n ig ht .  A  couple 
of  s quir re l s  ran  over  t he   c r unchy  l e aves  and  a 
ho ars e ,  s emi-ho ot  res ounde d  t hroug h t he  a i r.  

“It’s  loud,”  Nathan whispered.  
“Almost  too loud to  think.”  I  f inished sof t ly. 

And it  was ,  just  l ike  grandma said. 

ho m e o F T h e Wi L D F L o W e r
A Chi ldren’s  Story

by Caprice  Coffey
•

Once upon a  t ime,  a  young dandel ion 
sprouted in  a  f lower  bed.  She had many br ight 
yel low peta ls ,  and was  the  only  one of  her 
k ind in  the  whole  garden.  Al l  around her  l ived 
bushes  covered in  beaut i fu l  red roses . 

At  f i rst  she  was  g lad to  be  in  the  f lower 
bed.  It  was  a  ver y  nice  garden with r ich soi l 
and plenty  of  sunshine.  However,  i t  wasn’t  long 
before  the  roses  discovered her.  They stuck up 
their  noses  and crossed their  leaf y  arms at  her. 

“How dare  you grow in our  f lower  bed!” 
they cr ied.  “You’re  not  a  rose,  you’re  just  a 
weed!  You don’t  belong in  our  garden!” 

“A weed? ”  the  dandel ion asked.  “What’s  a 
weed? ” 

“A weed is  a  bad f lower!  Weeds  take  our 
precious  sunshine and good soi l !  B es ides , 
you’re  not  even on a  bush l ike  us!  Now get 
out  of  here  before  the  gardener  sees  your  ug ly 
blossom!” 

The  dandel ion  wept  de wdrops .  Her 
s tem dro op e d  and  her  p e t a l s  b egan  to  c ur l 
in .  She  had  ne ver  fe l t  ug ly  b e fore ,  but  now 

she  cou ldn’t  rememb er  fe e l ing  pre t ty.  The 
dandel ion  b eg ge d  for  t hem to  l e t  her  s t ay,  but 
t he y  s imply  s cof fe d  at  her.

And so,  the  dandel ion was  k icked out  of 
the  rose  garden.  She sni f fed.  She may not  be 
welcome in  the  rose  garden,  but  surely  there 
was  another  garden that  would accept  her.  She 
dug up her  roots  and began her  journey to  f ind 
a  new garden to  ca l l  home. 

Af ter  a  long day and night  of  t ravel ing ,  the 
dandel ion found a  garden fu l l  of  lovely  orange 
tu l ips  standing in  a  row. 

“ The y  mig ht  l e t  me  s t ay,”  t he  dandel ion 
hop e d.  “ The y  g row on  one  s tem l i ke  me!” 
Howe ver,  w hen t he  tu l ips  s aw her  coming , 
t he y  huf fe d . 

“What do you think you’re doing?” they 
said.  “ This f lower bed is  for tulips,  not ugly 
weeds!  Besides,  you’re not even orange l ike us!” 

The dandel ion held  back her  tears .  She 
s ighed and cont inued her  search.  The next 
day,  she  came across  a  garden fu l l  of  golden 
sunf lowers ,  ta l l  and proud.  “Maybe they ’ l l 
le t  me stay,”  the  dandel ion thought .  “ They’re 
yel low l ike  me!”  But  when the  sunf lowers  saw 
her  coming,  they laughed and laughed. 

“Why would we let  a  puny weed l ike  you stay 
in  our  garden? ”  the  sunf lowers  asked.  “You’re 
too shor t  to  belong in  our  garden anyway!” 

The dandel ion s ighed and once again 
gathered up her  roots  and cont inued her 
journey.  She t raveled f rom garden to  garden, 
asking for  a  place  to  stay,  and ever y  t ime,  she 
was  turned away.  The dandel ion journeyed 
to  gardens  of  l i l ies ,  petunias ,  daf fodi ls , 
hydrangeas ,  hol lyhocks ,  and aza leas .  No matter 
where  she  went ,  a l l  the  f lowers  scof fed and 
laughed and huf fed.  No weeds  were  a l lowed in 
the  gardens . 

The dandel ion found hersel f  rooted in 
a  crack in  the  s idewalk .  She stayed there  for 
a  long t ime.  R ain fe l l  and droplets  fe l l  f rom 
her  peta ls  l ike  tears .  The dandel ion was 
hear tbroken.

The dandel ion wept  and wept  unt i l  a l l  her 
tears  were  spent .  She  hated being a  dandel ion. 
She wished she  were  a  beaut i fu l  rose,  or  a  lovely 
tu l ip,  or  a  proud sunf lower.  With nowhere  e lse 
to  go,  the  dandel ion gave  up a l l  hope. 

“I ’ l l  never  f ind a  home,”  she  cr ied.  “No one 
wants  an ug ly  weed l ike  me in  their  gardens . 
There’s  no such thing as  a  weed garden.  I  don’t 
belong anywhere.” 

“I ’m sure  you belong somewhere,”  said  a 
sof t  voice.  The dandel ion looked a l l  around 
for  the  owner  of  the  voice.  In  a  smal l  patch of 
grass  next  to  the  s idewalk  stood a  smal l ,  pretty 
v iolet .  “C ome with me,  and I ’ l l  show you a 
place  to  stay.” 

The cur ious  dandel ion fol lowed the  l i t t le 
v iolet  down the  s idewalk  and through a  smal l 
forest .  When they came to  the  ver y  edge of  the 
forest ,  the  dandel ion looked out  and couldn’t 
bel ieve  her  eyes . 

B eyond the  forest  was  a  large  meadow, 
f i l led  with f lowers  of  a l l  k inds .  The f lowers 
bloomed wherever  they wished and no one 
told  them where  to  grow.  There  were  dozens 
of  dandel ions  growing next  to  patches  of 
poppies .  White  asters ,  pink bitterblooms, 
and yel low buttercups  a l l  laughed together. 
Honeysuck le  bushes  grew ta l l ,  with  dais ies 
and v iolets  blooming underneath them.  Pink 
lady’s  s l ippers  and Queen Anne’s  lace  bowed to 
each other  and smi led.  Bluebel ls  told  stor ies  to 
eager  ga lax  f lowers . 

“I  don’t  understand,”  the  dandel ion said, 
walking into  the  meadow.  “Aren’t  you a l l 
weeds?  No one wants  weeds .” 

“We’re  not  weeds ,”  the  l i t t le  v iolet  told 
her.  “We’re  wi ldf lowers .  We grow wherever  we 
want!  You can stay  here  too i f  you want .” 

The dandel ion thought  for  a  moment .  It 
d idn’t  take  long for  her  to  decide.  The other 
f lowers  welcomed her  and made room for  her 
in  their  wi ld  garden.  She planted her  roots , 
and as  the  sun shone over  the  meadow,  her 
yel low peta ls  blossomed more beaut i fu l ly  than 
ever  before. 

“I ’m a  wi ldf lower!”  she  said.  “And this  is 
my home!”

pr o s s i e  a n D T h e Ba n D i T ki n g
by Li l l i e  Wieder

•
Ever y year  in  the  town of  Hope’s  Brook, 

Wyoming,  the  ent ire  town gathers  for  the 
annual  stor ytel l ing contest .  In  1874,  the  town 
had what  many of  the  res idents  would descr ibe 
as  the  “most  c lear  and obvious  winner  of  the 
contest  in  the  histor y  of  the  town.”  The winner, 
a  lady who would come to  be  known in the  town 
as  Stor ytel ler  Brown,  told  the  ta le  of  Pross ie 
and the  Bandit  King. 

 When Stor ytel ler  Brown cl imbed onto 
the  stage,  she  brought  a  chair  with  her  to  s it  in , 
something none of  her  compet itors  had done. 
Then,  she  began her  stor y.  “Now this  is  a  ta le 
you may have  heard before,”  she  said,  with  a 
voice  much louder  than anyone expected,  “but 
it’s  one I  te l l  my grandchi ldren,  so  it’s  one I ’ l l 
te l l  you.  If  you make your  way a  l i t t le  far ther 
west ,  you’ l l  s tumble  on a  town known for  it s 
farming prowess .  The biggest  farm in that  town 
was  run by a  woman named C ordel ia .  Now, 
C ordel ia  had a  daughter  named Proserpina, 
but  ever ybody in  town just  ca l led her  Pross ie . 
Ever yone a l l  agreed that  she  was  the  prett iest 
g ir l  in  town.  The only  thing in  town that 
r iva led her  beauty  were  the  f lowers  that  she 
grew.  Her  garden was  her  pr ide  and joy,  and 
she  was  a lmost  a lways  working in  it .”

“Pass ing  t hroug h t h is  ver y  s ame town 
was  The  B andit  King ,  t he  ter ror  of  t he  west . 
I f  you  e ver  encountere d  h im,  you  were  lucky 
to  ma ke  i t  out  a l ive .  My mot her  s a id  she  s aw 
h im once  and  w hen he  move d  h is  j acket ,  she 
cou ld’ve  swor n  t hat  f l ames  were  coming  f rom 

t he  b ottom hem of  i t .  The  o lder  p e ople  in 
t he  town k ne w The  B andit  King  was  re a l ly 
D enver  Hug hes ,  brot her  of  Mayor  Z achar y 
Hug hes ,  but  nob o dy  dare d  to  t a l k  ab out  i t 
‘caus e  D enver  was  t he  outcas t  of  t he  fami ly. 
But  any ways ,  D enver  p ass e d  t hroug h town one 
day  and  s aw Pross ie  tending  to  her  f lowers , 
and  as  i f  Cupid  h ims e l f  had  shot  h im wit h  an 
ar row,  D enver  fe l l  in  love .” 

“Now,  being The Bandit  King and the 
disgraced brother  of  the  town’s  Mayor,  Denver 
knew that  going about  the  usual  routes  of 
cour t ing and gett ing marr ied would be  hard. 
But  Denver  wasn’t  ca l led The Bandit  King 
for  nothing.  He came up with a  plan to  stea l 
Pross ie  just  l ike  he  would anything e lse .  And 
as  crazy  as  it  may sound,  he  succeeded,  but  not 
without  Pross ie  putt ing up a  f ight .  No,  Pross ie 
was  screaming and yel l ing ,  f lai l ing  her  arms 
about  her  with  no regard to  how many seeds 
she  dropped or  f lowers  she  knocked down. 
Pross ie’s  pr ide  and joy,  her  beaut i fu l  f lower 
garden,  was  a  mess ,  with  sunf lowers  toppled 
to  the  ground and pansies  t rampled and ever y 
type of  seed she  had gathered scattered with no 
rhyme or  reason.”

Now at  this  point  in  her  ta le ,  Stor ytel ler 
Brown was  leaning for ward as  far  as  she  could, 
and ever yone in  the  crowd was  leaning towards 
her.  Ever yone was  enraptured by Pross ie’s 
ta le ,  wonder ing whether  Denver  would get 
away with k idnapping Pross ie  or  i f  she  would 
eventual ly  be  returned home.  She cont inued 
her  stor y,  te l l ing  of  Denver’s  escape. 

“After  Denver  got  Pross ie  on his  horse, 
they  rode of f  faster  than l ight .  Eventual ly, 
they  made it  to  the  t rain  stat ion where  the  rest 
of  his  band of  thieves  were  wait ing for  him. 
The thieves  had a l l  jumped the  t rain  a lready 
and it  was  leaving the  stat ion as  Denver  and 
Pross ie  rode up.  Denver  knew that  they would 
have  to  jump onto the  t rain  as  it  was  moving. 
As  he  and the  thieves  were  gett ing Pross ie  up 
onto the  t rain ,  the  Stat ionmaster  saw them 
and rode of f  af ter  them.  When Denver  saw the 
Stat ionmaster  approaching out  of  the  corner  of 
his  eye,  he  immediately  got  Pross ie  up into  the 
t rain  car  and swung around.  He pul led out  his 
gun,  shot  the  Stat ionmaster’s  horse  in  the  leg , 
grabbed one of  his  men’s  hands ,  and swung up 
into  the  t rain  car  safe  and sound.”

“Now back in  town,  C ordel ia  returned home 
to  see  her  daughter’s  f lower  garden wrecked 
and no s ight  of  her  daughter.  She  star ted to  ask 
around town,  to  see  i f  anyone had seen Pross ie 
recent ly.  O ver  and over  again she  was  told  no. 
It  looked l ike  her  daughter  had wrecked her 
garden and disappeared.  Eventual ly,  C ordel ia 
found her  way to  the  t rain  stat ion.  She sat 
down on one of  the  benches ,  worn out  f rom a 
hard day of  t rekking across  town and asking 
ever yone she  saw about  Pross ie .  Then she  saw 
the  Stat ionmaster.  She  walked up to  that  man 
and said  ‘Stat ionmaster,  you’re  my last  hope. 
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Please  te l l  me you’ve  seen my Pross ie  come by 
this  way.’  The Stat ionmaster  said  ‘Wel l ,  I  don’t 
know for  cer tain  who it  was ,  but  I  did  see  a 
maiden that  The Bandit  King seemed to  have 
stolen f rom her  home.”  With that ,  C ordel ia  was 
nearly  cer tain  it  was  her  daughter.  But  the  ru le 
in  town was  that  running away with The Bandit 
King meant  that  you couldn’t  return.  C ordel ia 
was  desperate  to  get  her  daughter  back,  so  she 
knew she had to  go and ta lk  to  the  mayor.”

“Now the  mayor  wasn’t  quite  fond of  his 
brother,  but  he  a lso  couldn’t  do much about 
his  brother’s  ac t ions .  The two of  them had 
an understanding,  you see,  that  so  long as 
Z achar y  was  in  power,  he  wouldn’t  pay mind 
to  his  brother’s  misbehaving ways ,  so  long 
as  Denver  didn’t  s t i r  up too much trouble  in 
town.  S o,  when C ordel ia  found the  mayor,  she 
wasn’t  sure  what  he’d  do.  S o,  she  s imply  asked 
that  i f  her  daughter  was  found and returned, 
that  her  daughter  could be  a l lowed back into 
town.  Z achar y  t r ied to  convince  C ordel ia  that 
maybe her  daughter  being with The Bandit 
King wasn’t  such a  bad thing ,  but  C ordel ia 
wouldn’t  hear  a  word of  it .  S o,  they  came to 
a  compromise.  If  Pross ie  hadn’t  a lready eaten 
with The Bandit  King,  she  was  f ree  to  return 
home to  normal  l i fe .”

“Me anw hi le ,  Pross ie  had  b e en  re f us ing 
e ver y  pie ce  of  fo o d  she  was  of fere d .  She 
cou ldn’t  imag ine  e at ing  wit h  t hes e  fou l  men 
w ho had  jus t  k idnapp e d  her  and  t a ken  her 
away  f rom e ver yt h ing  she  love d.  The y  a l l 
e ventua l ly  got  of f  t he  t ra in  and  made  a  camp 
for  t hem to  sp end t he  n ig ht  at .  She  s t i l l  d idn’t 
e at  unt i l  t he  next  day  w hen she  k ne w she 
wou ldn’t  b e  able  to  ma ke  i t  in  t he  he at  i f  she 
d idn’t  ge t  s ome fo o d  in  her  s o on.  When t he 
w hole  g roup  gat here d  t hat  n ig ht  for  d inner, 
she  had  a  t iny  p or t ion  of  b e ans .  S o on af ter,  a 
s t ranger  on  hors eb ack  ar r ive d  wit h  a  mess age 
for  one  of  t he  men in  t he  g roup,  Nels on ,  w ho 
was  s e cre t ly  a  spy  for  Z achar y.” 

“ There  was  a  shor t  conversat ion between 
the  two,  and the  st ranger  le f t .  Pross ie  fe lt  i t  in 
her  bones  that  the  message  had something to 

do with her.  She  put  on her  sweetest  voice  and 
asked Denver,  ‘Would you please  have  Nelson 
come over  here? ’  Denver  couldn’t  say  no to  any 
of  her  requests ,  and when Nelson approached, 
Pross ie  had another  request  for  Denver.  She 
said,  ‘Denver,  would you kindly  ask  Nelson 
what  that  st ranger  was  ta lk ing to  him about? ’ 
Wel l ,  Denver  asked,  and Nelson evaded the 
quest ion.  Denver  asked again,  and Nelson st i l l 
t r ied not  to  answer.  Fina l ly,  Denver  asks  one 
more t ime,  except  this  t ime he  says  that  i f 
Nelson doesn’t  answer  the  quest ion there  wi l l 
be  consequences .  I  guess  that  Nelson didn’t 
bel ieve  that  Denver  would do anything because 
he  st i l l  d idn’t  answer.” 

“For  a  l i t t le  bit ,  he  thought  he  had gotten 
away with it  too.  But  the  next  morning he  woke 
up to  ropes  being t ied to  each of  his  l imbs.  The 
other  ends  of  the  ropes  were  t ied to  horses , 
each one ready to  pul l  in  another  direc t ion. 
With a  nod f rom Denver,  the  horses  star ted 
walking in  opposite  direc t ions  and Denver 
asked Nelson one f ina l  t ime what  the  st ranger 
said.  As  Nelson fe lt  his  l imbs being s lowly 
pul led,  he  began to  te l l  ever ything.  When 
Pross ie  heard about  the  agreement  her  mother 
and Z achar y  made to  get  her  back and how 
Nelson ment ioned her  t iny  por t ion of  beans , 
she  was  enraged.  Her  chances  of  going home 
were  ruined.  S o,  in  a  f it  of  anger,  she  reached 
for  Denver’s  gun,  pul led it  out  of  his  holster, 
and shot  Nelson where  he  was . 

“Pross ie  immediately  convinced Denver  to 
turn around and take  her  back home.  The ent ire 
band of  thieves  packed up their  belongings 
and went  back to  that  l i t t le  town.  When they 
arr ived,  they  ca l led on the  mayor  and asked 
him to  meet  them at  the  town l ine.  C ordel ia 
just  so  happened to  have  seen the  group and 
knew her  daughter  would be  there.  When 
Z achar y  and C ordel ia  arr ived,  Pross ie  made 
her  f ina l  attempt  to  get  back into  town.  She 
yel led,  she  threatened,  she  looked l ike  a  rag ing 
woman with a  gun in  her  hand.  Z achar y  knew 
he couldn’t  poss ibly  ban her  f rom the  town 
forever,  not  with  the  way she  was  ac t ing .  It 

seemed that  i f  she  wasn’t  a l lowed back into  the 
town peacefu l ly,  she  might  k i l l  anyone who got 
in  her  way.  Lucki ly,  Z achar y  had an idea .  He 
proposed that  Pross ie  could come to  town for 
the  spr ing and summer,  long enough to  plant 
her  f lowers  and tend to  them.  For  the  fa l l  and 
winter,  however,  she  would t ravel  with  Denver 
and the  band of  thieves .  Pross ie  took this  dea l 
more  wi l l ing ly  than Z achar y  had expected, 
‘cause  dur ing her  t ime with The Bandit  King, 
she  had developed a  bit  of  a  bloodlust .”

“She and Z achar y  shook on it  and the 
arrangement  was  made.  From then on,  ever y 
year  when the  plant ing season star ted,  she 
would return to  that  t iny  town and plant  the 
most  beaut i fu l  f lower  garden you’ve  ever  seen. 
As  soon as  the  f i rst  f rost  s tar ted k i l l ing  her 
lovely  garden,  she  le f t  town to  join The Bandit 
King.  Slowly  but  surely,  throughout  the  years , 
she  began to  fa l l  for  The Bandit  King,  and they 
became the  most  feared duo in  the  whole  wi ld 
west .  Now this  stor y  is  the  rea l  reason why they 
te l l  you not  to  t ravel  dur ing the  winter,  cause 
i f  the  cold  doesn’t  get  you,  you can be  sure  that 
Pross ie  the  Bandit  Queen wi l l .”

With this  f ina l  s tatement ,  Stor ytel ler  Brown 
ended her  ta le .  She  carefu l ly  and s lowly  stood 
and walked of f  s tage.  As  she  began to  leave,  she 
was  met  with  a  standing ovat ion.  Stor ytel ler 
Brown’s  fame spread,  and she  was  invited again 
and again to  te l l  her  stor ies  a l l  over  the  west . 
She  didn’t  accept  these  invitat ions  too of ten,  as 
she  was  preoccupied with her  grandchi ldren, 
but  occas ional ly,  people  would hear  that 
Stor ytel ler  Brown was  coming to  town.  No 
matter  how wel l  renowned she  was ,  she  never 
revea led her  fu l l  name,  but  some swear  that 
she  looks  just  l ike  the  Bandit  Queen hersel f . 

Th e en D
by Chris t ian  Young

•
“Let’s  s tar t  at  the  beginning:  or,  at  least , 

where  I  want  to  begin,”  he  said,  never  taking 
his  eyes  of f  the  f igure  of  the  young woman 
in  the  distance  to  look at  the  even-younger 
woman before  him.  “I  know her  magnum opus 
has  s ince  become a  symbol  for  something 
greater  than hersel f ,  but  she  never  envis ioned 
anything so  grand when she  f i rst  painted it . 
She  had something s impler  in  mind,  something 
I  didn’t  understand at  the  t ime,  but  I ’ve  come 
closer  to  empathiz ing with mysel f  in  these  last 
few years .”

“And what  would that  be,  gramps? ” 
answered the  g ir l ,  only  a  teenager  hersel f ,  as 
her  comrades  paraded on in  the  background. 
“It  seems pretty  c lear  to  me:  ‘Never  Forget’…
she obviously  wants  us  to  remember  ever ything 
that  happened to  her,  to  avenge her  and her 
people.  Isn’t  that  what  we’re  doing? ”

“How do you know anything happened to 
her  at  a l l ? ”

“What  do you mean? ”  She scof fed,  of fended 

at  her  perceived ignorance.  “S omething must’ve 
happened.  It’s  an old  mural ,  t imes  were  tougher 
back then,  people  were  less  k ind.  What  e lse  can 
‘Never  Forget’  mean? ”

“She was  my mother,  you know,”  the  man 
repl ied,  completely  ignor ing her  quest ion.  “She 
painted that  when I  was  s ix  years  old.  I  barely 
remember  what  she  was  l ike  dur ing it ,  but , 
even more than that ,  I  can barely  remember  a 
t ime when that  old  br ick  wal l  was  unpainted.”

“S o then you must  know whatever  it  i s  that 
she  wanted to  remember,  r ight? ”

He shook his  head.
“No,”  he  said,  “…at  least ,  not  completely.  See, 

she  died the  summer af ter  my tenth bir thday. 
She was  a  nurse,  and at  that  point  there  was  no 
such thing as  the  Geneva convent ion.”

“I’m…sorr y.”
“Chi ldrens’  memories  of  their  parents  are 

of ten so  fuzzy,  you know? Especia l ly  at  that 
age.  I  never  rea l ly  got  the  chance to  know her, 
to  know what  she  was  l ike  as  a  person,  beyond 
the  fac t  that  she  was  my mother.”

“S o?  Wasn’t  that  enough? ”
“If  i t  was ,  I  don’t  think she  would have 

painted that ,”  he  said,  smi l ing wist fu l ly  as  he 
gent ly  shook his  head.  “She was  more than just 
my mother.  She  was  a  person,  a  human being, 
l ike  you and me;  someone with hopes  and 
dreams,  unful f i l led  and le f t  behind as  l i fe  led 
her  down a  more pract ica l  path.  At  least ,  I ’m 
pretty  sure  that’s  the  case,  judging f rom what 
my father  told  me.  He hadn’t  known her  for 
more  than f i f teen years  when she  died…is  that 
t ru ly  long enough to  understand a  soul  that’s 
not  your  own? ”

The g ir l  turned to  look at  the  mural  in 
the  distance,  the  young woman’s  v ibrant  face 
f ramed by the  bold text  that  had inspired her 
generat ion:  Never  Forget .  She  turned back 
to  the  man,  whose  leather y  face  suddenly 
seemed to  take  on a  chi ldish sense  of  gr ief 
at  the  memor y of  his  lost  parent ,  faint  tears 
wel l ing in  his  eyes .  She  didn’t  know what  to 
say,  for  as  much as  she  had endured,  she  had 
yet  to  exper ience  anything l ike  what  he  had 
descr ibed.

“Did your  father  ever  te l l  you why she 
painted it?  What  incident  prompted it? ”

He s lowly  nodded,  his  face  never  los ing the 
nosta lg ic  smi le  that  had taken up res idence 
what  seemed l ike  hours  ago.

“Yes ,”  he  said,  s lowly,  measur ing each 
sentence  with a  breath.  “Not  the  exact  reason, 
rea l ly,  but  the  t rue  t it le  of  the  mural .  But  that’s 
enough.”

“What’s  i t  ca l led? ”
“Who I  Am,”  repl ied the  e lderly  man in  the 

rocking chair.  “It’s  ca l led Who I  Am. There 
used to  be  a  l i t t le  plaque at  the  base  saying so, 
but  I ’m not  sure  i f  i t’s  there  anymore.”

“S o she’s  l ike  the  rest  of  us ,”  said  the  g ir l . 
“She’s  someone who never  forgets ,  who uses 
the  past  as  a  reason to  keep f ight ing for  the 
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present .  That  ac tua l ly  makes  a  lot  of  sense–it 
explains  why it  resonated so  much with our 
movement .”

“No,  that’s  not  what  it’s  supposed to  mean.”
 “ There’s  not  any other  way to  interpret 

i t ,  i s  there? ”  the  g ir l  asked,  her  tone walking the 
thin l ine  between incredulous  and impetuous . 
“Who I  Am…she’s  descr ibing hersel f ,  i sn’t 
she? ”

“It’s  a  s ing le  thought ,  my father  said.  Never 
Forget  Who I  Am. L ike  a l l  of  us ,  she  was  dr iven 
by her  fears–the fear  of  los ing her  l i fe ,  her 
husband,  her  son.  But ,  above a l l  of  that ,  she 
couldn’t  s tand the  thought  that  one day there 
would be  no one le f t  who could descr ibe  her.”

“ There’s  you.”
“I  only  knew her  as  a  mother,”  he  said,  his 

smi le  f ina l ly  fading away.  “I  never  knew her 
as  anything more than that .  My father  did,  but 
even he  didn’t  know her  completely,  and he’s 
gone now too.  They a l l  are–ever yone who knew 
her,  except  for  me–but  I ’ l l  be  seeing them soon 
enough,  and when I  do,  there’ l l  be  no need for 
any of  us  to  merely  remember  her  anymore.”

The g ir l  was  s i lent .
“She never  wanted any of  this  to  come out 

of  her  work,”  he  cont inued,  gestur ing to  the 
people-f looded street  a  few meters  away.  “She 
wouldn’t  have  disapproved,  mind you,  but 
this  was  never  her  intent ion.  She wanted the 
people  who knew her  to  ta lk  about  her  af ter 
she  was  gone,  to  pass  on her  stor y.  She wanted 
that  mural  to  cause  people  to  ask  quest ions ,  so 
that  her  memor y would be  immorta l ized in  the 
answers .”

“I  guess  it  d idn’t  exact ly  work out ,  huh? ”
“No,”  he  repl ied with a  chuckle .  “It  earned 

her  some fame when it  was  f inished,  but  by  the 

t ime she  died,  no one cared enough anymore. 
They’d…wel l ,  they ’d  forgotten about  her.”

“I  won’t  forget  about  her,”  the  g ir l  said, 
t r y ing her  best  to  sound determined.  “Even 
when you die ,  I ’ l l  s t i l l  be  here,  and I ’ l l  te l l 
people  about  her.”

He didn’t  say  anything,  and she  a lmost  fe lt 
gui lty  when his  smi le  returned.

“What’s  so  funny about  that? ”  she  asked, 
suddenly  feel ing defensive.

“I ’m sorr y,  my dear,  i t’s  just  that  I  don’t 
bel ieve  you in  the  s l ightest .  Not  that  you 
wouldn’t  t r y,  of  course,  but  i f  the  people  who 
knew her  best  couldn’t  remember  her,  what 
chance do you stand? ”

“It’s  a  new generat ion.  People  care  about 
stor ies  l ike  hers’  now.”

“Do you even know her  name? ”
Si lence.
“Exact ly.”
More s i lence.
“I  can f ind out .”
“Yes ,  you could,  but  in  the  end nothing wi l l 

change.  If  I  were  you,  I ’d  be  more focused on 
making sure  your  f r iends  don’t  suf fer  the  same 
fate .”

“How can I? ”
“How should I  know? ” he  retor ted,  a lbeit 

playfu l ly.  “Neither  I  nor  my mother  are  good 
examples  for  you to  fol low,  obviously,  s ince  she 
fai led so  spectacular ly.  You’re  going to  have  to 
f igure  that  out  on your  own.”

“Can’t  you at  least  point  me in  the  r ight 
direc t ion? ”

“I’m af raid  not .  This  is  the  end for  me,  dear 
g ir l .  Good luck.”
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Di D go D Lo V e hi T L e r?;  o r, 
W h a T i T  m e a n s T o 

Lo V e yo u r en e m i e s
By Chris t ian  Young

•
I  think from the t it le  of  this  piece it 

should be obvious what the premise is .  It’s  a 
provocative quest ion to be sure,  but one that 
is  only so contentious because of  the extremity 
of  the chosen example–Adolph Hit ler.  But,  to 
both introduce the quest ion and summarize 
my argument,  let  me ask you this :  Would the 
innate react ion you had to that  t it le  be the same 
if  I  had used someone else’s  name? Say,  Barack 
Obama? Donald Trump? Or,  to be less  blatantly 
polit ical ,  Har vey Weinstein? Jussie Smollett? 
What about the person sitt ing next to you–your 
fr iend,  spouse,  col league,  roommate? What 
about me,  or you? Would your react ion have 
been dif ferent had I  chosen as my t it le  Does 
God Love Me? instead of  Did God Love Hit ler?

I  t h in k  i t ’s  s afe  to  s ay  t here  wou ld  have 
b e en  s ome d i f ference  b e twe en  t he  two.  The 
de fau lt  resp ons e  to  t he  for mer  i s  “Yes ,  of 
cours e  He  do es ,”  and  to  t he  l at ter  i t ’s  “Yes , 
but  on ly  b e caus e  He’s  G o d and  He  loves 
e ver y b o dy.”  There’s  t he  under ly ing  concept ion 
t hat  i t  wou ld  t a ke  an  ext raordinar y  amount 
of  love  in  order  for  any b o dy  to  fe e l  t hat  way 
ab out  t he  Fu hrer,  and  t hat  on ly  G o d’s  in f in ite 
supply  i s  enoug h to  me et  t he  ne e d.  But ,  l e t 
me  ask  you  t h is ,  and  k now t hat  I  am b e ing 
pur p os e f u l ly  dramat ic  in  order  to  prove  a 
p oint :  How are  you  b etter  t han  Hit l er?

“Well ,  because I  haven’t  ki l led six mil l ion 
Jews and tr ied to take over the world by force,” 
I  hear you saying.  And that ,  to most,  would be 
a fair  response.  It  certainly helps most people 
sleep at  night.  But I  would contend—and I  know 
this  is  a  rather radical  perspective,  at  least  in 
our current society—that sin is  s in regardless 
of  magnitude,  meaning that  it  took just  as  much 
love for Christ  to sacrif ice Himself  for you as it 
did to sacrif ice Himself  for Hit ler.

“I  can agree with that  on a theological  level, 
but there’s  st i l l  a  dif ference between anything 
I’ve done and the unjust  deaths of  s ix mil l ion 
people,”  you say.  And that  is  true;  or is  it? 
Let  me ask a rhetorical  quest ion—what is  the 
dif ference between murdering one person and 
murdering two? The answer that  would be typical 
of  modern American democratic  phi losophy 
would be that  two people is  a  greater “amount” 
than one person,  and so ki l l ing two people is 
a  worse cr ime than ki l l ing one.  On a certain 
level,  this  appeals  to our common sense,  and I 
can’t  blame anyone for being deceived by this 
logic for that  reason.  However,  it  is  not true—it 
cannot be true!—because i f  it  is ,  it  means we 
have great ly devalued individual  human l ives.

Allow me to briefly explore this tangent 
before returning to the point at hand. Modern 
Americans love to extol the virtues of ‘democracy’ 
without thinking about what that democracy 

really means, and why we have (so far) 
avoided becoming a ‘true’ democracy : to 
have a democratic vote is to legitimize 
the interests of one party, the majority, 
while delegitimizing another, the 
minority. In essence, whoever sets up a 
purely-democratic system is saying that 
because one group has more members 
than another, their beliefs, their wishes, 
their desires matter more than the 
others–but is this not counterpurposeful 
to the ideals of our country? Do we 
not claim to value the beliefs of all 
Americans, regardless of whether or not 
they are in the majority party?

This  natura l ly  leads  to  the  quest ion: 
when is  a  minor ity  large  enough to 
matter?  For  example,  i f  a  populat ion 
is  div ided into  f ive  equal  groups , 
whichever  par ty  has  the  attent ion of 
three-f i f ths  of  the  populace  has  the 
major ity  vote,  and so  is  in  control . 
But  the  remaining two-f i f ths—an 
ent ire  40% of  the  populat ion—is  st i l l  a 
massive  percentage  of  the  populat ion, 
so  surely  their  opinions  matter,  r ight? 
What  i f  i t  was  only  35%,  or  even 30%? 
Would their  opinions  st i l l  matter? 
30% is  large,  a lmost  a  third of  the 
ent ire  populat ion;  so  what  about  25%, 
or  20%? What  i f  the  minor ity  is  a 
s ing le  indiv idual?  If  you,  dear  reader, 
were  being forced to  accept  a  pol ic y 
against  your  wi l l—simply  on a  matter 
of  numbers ,  because  there  were  more 
people  on the  other  s ide—would you 
feel  that  your  human r ight  to  be  heard, 
to  decide  your  own dest iny,  was  being 
t rodden on?

B ot h  t h i s  hy p ot h e t i c a l  s i tu at i on  a s 
we l l  a s  t h e  qu e s t i on  Wh at  i s  t h e  d i f f e re n c e 
b e t we e n  k i l l i ng  on e  an d  t wo  p e op l e ?  b oi l 
d ow n  t o  a  s i mpl e  m i s t a ke n  b e l i e f ,  ro ot e d  i n 
t h e  m i s u n d e r s t an d i ng  or  m i s app l i c at i on  of 
d e m o c r at i c  pr i n c ip l e s .  We  h ave  b e e n  r a i s e d 
t o  b e l i e ve  t h at  p e op l e  are  i nv a lu ab l e  i n  t h e 
t r u e s t  s e ns e  o f  t h e  word :  you  c an n ot  p l a c e  a 
pr i c e  on  a  hu m an  l i f e .  But  t h i s  i s  n ot  t r u e , 
b e c au s e  d e m o c r a c y  h a s  l e d  u s  t o  p l a c e  a  m ore 
s u bt l e  v a lu e  on  hu m an i t y :  t h e  v a lu e  o f  ‘on e 
p e r s on .’  It  i s  by  t h i s  l o g i c  t h at  we  c an  c l a i m 
t h e  opi n i ons  o f  ‘ f i ve  hu n d re d  p e op l e’  m at t e r 
m ore  t h an  t h e  opi n i ons  o f  ‘t wo  hu n d re d 
p e op l e ,’  e ve n  i f  we  n e ve r  g ive  an  e x a c t  d o l l ar 
am ou nt  e a c h  p e r s on  i s  wor t h .  It ’s  l i ke  a 
m at h e m at i c a l  e qu at i on :  2 a  >  a ,  e ve n  t h ou g h 
you  d on’t  k n ow  w h at  a  i s .

I  deny this  log ic .  The va lue  of  three 
peoples’  opinions  does  not  outweigh the  va lue 
of  one person’s  opinion,  which necess itates 
that  k i l l ing  two people  does  not  matter  more 
than ki l l ing  one person:  to  say  so  would be 
to  say  that  the  one did  not  matter,  because 
they were  only  one person.  In  t ruth,  each 
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In conclusion,  I  bel ieve it  is  dangerous to 
judge the sins of  others,  even in the most obvious 
of  cases;  as  Christ ians,  we are cal led to forgive 
those who have wronged us,  and which one of 
us wil l  be brave enough to say that  Hit ler  is  less 
deser ving of  forgiveness than anyone else? It 
might be necessar y to remind you that  the use 
of  Hit ler  in this  argument was not prescriptive, 
but rather exemplative,  so a l low me to rephrase: 
who among us is  brave enough to say that  they 
are more deser ving of  forgiveness,  of  God’s 
love,  than their  neighbor? As Jesus said,  “Let 
he who is  without sin cast  the f irst  stone” ( John 
8.7 NIV)—and if  you are not conf ident enough 
to take that  r isk,  which I  suspect  none of  us are, 
then we need to reconsider how we treat  those 
we consider to be enemies.

Wil l  it  be dif f icult?  Wil l  ever y natural 
inst inct  scream that we shouldn’t?  Yes.  But that 
might just  be a clue that  we’re on the r ight track.

a Le T T e r T o T h e Lo s T, 
a  Le T T e r o F m y Lo s s

by Danie l  Green
•

It’s  raining outs ide.  The water  cascades 
a long the  widows as  i f  mirror ing the  sorrows 
laden upon my hear t  tonight .

But  where  do I  s tar t?  There  is  no need to 
remind you of  what  was .  There  is  only  what  is . 
My pen grazes  the  page  and the  wind cr ies  in 
pain.

I  know,  this  hur ts  me too.
My ink blots  the  parchment ,  the  rain 

torrents  my soul .
And so there  I  was ,  with  the  same person I 

t r ied to  run f rom…mysel f .
As  I  lay  there  with  a  smi le  on my face,  I 

rea l ize ,  maybe in  another  l i fe t ime–just  not  this 
one.

No matter  how much I  loved her,  she  was 
never  mine to  love.  I  was  se l f ish ,  so  I  couldn’t 
walk  away without  a  taste .

I  knew she loved me,  but  she  was  not  in 
love  with me.

I  a lways  not iced she  saw me,  but  with  t ime, 
I  saw she  was  just  looking r ight  through me.

Al l  I  ever  wanted was  to  be  enough for  you, 
and even through a l l  the  pain and ever ything I 
suf fered,  I  s t i l l  want  to  see  you happy.

I  changed for  her,  yet  she  never  not iced;  at 
least  they  helped to  become a  better  vers ion of 
mysel f .

We were  meant  for  each other,  but  we 
weren’t  meant  forever.

It’s  hard to  create  another  chapter  to  a 
stor y  that  can never  be  f inished.

B ecause  my chapter  in  your  book is  over, 
and it  wi l l  forever  be  my favor ite–but  we can’t 
keep re-reading it  whi le  hoping for  a  di f ferent 
ending.

I  wish I  could write  our  stor y  to  have  a 
“happi ly  ever  af ter.”

B ecause  in  the  end we only  have  histor y, 
with  no future.

And even though it  hur ts ,  I  have  to  le t  you 
be  happy. 

We were  st rangers  to  f r iends ,  f r iends  to 
lovers ,  and lovers  back to  st rangers .

I  think I  knew in  the  beginning.  From the 
star t  of  the  stor y  you weren’t  “the  One.”  Only 
now has  my hear t  processed what  my brain has 
a lways  understood.

But  knowing the  reasons  why we couldn’t 
cont inue made you that  much more of  a  loss 
to  me.

It’s  better  to  have  loved and lost ,  than to 
never  have  loved at  a l l .

I  might  not  have  gotten to  keep you,  but 
i f  being with him makes  you happy,  then I ’m 
happy too.  Even i f  i t’s  not  with  me.  And that’s 
okay.  It  has  to  be.

Sadly  l i fe  cont inues ,  things  keep moving, 
and we get  older.  I  could only  wish our  paths 
would a l ign later,  but  for  now you are  my 
someone.  My r ight  in  the  wrong.

It  a lways  fe lt  l ike  I  was  in  one of  those 
dreams where  you’re  fa l l ing .  She was  next  to 
me fa l l ing ,  but  she  a lready hit  the  ground,  and 
I ’m st i l l  fa l l ing .

And that  was  it :  love,  or  so  they ca l l  i t . . .
love.

How could something so  painful  be  so 
sweet?

My hear t  was  f i l led,  yet  you broke it  in  two.
You dropped me in  an endless  pit  of  miser y, 

with  no way to  escape.
I  screamed but  no one heard,  I  mourned 

and only  s i lence  answered.
The rain beat  me down as  i f  cha l lenging the 

tears  f lowing f rom my eyes .
My hear t  wai led and burned in  sadness  and 

fear.
I  t raveled for  mi les ,  yet  I  s tood st i l l .
I  wept  for  days ,  but  not  a  minute  passed.
Suddenly  my hear t  went  quiet ,  and,  f ina l ly, 

I  wasn’t  in  love  anymore…I just  loved her  soul , 
but  I  couldn’t  see  it  anymore.

Th e me s s y pr o j e c T o F Be c o m i n g 
a Wr i T e r

by Anna Rajogopal
•

In my comparat ively-shor t  l i fe ,  I  have 
arr ived at  the  conclusion that  most  of  the 
vexat ion in  the  world,  or  at  least  most  of  the 
vexat ion imposed upon young people,  i s  caused 
by ignorance.  I  s tar ted the  semester  with  the 
lovely  v is ion of  “k i l l ing  two birds  with  one 
stone”  through register ing for  a  c lass  that 
would fu l f i l l  the  credit-hours  requirement  for 
my f inancia l  aid,  yet  would a lso  get  my senior 
creat ive  projec t  out  of  the  way at  the  same 
t ime.  It  never  occurred to  me that  exploit ing 
the  system in this  manner  might  be  against 
the  ru les .  Maybe I  shouldn’t  be  want ing to  k i l l 

indiv idual  person does  not  have  the  va lue 
of  ‘one person’,  but  rather  an inf inite  va lue, 
tota l ly  incomparable  to  the  inf inite  va lues  of 
other  people.  Each of  us  is  a  unique indiv idual , 
with  a  unique soul ,  a  unique histor y,  and the 
recipient  of  a  unique love  f rom God—none of 
us  are  replaceable ,  so  none of  us  can be  va lued 
so  l ight ly.  Inf inity  is  the  only  way to  ba lance 
the  democrat ic  equat ion,  because  only  with 
inf inity  can you say  2∞ = ∞.

S o i f  there  is  no di f ference  between 
ki l l ing  two people  and ki l l ing  one,  then what 
di f ference  is  there  between ki l l ing  s ix  mi l l ion 
and ki l l ing  one?

“But ,  even st i l l ,  I  am not  a  murderer,”  you 
argue.  Hopeful ly  this  i s  t rue,  knowing that  it 
i s  extremely  unl ikely  an ac tua l  murderer  wi l l 
read this  due to  the  re lat ively-smal l  scope of 
publ icat ion ( i f ,  indeed,  i t  i s  publ ished at  a l l ) . 
And yet  the  Bible  te l ls  us  that  we do not  need 
to  commit  the  cr ime to  be  gui lty  of  murder : 
“You have  heard that  it  was  said  to  the  people 
long ago,  ‘You sha l l  not  murder,  and anyone 
who murders  wi l l  be  subject  to  judgment .’ 
But  I  te l l  you that  anyone who is  angr y  with a 
brother  or  s ister  wi l l  be  subject  to  judgment . 
Again,  anyone who says  to  a  brother  or  s ister, 
‘R aca ,’  i s  answerable  to  the  court .  And anyone 
who says ,  ‘You fool ! ’  wi l l  be  in  danger  of  the 
f i re  of  hel l”  (Matt .  5 .21-30 NIV).

I  do not  quote  this  verse  to  condemn 
anyone;  i f  I  am to  exude condemnat ion with 
this  piece,  le t  me f irst  out  of  f rank honesty 
condemn mysel f ,  but  it  would be  best  i f  we 
can discuss  this  pr inciple  rat ional ly  without 
becoming emot ional ly  attached.  Perhaps  I 
hope too much:  there  wi l l  come a  point  in  this 
conversat ion where  rat ional ity  wi l l  fai l  us , 
s ince,  u lt imately,  i t  i s  my goal  to  provoke the 
lackadais ica l  church in  America .  But  not  yet .

If  there  is  no di f ference  between hat ing 
someone and murder ing them,  in  the  eyes  of 
the  Lord,  and there  is  no di f ference  between 
ki l l ing  one person and ki l l ing  s ix  mi l l ion—I 
ask again,  how are  you better  than Hit ler?  Or 
maybe it  would be  k inder  to  rephrase :  how am 
I  better  than Hit ler?  I  return to  my point :  s in 
is  s in  regardless  of  magnitude,  which means , 
u lt imately,  none of  us  are  better  than Hit ler 
without  the  saving grace  of  God.

Yet we do not act  as  i f  this  were the case. 
This  is  expected of  the world,  which is  so blind 
in its  foolishness it  cannot see the truth through 
the l ies—but we are Christ ians,  are we not? Why 
then have we forsaken the command to love thy 
neighbor as thyself ;  why have we forsaken the 
wisdom which says God opposes the proud, 
but gives his  grace to the humble? Why do we 
judge,  condemn, look down upon those from 
whom we would be no dif ferent without Christ? 
Why do we vehemently hate those whose beliefs 
dif fer  from ours,  when Christ  himself  would 
have run to them with open arms,  pleading that 
He’d do anything for them if  only they’d turn 

from their  wicked ways—a promise which He 
already made,  and which only He could fulf i l l , 
and which He did fulf i l l .

Perhaps  I  am being too cr it ica l  of  modern 
Christ ianity  as  a  whole  when,  in  rea l ity,  i t 
might  only  be  the  most  voca l  e lements  which 
act  this  way.  Perhaps  this  is  the  case,  and i f  i t 
i s ,  then I  s incerely  apologize.  But  I  have  been 
to  many churches .  I  have  met  many Christ ians , 
and many who claim to  be  Christ ians ,  and 
of ten the  di f ference  between the  two is  not  as 
pronounced as  we would l ike  to  bel ieve.

Al low me to  f inish this  micro-essay  by 
returning to  the  topic  I  introduced in  the 
t it le :  i t  i s  in  vogue nowadays  to  unanimously 
cr it ic ize ,  disavow,  and disparage  the  unique 
human being known as  Adolph Hit ler.  Truly,  i f 
Jesus’s  command to  love  our  enemies  is  to  be 
taken as  l i tera l ly  as  poss ible ,  we have  fai led a 
thousand t imes  over  on account  of  a  man who 
died e ighty  years  ago.  We say  it  i s  impossible—
let  a lone completely  immoral  and unethica l—
to love  Hit ler,  so  why even tr y?  (Al low me to 
re iterate  that  I  know this  is  a  radica l  v iew,  and 
that  many people  wi l l  not  agree  with what  I  am 
about  to  say,  and that  I  completely  understand 
where  they are  coming f rom.)  But  i f  I  am no 
better  than Hit ler  because  of  my s in ,  how can 
I  love  mysel f  without  being able  to  understand 
God’s  love  for  Hit ler?  How am I  able  to  say 
with cer tainty  that ,  were  I  in  Hit ler’s  place, 
with  his  memories  and histor y,  that  I  would 
have  ac ted di f ferent ly?
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t he  wr it ing  i t s e l f .  I  p ar t i c u lar ly  enj oye d 
depic t ing  s cenes  de a l ing  wit h  fami ly  s t r i fe 
(w hich  prob ably  shows  s omet hing  ter r ib le 
ab out  me) ,  or  fe ature d  a l lus ions  to  t he  p ast , 
s ince  t he  b o oks  I  have  b e en  at t rac te d  to  in 
t he  p ast  a lways  inc lude d  t hem.  It  was  f un ,  as 
wel l ,  to  we ave  symb ol i sm into  my nove l l a , 
t hroug h obj e c t s ,  co lors ,  or  nature ,  or  to  t a ke 
a  s e cond lo ok  at  a  p ar t i c u lar  p ass age  and 
p onder  t he  symb ol i sm t hat  cou ld  b e  t here .  I 
have  d is covere d  how layere d  my wr it ing  i s , 
w hich  i s  de f in ite ly  ver y  us e f u l . 

Whi le  wr it ing ,  I  uncovered a  wealth  of 
other  informat ion,  advantageous  both to  me 
and to  my writ ing .  I  now know that  i f  I  pers ist , 
I  can out last  any obstacle  or  quandar y to  do 
with my piece.  I  appreciate  how many hours 
of  research stand behind one l it t le  detai l  in  a 
book,  and I  have  gained a  char itable  respect  for 
repor ters  (a  categor y  of  humans I  previously 
hated) ,  s ince  now I  rea l ize  how hard it  can be 
to  t rack down that  one speci f ic  detai l  that  wi l l 
make or  break your  stor y  in  terms of  accurac y. 
I  f i led  away the  message  that  wr it ing with 
the  awareness  that  someone would shor t ly  be 
looking at  my work does  distance  me f rom my 
piece  and restr ic t  me,  as  it  does  many others , 
af ter  I  had proudly  assumed that  it  wouldn’t 
af fec t  me.  I  gained humil ity  f rom that  lec ture, 
and I  a lso  perceived that  I  had been writ ing 
sel f ish ly,  only  putt ing in  as  much or  as  l i t t le 
detai l  as  suited me,  because  up unt i l  now I  have 
been writ ing sole ly  for  mysel f .  My course-by-
arrangement  opened my eyes  to  the  fac t  that 
when another  person is  reading my stor y,  she 
needs  to  be  a l lowed to  share  in  the  pic ture 
that  is  so  v iv id  in  my own mind.  I  was  g iven 
a  broadened perspect ive,  too,  when I  learned 
hands-on what  se lec t ing a  point  of  v iew 
entai ls :  i t’s  more  than a  whim,  and demands 
commitment  e ither  way,  to  e ither  provide 

the  audience  with ins ight  “about  ever ything” 
or  to  provide  it  with  enough insight  about  a 
par t icular  person.  I  made the  counter intuit ive 
discover y  that  te l l ing  the  stor y  through the 
closed lens  of  f i rst-person narrat ion actua l ly 
g ives  me more f reedom. And f ina l ly—and 
in  many ways  most  construct ively—I was 
made aware  that  the  g ir l  others  said  was  a 
wonderfu l ly  round and interest ing character 
in  a  novel  I  wrote  seven years  ago has  now 
grown obtuse  and vague,  l ike  a  face  f rom a 
past  barely-remembered.  Perhaps  it’s  because  I 
have  matured beyond her.  Thankful ly,  she  has 
potent ia l  for  growth and new intel l igence  now 
too,  l ike  me. 

F ic t ion  Wr it ing  and  E dit ing  for  Publ icat ion 
(my cours e-by-ar rangement)  t hus  ende d  up 
b e ing  most ly  ab out  my inst r uc t ion  in  t he 
t ask  of  b e coming  a  wr iter,  ins t r uc t ion  t hat 
I  ne e de d  as  b ad ly  as  I  ne e de d  to  k now t hat 
you  can’t  “k i l l  two  bi rds  wit h  one  s tone”  at 
co l l ege .  Even  t houg h I  d idn’t  f in i sh  t he  ter m 
wit h  a  b e aut i f u l ly -craf te d  shor t  s tor y  wor t hy 
of  an  ant holog y—or  two,  for  t hat  matter—I 
manage d  to  pro duce  one  wit h  under ly ing 
p otent ia l ,  and,  in  addit ion  to  t hat ,  I  can 
show for  my e f for t s  s omet hing  t hat  i s  much 
more  imp or t ant  t han  e ven  f in i sh ing  a  s en ior 
proj e c t :  t he  exp er ience  I  have  gaine d  f rom 
play ing  around wit h  t he  to ols  of  aut horship. 
I  have  s e en  t hat  e ven  t houg h b e ing  a  wr iter 
i s  a  messy  bus iness ,  I  can  b e come b etter  at 
embrac ing  t he  mess .  And t hat ,  for  me,  i s 
prob ably  a  g re ater  achie vement  t han  my go a l 
of  winning  t he  F lanner y  O’C onnor  Award.

Paint ing  by  Raquel  Smith

birds .  Whatever  the  case  may be,  the  result  was 
that  I  put  most  of  my ef for t  into  a  stor y  only 
to  learn that  I  was  no closer  to  complet ing the 
requirement  for  my senior  creat ive  projec t  than 
I  was  to  begin with.  This  scenar io  was  typica l , 
though,  of  my course-by-arrangement  class 
exper ience :  I  had once again not  accomplished 
what  I  set  out  to  achieve,  but  had st i l l  gained 
usefu l  knowledge. 

The f i rst  thing I  learned concerned the 
writ ing process  it se l f .  At  the  beginning of  the 
semester,  my strateg y was  s imply  to  s it  down 
and crank out  f ive  pages  of  a  stor y  each weekend 
to  meet  my sel f -prescr ibed quota .  But  I  soon 
found out  that  I  couldn’t  keep up that  pace, 
that  I  couldn’t  wr ite  creat ively  to  a  deadl ine. 
Creat iv ity,  I  d iscovered,  i sn’t  l ike  us ing the 
water  dispenser  on your  ref r igerator—a s imple 
matter  of  press ing a  button.  Instead,  i t  i s  more 
l ike  a  spoi led chi ld,  needing just  the  r ight  t ime, 
place,  and atmosphere  in  order  to  work,  and 
yet  st i l l  the  s l ightest  disrupt ion wi l l  generate 
endless  protests .  Creat iv ity  is  unpredic table 
and capr ic ious .  On a  weekend when you have 
loads  of  t ime,  i t  wi l l  re fuse  to  play…but  then 
at  the  end of  a  long day,  just  a  few minutes 
before  e leven o’clock,  i t  wi l l  suddenly  tap you 
on the  shoulder  whi le  bounding with energ y. 
My most  va luable  discover y  in  this  area  was 
that  I  can only  be  product ive  i f  I  comply  the 
moment  I  feel  the  inspirat ion to  wr ite ;  when 
I  le t  that  moment  s l ip,  my incent ive  is  gone. 
I ’ve  a lready known that  I  work best  i f  I  am in a 
wel l -ordered room,  with a  fan on and the  door 
closed.  However,  I ’ve  recent ly  learned that 
the  “wel l -ordered room” requirement  comes 
with a  caveat .  My pr ime per iod for  wr it ing is 
ear ly  in  the  morning,  f rom four  to  ten o’clock, 
because  my mind is  c learest  then and I  work 
more ef f ic ient ly ;  but  I  rea l ized that  i f  I  spend 
any t ime straightening up my surroundings ,  I 
invar iably  squander  the  t ime I  needed to  make 
headway with my stor y.  Ironica l ly,  this  c lass 
showed me that  the  most  important  thing to  me 
is  not  creat ive  wr it ing ,  per  se ,  but  keeping the 
house  neat ,  s ince  I  a lways  made “sacrosanct” 
t ime for  that  ac t iv ity  and none for  “S cars  & 
Str ipes”—a cr it ica l  f inding. 

Time management  wasn’t  an issue  with my 
reading,  though.  I  f inished the  United States 
Discipl inar y  Barracks  book I  had wanted to 
read this  semester,  and only  used it  to  dip  back 
into  whenever  I  needed to  ref resh my memor y 
about  cer tain  detai ls  and descr ipt ions .  I 
abandoned The Return of  Claudia ,  my true 
“model  book,”  when it  began to  make me feel 
defeated.  However,  i t s  mechanics  and sty le  are 
so  fami l iar  to  me that  it  s t i l l  hangs  over  my 
head,  l ike  an unwanted muse or  a  fault- f inding 
tutor.  To my surpr ise ,  the  volume I  ended up 
using the  most  was  not  even one I  had selec ted, 
but  rather  one I  received in  an Engl ish  class , 
Bird by Bird.  That  was  a  comfort ing thing to 
open whenever  I  became f rustrated,  and it 

would unfai l ing ly  comment  on (or  g ive  advice 
regarding)  what  I  happened to  be  st ruggl ing 
with at  the  par t icular  moment :  per fec t ionism, 
wr iter’s  block,  note-taking,  and even my 
concern for  my grades .  I  learned so  much 
f rom that  book about  my approach to  l i fe  and 
writ ing .  Most  bl indingly  and crucia l ly,  Bird by 
Bird enabled me to  comprehend—through its 
author’s  s ty le ,  which I  found easy  to  imitate 
in  journal ist ic  ass ignments—that  i f  eva luat ion 
and editors  are  involved in  my product’s  future, 
I  don’t  l ike  f ic t ion writ ing best :  I  much prefer 
non-f ic t ion writ ing .  If  that  isn’t  the  lesson 
def init ive  of  this  semester,  I  don’t  know what 
could poss ibly  be. 

That  might  be  an overstatement :  perhaps 
an as-def init ive  lesson would be  the  one I  was 
g iven concerning incapacitat ing st ress .  I  saw 
that  having stress  in  the  background when one is 
t r y ing to  wr ite  a  stor y  is  l ike  feeding ant i f reeze 
to  a  dog.  My other  c lasses ,  and the  anxiety,  the  
ass ignments ,  and the  dr iv ing back and for th that 
they entai led cer tain ly  didn’t  prove benef ic ia l 
to  my overa l l  menta l  s tate .  They drained my 
t ime and energ y and caused me to  t reat  my 
stor y  as  a  lesser  pr ior ity.  Since  I  considered 
other  c lasses  (especia l ly  Shakespeare  and 
Journal ism) to  be  more academica l ly  “ser ious ,” 
I  poured my ef for t  into  them with the  mindset 
that  I  would use  whatever  was  le f t  over  for  my 
course-by-arrangement .  Natura l ly,  I  saw that 
once  I  had completed the  required work for  my 
major  c lasses ,  or  spent  the  early  par t  of  the 
day attending them,  I  had no brain power  le f t . 
I  understand now how pr iv i leged rea l  wr iters 
must  be—or devoted—since  they apparent ly 
f ind the  menta l  energ y it  takes  to  focus  on, 
produce,  and pol ish  their  works  in  the  midst 
of  the  toi l  of  ever yday l i fe . 

Ref lec t ing through the  lens  of  this  new 
insight  regarding how stress  works ,  I  would 
def inite ly  make some a lterat ions  i f  I  could redo 
my course-by-ass ignment .  I  would attempt 
to  wr ite  my ent ire  stor y  dur ing the  f i rst  few 
weeks  of  the  semester,  a  per iod when I  am st i l l 
usua l ly  re lat ively  re laxed and not  too pressured 
by hef ty  projec ts  or  other  obl igat ions .  If  I  had 
done that  this  semester,  I  would have  had 
the  rest  of  the  term at  my disposa l  to  focus 
on edit ing .  I  wouldn’t  have  t r ied to  aim for  a 
second stor y,  per iod,  avoiding that  added level 
of  s t ress  a ltogether.  Even whi le  I  was  creat ing 
the  sy l labus  and selec t ing the  deadl ines  for 
the  week ly  pages  and the  stor ies  themselves , 
I  fe lt  unsett l ing quivers  of  doubt  in  the  back 
of  my mind:  with  a l l  my other  c lasses  as  wel l 
as  my Writ ing S cholar  job,  would I  manage 
to  del iver  on the  lof ty  goa ls  I  was  sett ing for 
mysel f ?  Would I  be  able  to  accomplish that 
much writ ing?  I  learned the  hard way that  my 
suspic ions  were  correct . 

I  a l s o  l e ar ne d  t hat  my favor i te  asp e c t 
of  t he  wr it ing  pro cess ,  despite  t he  s t r ug g le 
I  exp er ience d  to  ge t  to  t h i s  p oint ,  was  s t i l l 
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aL o n e
by Danie l  Green

•
I ’m drowning in  regret ,
I ’m choking in  despair,
I  wal low in self  pi ty.
The wind whips my hair.
I ’ve dug a  hole ,
Bot tomless ,  so i t  seems.
I  c law my way upwards.
The darkness  r ips  my soul .
I ’m f loat ing in  the wind,
Helpless  to  i ts  changes,
Thrashing in  my darkness .
The ground moves swif t ly  forwards,
My heart  l ies  in  shreds
Torn apart  by their  hands.
I  used to  think i t  was my faul t .
I  seek to  understand
Why they lef t  me to  the wolves
And why I  cared at  a l l .
I  loved too much to  fas t .
Why’d I  think i t ’d  ever  las t?

Br a V e
by Alexandra Furlong

•
I  am cold,  the deep twist ing kind.
That binds up one’s organs and freezes one’s mind.
The  co ld  tha t  s tops  the  cha t te r  of  tee th  and 

the  body’s  shaking ,
That  hol lows out  the s tomach unt i l  one can 

hear  their  insides  breaking.
The kind that  s tops al l  movement  and intents ,
That  wil l  not  s top unt i l  i t s  vict im relents .
I t  f reezes  my tears  and clenches my f is ts ,
Convinces  me that  when I’m gone I  wil l  not 

be missed.

I  cur l  up on my bed,  searching for  the warmth 
that  should emanate  f rom me,

Looking for  l ight  that  I  don’t  think I  wil l  see .
I  hope for  the door  to  open and dread the same,
Does  anyone  unders tand  me when they  ca l l 

my name?
Call  me lazy,  careless ,  and cold,
Mourn over  the lost  chi ld  who was once 

reckless  and bold.
Wonder what happened to the girl that once was,
Guil t  me for  losing her,  l ike everyone does.

My prayers  are  ink and never  more,
Needle  and thread lay where I  used to  s t i tch 

what  they tore .
It  wouldn’t  hurt  as much if  potential  didn’t  rest
Dormant  and unused,  deep in  my chest .
They br ing up when I  once was brave,
And not  a  lost  gir l  no one could save.
I’m too weak now to sustain the lie that I’m okay,
And don’t  worry,  I  no longer expect you to stay.

And when the s torm brings the end near,
And I’m numb to even sadness  and fear,

And the end hi ts  me l ike a  bul le t  in  a  dove,
I  reach  out  one  las t  t ime to  the  God tha t  I  was 

to ld  i s  up  above .
A moment  pas ses ,  one  o f  s i l ence  and  o f 

a lmos t  hope .
Of searching for  a  l i fe l ine and l is tening for  the 

drop of  a  rope.
They say that when your children call,  you come,
But  i t  feels  l ike the Devi l  has  a l ready won.

T h e n  a  v o i c e  s p e a k s ,  q u i e t  a n d  i m p o s s i b l e 
t o  i g n o r e .

“You are  s t i l l  the  same brave gir l  you were 
before .”

And I  real ize  that  maybe I  am brave.
I  am st i l l  here ,  even af ter  being sucked down 

by wave af ter  wave.
And when I  reached my l imit ,  much fur ther 

a long than I  thought  i t  would be,
God reached out His hand and held tightly to me.
I found strength in myself that I thought was gone.
I  discovered that I  could make i t  unti l  the dawn.

Pieces  of  l ight  l ike a  mosaic  break through,
The low sweeping clouds as  I  look at  you.
A slant  of  warmth begin to  br ighten the blue,
Of my lips and hands and they turn a lighter hue.
My boldness  was never  lost ,  only hidden.
And i t  rose when by God i t  was bidden.

God wai ted,  but  he came.
And now I  wil l  never  be the same.

cr u s h i n g
by Sophia  Jordan

•
Why do you taunt  me with your  wonderful  eyes
And flood my mind with thoughts of you and me
As you s tand there ,  carrying on with your  l i fe , 

as  i f  I  don’t  exis t?
Why do I  feel  l ike this?

Why does your  smile  bl ind me
And your  laugh drowns out  the world
As you move through the motions as  i f  nothing 

bothers  you?
Why do I  feel  l ike this?

I  keep asking why I  am at t racted to  you
When you’re  not  that  great  of  a  guy
And a  re la t ionship with you wouldn’t  las t .
Why are  you l ike this?

I  keep wondering what  draws me to  you
When you do some of  the quest ionable  things 

that  you do
And you say the hurtful  and disgust ing words 

that  you say.
Why are  you l ike this?

I  feel  so dis t ressed and confused
O n e  s e c o n d  y o u ’ r e  s w e e t ,  a n d  t h e  n e x t 

y o u ’ r e  m e a n .
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You’re  messing with my emotions and you 
don’t  even know i t .

Why do I  wish that  we were together?

I  feel  so upset  and frustrated.
You hurt me, then you apologize and don’t change.
You’re  playing t r icks  on my mind and you 

don’t  even real ize  i t .
Why do I  wish that  we were together?

And I  feel  l ike we would be toxic
Because you don’t acknowledge what you do to me
And I would bottle up my emotions until I explode.
Why do I  want  to  break my heart  by fal l ing in 

love with you?

And I  know that  we would never  las t
Because you don’t  t ruly care  about  how I  feel
And I  would care  too much for  my own good.
Why do I  want  to  break my heart  by fal l ing in 

love with you?

Da h L i a s
by Walker  Li les

•
I t  takes  s t rong hands to  pul l  the weeds,
To shif t  and unearth the s tones,
To dig and dig and dig so that
There is  good space and soi l  for  the seeds.

But  this  is  not  even the beginning.
There is  a  cost  to  the seeds,
And there  is  much to  learn on
How they must  be nourished and cared for.

And even once they begin to  sprout ,
The needs and wants  of  these soon ta l l
And colorful  blooms only cont inue.
The work is  s t renuous,  but  f rui t ful .

Posts  must  be set  in  the r ight  s ta ture ,
Bounds must  be t ied accordingly,
The foundat ion and future  for  these
Wonders  must  be tended endlessly.
 
But  for  a l l  the  wonder,  they are ,
Terr ibly and beaut i ful ly,
Wonders  that  are  equal ly  fantast ic
As they are  unpredictable .

Even for  how well  they are  tended and loved,
The world blows winds that  br ing days
With not  enough rain and too much sun. ,
I t  br ings pests  and vermin that  eat  a t  the s tems.

The dangers  wil l  ever  be present ,
And the damages wil l  a lways be fal l ing.
But  the s t rong hands do not  s top working.
She works and watches unt i l  the  buds emerge.

And soon the f lowers  grow tal l  and
broad and blossom with the most
lovely colors  of  purple ,  pink and peach.

But  for  a l l  of  that ,  i s  i t  in  vain?

How wretched the f lowers  are  that ,
For  a l l  the  colors  i t  b looms,
They have not  the faintest  understanding
Of what  i t  took for  their  s tems to  s t i l l  s tand.

No,  i t  i s  not  in  vain,  not  for  those hands
That  worked day and night  and again on,
Who now gets  to  see her  work blossom.
I  pray for  those ta l l ,  beaut i ful  and fool ish 

f lowers .

May they know just  how blessed they are
To be tended by such s t rong hands,
And how they could never  have grown
So wel l  without  her  re lent less  love.  

mo T h e r
by Jeremiah Bryan

•
Mother,

Pray for  me to  the Lord,  our  God.
I send you bouquets of roses,  even in the coldest
Decembers
to  show my fervent  love  for  you ,  though I 

have  one  reques t :
pray that I do not burn in the depths of Hell’s fiery
embers .
 
O ,  my  pure  Mothe r,  I  l ong  to  a lways  g ree t 

you  wi th  tha t  swee t
Ange l i c  Sa lu t a t ion  tha t  you  ho ld  so  dea r. 

Your  love  f l i e s  me  to  the
moon  which  you  s t and  upon  a s  you  wear  tha t 

beau t i fu l  c rown  o f
twelve s tars .
You who are  ful l  of  grace,  perpetual ly  chaste , 

with a  spot less  face,
I  beg you to  pray for  me unto my f inal  hours .

no
by Li l l i e  Wieder

•
Am I  mourning what  could’ve been?
I  don’t  think so,  not  real ly. 
I  am mourning the choice I  didn’t  get  to  make.
I  am mourning the months of  maybe
ending in  a  no .
Not  a  no  f rom me.
Not  a  no f rom you.
A no  that  confirmed the fear 
I ’ve had this  whole t ime.

If  the no  had been yours ,
or  mine,
ours ,
this  might  a l l  feel  different . 
But  i t  was theirs 
and we never  had a  say.
The decider  of  our  fa te 
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was against  us  f rom the s tar t . 

We could t ry  again la ter, 
but  la ter  is  so far  away.
For  now, this  is  the end.
But  maybe,
just  maybe,
for  one of  us
this  no 
i s  just  the beginning.

ra i n i n g an V i L s
by Zoe  Riggs

•
delphic  e terni ty  par ts
at  the word’s  command.
In His  palm of  His  galaxy
a plan is  a l ready wri t ten.
Celest ia l  bodies  violent ly  dance,
my atoms scat tered in  their  wake.
On Terra:  Spir i t ’s  breath weathers ,
a  beginning unfolding from dust .
Then i t  was torrent ia l .

Holy serpent’s  manipulat ion,
his  sharp,  venomous,  destruct ion.
And his  rabid,  yet  cer ta in  compliance.
Broken psyche,
squirming and wri thing intest ines ,
his  ta lons twisted,  r ipping into tender  f lesh.
And we said,
“i t  is  torrent ia l”

In the neighbor ’s  t ree ,
an abandoned nest  rots ,
l ined with poison.
We weed eden in  a  paternal  ecl ipse,
overgrown just ice  s t rangles  the sun.
and we said,
“i t  is  torrent ia l”

Beloved brethren:  broken,
incomplete ,  missing.
I t  must  smell  s ter i le ,  cold,  separate .
But  a lso so dear ly  loved,
maternal ly  missed and mourned.
So we said,
“i t  is  torrent ia l”

Freedom found in  the decay,
we spread our  wings.
So far  f rom shalom,
our  broken peace.
Less  one,
f ind many more,
f inal ly  we say,
“i t  was torrent ia l”

a se a sh a n T y
To T h e T u n e o f  “Bl o w Th e Ma n Do w n”

by Joshua Holbrook
•

Chorus:
Sing hal le lujah now to our  Great  God,
                Sing hal le lujah!
Sing with the angels  who’n heaven have t rod,
                Sing out  hal le lujah!
 
Come now and hear  of  our  God from above 

(Sing hal le lujah!)
Clothed in  great  splendor  and festooned with 

love (Sing out  hal le lujah!)
He comes as  a  lover  to  tenderly lead (s ing 

hal le lujah!)
His  people  f rom capt ivi ty  f reed (s ing out 

hal le lujah!)
 
(Chorus)

But fear  now his  enemies ,  pray fear  his  wrath 
(Sing hal le lujah!)

Tremble and quake i f  ye choose s ide with death 
(Sing out  hal le lujah!)

Fel l  sons of  God,  warr ior  Yahweh wil l 
route(Sing hal le lujah!)

Yea,  even the daemons al l  shake in  their  boots! 
(Sing out  hal le lujah!)

(Chorus)

So repent  now I  say and lay down your  sword 
(Sing hal le lujah!)

Bel ieve and submit  to  th’eternal  Word!  (Sing 
out  hal le lujah!)

Though you have lef t ,  gone the har lot’s  way 
(Sing hal le lujah!)

He’l l  embrace you s t i l l  i f  you turn back this 
day (Sing out  hal le lujah!)

 
(Chorus)
 
He’l l  prepare there  a  banquet  for  us ,  we wil l 

dine (Sing hal le lujah!)
Good meat  and our  cup overf lowing with wine 

(Sing out  hal le lujah!)
Those of  this  world have their  good wine at 

f i rs t  (Sing hal le lujah!)
And now our  great  God ever  quenches our 

thirs t !  (Sing out  hal le lujah!)
 
(Chorus)

se a s o n s o F Li F e
by Brianna Kurmai

•
Oh, thus a  season in  l i fe ,
Another  dreaded morning to  sounds
Of empty screams, whispered through the wind.
Bi t te rness  re igns  throughout  th i s  bar ren 

was te land
As song once sung of  t r iumph,
Now sorrow sweeps the dust  f rom underneath
Of the tears  that  were shed beneath .
Oh,  thus a  season in  l i fe ,

Longing for  answers  that  may never  be found.
Should we rejoice in  the pain
And hold onto what  may be brought  anew?
For in  the morning what  dayl ight  br ings
Life  s t i l l  shines  i tself  upon me,
Though my grieving has  i ts  gr ip , 
The  va l ley  may t ry  to  par i sh  a l l  in  i t s  s torm 

of  uncer ta in ty.
As Life’s  t r ia ls  ar ise 
I t ’s  a lways a  reminder
Oh,  thus a  season of  l i fe .

si D e o F he a V e n
by Sophia  Jordan

•
We are broken
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  lost
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  unclean
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  hurt
On this  s ide of  Heaven.

There is  death
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
There is  sorrow
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
There is  destruct ion
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
There is  pain
On this  s ide of  Heaven.

We murder
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We abuse
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We manipulate
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We hate
On this  s ide of  Heaven.

We are  racis t
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  sexis t
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  ki l lers  of  developing babies
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
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We are bul l ies
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  ignorant
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  thieves
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  neglectors
On this  s ide of  Heaven.
We are  s inners
On this  s ide of  Heaven.

And I’ l l  never  understand why
We cal l  Earth “this  s ide of  Heaven.”
Maybe because we t ry  to  hope
And hold onto the promise of  Heaven?
Maybe because we dream and wish
That  Earth would be more l ike Heaven?
But  this  wretched and disor iented world
Is  nothing l ike Heaven.

The only heavenly things
On this  s ide of  Heaven
Are the things of  God
That  He sent  f rom Heaven:
His  Word,  His  Son,  His  Holy Spir i t
That  He sent  to  us  f rom Heaven.
I  t rust  in  these eternal  things
So that  I  may see them in peace in  Heaven.

But  there  is  some hope
On this  s ide of  Heaven,
Something to  hold onto
On this  s ide of  Heaven,
Something for  everyone to  t rust  in
On this  s ide of  Heaven,
Something to  look forward to
In Heaven.

There wil l  no brokenness
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no one lost
In Heaven.
There wil l  be t rue cleanl iness
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no hurt
In Heaven.

There wil l  be no gr ief
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no sorrow
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no destruct ion
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no pain
In Heaven.

There wil l  be no racism
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no sexism
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no bul lying
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no hate
In Heaven.

There wil l  be no murder
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no s teal ing
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no ignorance
In Heaven.
There wil l  be no s in
In Heaven.

We wil l  be new
In Heaven.
We wil l  be pure
In Heaven.
We wil l  be whole
In Heaven.
We wil l  l ive with our  Father
In Heaven.

We need to  be more focused on Heaven.
We get  our  direct ion from our  Father  in  Heaven.
We need to  focus on the things of  Heaven.
All  that  is  e ternal ly  good comes from Heaven.
We need to  look forward to  Heaven.
All  our  hope comes from Jesus in  Heaven.
We need to  look towards Heaven.
Our help comes from the Holy Spir i t  who was 

sent  f rom Heaven.

Ti c k e T T o ______
by Chris t ian  Young

•
Ticket  in  hand,  I  s tand on the platform
Searching,  wai t ing,  breath t rapped
In anxious hope of  coming ______
A train arr ives ,  I  rush on board,
And as  I  wai t  for  i t  to  leave I  see:
This  is  not  the t ra in  for  me.
My t icket  is  no help,  i t  says
GO WHERE [Happiness?]  IS,
And that’s  not  the name of  a  platform here.
I  rush as  another  t ra in  s tar ts  to  leave
And barely catch the door  with my hand;
I’m too s low,  but  fas t  enough to  see:
______ is  not  a  dest inat ion on this  l ine,
Even though I’ve wai ted al l  this  t ime.

un c e r T a i n T y
by Sophia  Jordan

•
There is  absolutely nothing that  r ips  your  hear t 

out  of  your  chest
And makes you feel  l ike you’re  about  to  fa l l 

f rom a high al t i tude
And makes it seem that the world is falling apart
Like the feel ing of  uncertainty.

And you just  can’t  shake the feel ing,

I t ’s  a lways there ,  whether  you consciously 
acknowledge i t  or  not .

And i t  hur ts  as  you fai l  to  ignore the lump 
swell ing up in  your  throat

Because uncertainty is  real .

I t  s t ings.  I t  burns  because i t ’s  honest .
I t  p ierces  your  hear t ,  i t  s tabs  i t  and keeps i t  so 

deeply wounded.
I t  hurts .  I t  pains  you because you can’t  f ight  i t
And uncertainty is  so much more than a 

complex feel ing.

I t ’s  a  s ta te  of  mind and an atmosphere,
I t ’s  the thickest  c loud in  the sky that 

cont inuously threatens to  unleash thunder 
and l ightning and ice ,

I t ’s  the s t raw that  breaks the camel’s  back,  the 
roar ing waters  that  break through the dam,

I t ’s  uncer ta in ty,  and  i t ’s  a lways  ready  to 
wreak  havoc .

I t ’s  the fear  that  things won’t  turn out  wel l .
I t ’s  the anxiety that  f loods your  mind and 

breaks your  spir i t .
I t ’s  the uneasy feel ing that  res ides  in  your 

s tomach and frequent ly  vis i ts  your  mouth.
This  i s  on ly  a  smal l  g l impse  of  what 

uncer ta in ty  i s .

I t  causes  you to  push others  away unt i l  you’re 
completely alone.

I t  makes you quest ion whether  anything even 
matters  anymore.

I t  f o r c e s  y o u  t o  s a y  t h a t  y o u ’ r e  o k a y  a n d 
i t ’s  a l l  o k a y,  w h e n  y o u ’ r e  r e a l l y  n o t  a n d 
i t ’s  r e a l l y  n o t .

I t  never  le ts  you go;  uncertainty wil l  not  le t 
you go free.

Pain,  loss ,  gr ief ,  brokenness ,  poverty,  danger,
Injury,  sorrow,  depression,  anxiety,  death,
War,  famine,  disease,  drought ,  natural  and 

man-made disasters ,
All  breed and fuel  and sow and lead to  that 

uncertain terror

And i f  that’s  where i t  supposedly ends,  there’s 
more uncertainty

And the cycle  cont inues and cont inues.
But  that’s  not  where i t  must  end and s tar t  again
That’s  when we cry out  to  the One who sees 

and cares  about  us

He doesn’t  promise that  i t ’ l l  be  easy,  but  He 
does promise to  s tay with us .

He doesn’t  immedia te ly  show us  how i t  a l l 
works  out ,  bu t  He  does  promise  tha t  i t 
wi l l  work  out .

He doesn’t  work on our  t ime,  but  He moves on 

His  divine t ime,  never  ear ly  and never  la te .
He walks  with us  and He carr ies  us  and He is 

a lways r ight  there ,  embracing us .

So we must  open our  eyes  and open our  ears  to 
His  sweet  voice,

We must  deny our  f lesh,  pick up our  crosses , 
and fol low Him.

We must  s t r ive to  love and care  as  He does.
We must  heed His  Word and fol low i t  with al l 

our  hear ts ,  minds,  souls ,  and s t rength

Because  the  Lord  God  i s  t he  on ly  ce r t a in ty 
in  ou r  l i ves .

He is the only one who is in control of all  things
And He’s  moving r ight  now. He’s  turning 

s i tuat ions around as  we just  t ry  to  carry on
Even during al l  the terror  and the sorrow and 

the constant  uncertainty.

un D e r s T a n D i n g T h e ar T i s i T s
by Chris t ian  Young

•
I  s tand amazed that  even now
Truisms past  r ing t ruer  s t i l l :
For  when in  l i fe  I  knew no s t r i fe
My ar t is t ry  did suffer  s t i l l .
  For  can i t  be
  That  ar t  is  pain?
  That  love so sweet
  Could harbor  i l l—
  O,  le t  me never
  Wri te  again!
  I f  this ,  the  cost ,
  Then take my wil l .
How then my songs,  which now ar t  lost ,
My poetry,  and paint ings too,
All  the products  of  hopefulness
Clashing against  the wal l  of  t ruth:
  How can i t  be
  That  pain I  hate ,
  Yet  pain I  need
  To now create .

Wr a T h a n D Fu r y
by Li l l i e  Wieder

•
I  don’t  get  mad.
Not  of ten.
Not  real ly. 
Today?
Today was the except ion.
Today I  fe l t  wrath. 
Today I  fe l t  fury.
Today I  fe l t  what  I  so seldom feel
at  just  the 
sight
of  those who hurt  you. 



4 3

m e T a m o r p h o s e s  •  T h e  L a m p  p o s T

METAMORPHOSES
•

a c k n o W L e D g i n g  c h a n g e s  o n  c a m p u s  a n D  a r o u n D  T h e  W o r L D

T h e  L a m p  p o s T  2 0 2 2

“Walking  with  a  s tudent  to  f ind  that  place ,  i t ’ s  l ike  a  journey.”
Prof .  J im Souther land ( 1947–2021)

pr e F a c e
The Editors

This  is  a  ‘special  edi t ion’ of  The Lamp Post ,  with a  special  sect ion intended to  discuss  the ser ious 
themes of  an equal ly-special  year.  The fol lowing nonfict ion pieces  have been expressly curated as 
observat ions on some of  the Spring 2022 semester ’s  def ining events ,  because the edi tor ia l  s taff  fe l t 
that  they could not  (and should not)  be ignored.  I t  i s  our  s incere  hope that  the reader  wil l  benefi t 
f rom joining this  conversat ion,  but  should the weighty topics  presented here  prove damaging to 
that  cause,  please—by al l  means—feel  f ree  to  move past  this  sect ion and give i t  no more thought .

With that  in  mind,  please enjoy this  very unique sect ion of  The Lamp Post .

oB s e r V a T i o n s
Luke Levonius ,  c lass  of  2022

4:24 
I       was   wri t ing  on   the      balcony        when 
Hearing   that       sound,  
I      c losed    my     laptop        and
Rushed     to    see          what       had    happened   there 
On     the      chapel      f loor  
 
On the chapel  f loor
The    carpet 
 is  
  gone  now 
 And
  i t 
 d id     not 
Seep      through

Seep through 
We     know     even 
As   you   ask,     “How     could     he?” 
The     ease  with    which     we   could  
say    goodbye

Say goodbye  
Montreat   ra ins  
Everyday    i t     seems  
Like      I   can’t      help 
But      remember      how 
I t    fe l l    that    day 
   At  4:24 
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re F L e c T i o n s o n a ca m p u s De a T h 
Pres .  Paul  Maurer ,  PhD

A few weeks  ago ,  our  Montrea t  Col lege  communi ty  exper ienced  dea th .  I t  was  our 
communi ty’s  second dea th  th i s  academic  year.  The  f i r s t  was  Professor  J im Souther land , 
who succumbed the  day  af te r  Chr is tmas  to  a  lengthy  ba t t le  wi th  s ign i f icant  hea l th 
problems.  We were  saddened  but  no t  shocked  by  Professor  Souther land’s  pass ing .  We 
remember  J im wi th  gra t i tude  and  apprec ia t ion  for  the  person  he  was ,  the  wi tness  of  h i s 
Chr is t ian  p i lgr image ,  and  h is  teaching ,  exper t i se ,  and  pass ion  for  the  v isua l  a r t s .

This  second death was different .  I ’ve spent  a  great  deal  of  t ime ref lect ing on the events 
of  March 23.  Perhaps you have too.  I f  so,  I ’m encouraged,  not  for  any pain you may 
experience,  but  for  the ref lect ion and self-examinat ion that  helps  to  shape our  souls  more 
toward the image of  God.  What  fol lows are  a  few of  my ref lect ions on the experience and 
i ts  af termath.   

 
Shock,  Vio lat ion ,  and Anger .

The death on March 23 shocked al l  our  senses .  No one saw i t  coming.  I ts  violence 
rocked us .  Many of  us  experienced a  sense of  violat ion.  Not  only that  someone would 
come to campus to  take their  own l i fe ,  but  especial ly  in  Graham Chapel  where we gather 
to  worship God.  Graham Chapel  is  for  many a  sacred space.  For  this  reason,  many have 
experienced a  val id  and intense anger.  There was a  palpable  rawness  on campus for  days.  

 
Process  and Heal ing .

A thoughtful  process  guided the days that  fol lowed.  Many behind-the-scenes meet ings 
and decis ions.  I t  wasn’t  perfect ,  but  i t  was rooted in  love and care  with the intent  of 
heal ing and restorat ion.  There is  an individual  process ,  which is  different  f rom a campus-
wide process .  Each individual  processes  a  t ragic  event  different ly  f rom the next  person. 
You have processed and are  processing i t  in  your  own way.  Keep doing that  as  needed.  The 
campus-wide process  a t tempts  to  faci l i ta te  heal ing and restorat ion.  Hopeful ly,  prayerful ly, 
the campus-wide process  of  making counselors  avai lable ,  c losing then reopening Gai ther 
Hal l ,  then Graham Chapel ,  and having worship and prayer  gather ings has  been helpful  to 
your  individual  process .  As a  community,  we are  here  for  each other.  Please reach out  i f  we 
can help.  Please.  

 
Restore ,  not  Rec la im.

For the f i rs t  few days,  I  found myself  using the word “reclaim” qui te  a  bi t .  As in:  “we 
need to  reclaim Graham Chapel .”  A few days in ,  I  real ized “reclaim” was not  the r ight  word. 
“Reclaim” implies  that  Graham Chapel  was taken from us,  and that  we had to  take i t  back. 
And then I  real ized that  i t  was never  taken from us.  I t  i s  s t i l l  Montreat  Col lege’s ,  used for 
holy purposes .  Our job is  to  res tore  i t  to  i ts  intended and his tor ic  use.  For  a lmost  a  century, 
Graham Chapel  has  been a  place of  worship,  proclamation of  the Good News,  weddings, 
bapt isms,  and the celebrat ion of  fa i thful  l ives  wel l - l ived.  We,  in  par tnership with Chris t 
Community Church,  have sensi t ively and successful ly  res tored the chapel  to  i ts  r ightful 
use.  

 
Our Good People .

There were numerous self less  acts  of  courage and leadership from the f i rs t  moments , 
and in  the weeks that  fol lowed,  both from the col lege and Chris t  Community Church.  Too 
many to  name.  I t  was beaut i ful ,  t ruly a  long ser ies  of  redemptive acts ,  weeks on end.  I 
suppose unless  you’re  in  a  different  set t ing where people  don’t  act  in  the best  interests  of 
others  in  love,  you might  take i t  for  granted.  These weeks have been a  powerful  reminder  of 
what  makes Montreat  Col lege such a  special  place.  Less  so i ts  natural  beauty and his tory, 
and more so because of  the people  who breathe l i fe  into i t .  Cul ture  is  about  the people . 

The Promise  of  Easter .
The Lenten  season  we have  jus t  concluded  spec i f ica l ly  ca l l s  us  to  re f lec t  on  the  most 

fundamenta l  aspec ts  of  l i fe :  the  purpose  of  our  l ives ;  our  re la t ionships  wi th  each  o ther  and 
God;  our  s in ,  and;  coming to  te rms  wi th  the  l i fe ,  dea th ,  and  resur rec t ion  of  Jesus  Chr is t . 
Shock  and  anger  inevi tab ly  fade .  But  for  the  Chr is t - fo l lower,  l e t  us  embrace  Chr is t ’s 
promise  tha t  he  wi l l  make  a l l  th ings  new.  In  the  shadow of  Eas te r,  l e t  us  proc la im:  Where , 
O dea th ,  i s  your  v ic tory?  Where ,  O dea th ,  i s  your  s t ing?  (1  Cor in th ians  15:55 ,  NIV) 

 
He is  r isen.  He is  r isen indeed!

ag a i n s T hu m a n i s m
Alexandra Furlong,  c lass  of  2024

  I  in  me—Can only see—That  which blurs  and bends.
  The f lood and f i re—The mud and mire—Only i tself  lends.

  I  break down—Bruised and bound—Buried in  my hear t .
  As I  t ry  to  f ind—The intents  of  my mind—and the intr icacies  of  each par t .

  But  you see—I ki l l  me—on my path and in  my t ruth.
  Because my truth is  not  t rue—and I  know not  who—I am in my youth.

  And I  wil l  die—By and by—Trying to  carve my way.
  And I  wil l  die—As I  t ry—My soul  to  f ind and save.

  The f loat ing feathers—My handmade te ther—I cannot  reach hope.
  I  am too hol low—The wel l  too shal low—And I  dr ip  poison on my rope.

  They say you f ind—In your  hear t  and mind—what  you t ruly need.
  But  there  is  nothing lef t—and I  am beref t—hope leaves as  I  bleed.

  To see in  me—I need to  leave—All  of  me behind.
  To see outs ide—I must  res ide—Far outs ide my mind.

  And i t  was not  unt i l—I s tood at  one—With He who played with ashes,
  That  I  saw—Through my gun—Myself  amongst  the masses .

  The l ight  I  know and see—Not through me—But only through I tself .
  This  soul  of  mine—Will  twist  and wind—Unti l  i t  res ts  in  Himself .

  I  found freedom—in the Son—when I  te thered to  Him.
  My path is  made—I am saved—From the heavens,  and not  within.

re F L e c T i o n s
o n re c e n T ha p p e n i n g s

Prof .  Don King,  PhD

The recent  dea th  of  my col league ,  J im,  and  the  more  recent  dea th  of  my former  s tudent  a re 
sharp  reminders  of  the  f rag i l i ty  of  l i fe .  L ike  many,  I  t end  to  forge t  tha t  we  are  only  wisps  of  the 
wind  or  morning  dew.  But  dea th  i s  no t  new to  Montrea t  Col lege .  Over  the  years ,  many co l leagues 
have  passed  on  as  wel l  as  severa l  s tudents .  In  the  mid-1990s  one  of  our  sen ior  Engl i sh  majors—a 
br ight ,  winsome,  de l igh t fu l  young woman—went  home for  Spr ing  Break ,  had  a  bra in  aneurysm, 
and  d ied .  A few years  la te r,  th ree  of  our  s tudents  were  t rave l ing  on  I -40  be tween Swannanoa  and 
Black  Mounta in  when a  semi  c rossed  over  the  median ,  s t ruck  them head-on ,  and  took  them f rom 
us .  Not  long  af te r  tha t ,  a  recent  graduate—who had  been  a  f ie rce  but  compass iona te  pro- l i fe 
advoca te—was k i l led  in  an  au tomobi le  co l l i s ion ;  i ron ica l ly,  she  was  pregnant  wi th  her  f i r s t  ch i ld . 
And then ,  no t  long  af te rwards ,  a  g i f ted  a th le te—with  a  smi le  as  cheer fu l  as  a  summer  sunr i se—
went  home for  Chr is tmas  break ,  cont rac ted  a  b lood  d isease ,  and  d ied .  None  of  these  s tudent 
dea ths  made  sense .  Al l  o f  them le f t  deep  hear tbreak .  There  i s  never  a  sa t i s fy ing  answer  to  the 
ques t ion ,  “Why?”  I  have  no  new ins ight  to  share  about  these  sha t te r ing  losses .  Poems l ike  John 
Donne’s  “Death  Be  Not  Proud”  and  many passages  of  Scr ip ture  offe r  anodynes ,  bu t  in  the  end , 
many of  us  a re  le f t  bewi ldered  by  dea th .  Af te r  the  recent  t ragedy,  I  t ex ted  a  f r iend:  “ In  sp i te  of  h i s 
dea th ,  I  s t i l l  be l ieve  in  the  goodness  of  God’s  charac te r.  L i fe  may be  a  boa t load  of  dung a t  t imes , 
bu t  He  i s  wor thy,  lov ing ,  and  grac ious .  Whi le  chaos  swir l s  a round us  a l l ,  He  i s  the  s t i l l ,  tu rn ing 
poin t  of  the  universe .”  My f r iend  tex ted  back:  “Amen.  I  be l ieve  tha t  wi th  Don.”  I  am wr i t ing 
th i s  re f lec t ion—appropr ia te ly  enough—on Good Fr iday.  In  a  few days ,  we  ce lebra te  Eas te r  and 
Chr is t ’s  defea t  of  dea th .  Al though the  f rag i l i ty  of  l i fe  remains ,  in  His  v ic tory  over  dea th ,  we  f ind 
the  only  hope  wor th  l iv ing—and dying—for. 
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aF T e r m a T h
Prof .  Kimber ly  Angle ,  PhD

I  don’t  know about  you,  but  I ’m not  good at  math— 
numbers  leave me numb,  and I’m lef t  s tymied by s ta ts  
of  days,  boxed and masked,  lef t  dimwit ted by decimals 
of  improper  death counts  and photographs  
of  empty s t rol lers  in  Ukraine. 
Where are  the common denominators? 
The t imes tables  of  memorized dates  and logic 
devised to  keep his tory from repeat ing? 
And then a  text  of  the pol ice  report  bleeps:  
“In Graham Chapel ,  one unat tended death.” 
 
So even here ,  in  Montreat ,  in  la te  March,  the bare  t rees 
s tand at  odds for  solving Y,  and the daffodi l , 
i t s  head bowed with rain is  s t i l l  yel low two days 
into Spring,  2022,  where under  lovely pale  blue skies  
we’re  lef t  to  grapple  with the act ions,  act ions,  act ions  
that  leave us  f ract ions,  f ractured sums of  someone, 
something we desperately dreamed we’d become, 
lef t  us  searching for  lost  plans,  for  the s tandard deviat ions  
meant  to  br idge once upon a  t ime to  happy ever  af ter.  
 
One ar i thmetic  lesson I  remember:  anything mult ipl ied 
by zero equals  zero.  I  don’t  know about  you,  
but  as  I  review my rough calculat ions 
three days into Spring,  the sweetest  of  days in  Montreat 
in  f i f teen years ,  I  f ind,  af ter  a l l ,  that  I  actual ly  do.  
And,  so,  I ’m learning.  Ask my neighbor: 
“What  do I  need to  know about  you? .  .  . 
And do you know what’s  unsolved in  me?”   
 
St i l l ,  the  other  s ide of  ledgers  must  factor  in , 
the checks and balances,  the s teadfastness  of  l ight :  
a  given,  af ter  a l l—here,  here ,  where physicis ts  haven’t  yet  
accounted for  the Great  Cloud of  Witnesses ,  hymns  
by the ten- thousands going up and out  
spi l l ing goodness ,  now, now into eterni ty.  
 
Even today I  heard voices  ra ised,  rehears ing  
on a  sunny Wednesday at  4:30 for  Good Friday 
while  in  an upper  room a s tudent  s tumbles  over  Joy 
to  the World,  and pract ices  for  Chris tmas twelve days 
into Spring,  here ,  here ,  now, now, at  Montreat ,  grat i tude  
and reverence and praise  are  ever  increasing with voices  
off  key and wai l ing over  everything that’s  loved and lost  
and found,  yet  harmony echoes s t i l l—here,  here—The Lord’s  Prayer  
ra ised approximately one mil l ion,  three hundred thousand,  
four  hundred and eighty-seven t imes from the beat ing hear ts 
peopl ing the Church services ,  the Chapel  gather ings,  the weddings,  
the  bapt isms,  the convocat ions,  the prayer  meet ings,  the Children’s  
Pageants ,  and the Easter  Sundays s ince 1935.  
 
In  the end,  a l l  the  problems with words—the unrhymed l ines , 
def ini t ions dimmed,  meaning muted and unmetered— 
the mutter ings of  “I  love you,  I  love you,  I  love you”  
that  can’t  be received in  s ickness  or  by percentages 
of  the s tuff  of  f lesh and blood,  are  s t i l l  resounding. 
Here,  here ,  Brother,  Sis ter  in  Chris t ,  know this  constant :  
the  Spir i t  s ighs,  t ransf igures  tongues and calculus  and pr imes, 
our  c i rcumstance and consequence  
into eloquence incomprehensible . 
 

Here,  here  in  Montreat ,  our  chapel ,  Graham Chapel— 
this  place of  r ings exchanged,  of  prayers  and good intent ions, 
we are  broken and,  yet ,  s t i l l ,  I  f ind the report  must  be corrected: 
for  now we can s tand and bear  witness  
that  our  c i rc le ,  s t i l l  in tact ,  embraces  any shadow  
that  our  Holy Ground remains indivis ible—here,  here—
where there  never  was,  nor  never  shal l  be 
one l i fe  or  one death  
unat tended.  
Amen.

uk r a i n e
The Editors

The  even t s  o f  March  23 rd  shocked  the  campus  in  many  d i f f e ren t  ways ,  because 
th i s  i s  a  campus  made  up  o f  un ique  ind iv idua l s—peop le  who  have  d ive r se  r eac t ions  to 
adve r se  s i t ua t ions .  Ye t  t he  widesp read  conce rn ,  i n t r igue ,  and  sadness  tha t  s t emmed  f rom 
tha t  even t  a l so  se rved  to  d i s t r ac t  u s  f rom someth ing  tha t  s t a r t ed  a lmos t  exac t ly  a  mon th 
p rev ious ly,  and  wh ich  i s  a  t r agedy  jus t  a s  dese rv ing  o f  r ecogn i t ion  a s  any th ing  e l se  tha t 
has  happened  th i s  s emes te r.

Tensions had been r is ing between Russia  and Ukraine,  but  on February 24th,  2022, 
Russia  began i ts  a t tempt  to  invade.  Ukraine has  been put t ing up a  f ierce resis tance (as  of 
the t ime of  wri t ing,  they have not  yet  fa l len) ,  though they have also made many requests 
for  internat ional  support ,  to  which many nat ions have responded.  The majori ty  of  the world 
has  condemned the act ions of  Russia  and Vladimir  Put in ,  yet  Ukraine has  received solely 
munit ions and humanitar ian aid,  with not  one country having yet  responded to  Ukraine’s 
request  for  addi t ional  t roops to  dr ive out  the invaders .

As of  the week this  was publ ished,  Ukraine has  been at  war  for  two months,  which has 
forced mil l ions of  people  to  leave their  homes.  The UN est imates  that  there  wil l  be around 
seven mil l ion refugees,  with just  as  many people  internal ly  displaced within the country. 
Many refugees have f led to  Poland,  with others  heading to  other  par ts  of  Europe,  and some 
f leeing to  Russia .  This  year,  this  confl ic t  has  hi t  our  campus different ly  than i t  may have 
in  the past ,  as  we have s tudents  a t tending Montreat  f rom both Ukraine and Russia .  Because 
of  this ,  a  s i tuat ion that  is  so far  removed from many s tudents  hi ts  unusual ly  c lose to  home.

If  you would l ike to  support  Ukraine,  one of  the most  impactful  ways to  do so is 
through donat ions.  There are  a  var ie ty  of  organizat ions that  are  working to  both help the 
Armed Forces  in  Ukraine and provide humanitar ian aid.  Along with that ,  you can email 
Congress .  There’s  a  var ie ty  of  templates  that  can help you to  know what  to  wri te  to  your 
local  Congress  Members ,  or  you can wri te  your  own message.  Congress  Members’ websi tes 
provide their  contact  information.

The  wor ld  i s  go ing  through changes—a metamorphos is ,  i f  you  wi l l—and i t  may seem 
l ike  a l l  we  can  do ,  as  co l lege  s tudents  on  the  o ther  s ide  of  the  wor ld ,  i s  observe .  I t  may 
seem l ike  we can’t  do  anyth ing  about  the  pass ing  of  Prof .  Souther land  except  watch;  or 
tha t  there’s  no th ing  to  be  done  wi th  Graham Chapel  except  wai t  for  l i fe  to  re turn  to  the 
s ta tus  quo .  But  th i s  i s  on ly  par t ia l ly  t rue :  th rough observa t ion ,  we  can  do  what  we  came 
here  to  do .  Learn .  Unders tand .  Apprec ia te .  And,  most  impor tan t ly,  we  can  grow in  ways 
we could  never  have  predic ted .

“ A r t  i s  a  b a l a n c e  o f  observa t ion  o f  t h e  r e a l  w o r l d ,  i t  n e e d s  t o  b e  o r i g i n a l ,  a n d  t h a t 
o b s e r v a t i o n  i n  a n d  o f  i t s e l f  i s  n o t  v e r y  i n t e r e s t i n g  o r  i n s p i r i n g ,  b u t  w h e n  y o u  c o m b i n e  t h a t 

w i t h  y o u r  i n t u i t i v e  f o r m a l i s m — t h a t  i s  t h e  b e s t  o f  t h e  a r t  y o u  c a n  m a k e .  Y o u r  o w n  s e n s e 
o f  b e a u t y ,  b a l a n c e  a n d  r e p e t i t i o n  r e f l e c t  t h a t  i n  y o u r  o w n  s e t  o f  a e s t h e t i c s .  T h a t  c a n n o t 

h a p p e n  w i t h o u t  c r i t i c a l  t h i n k i n g . ”
Prof .  Souther land,  in  a  s tudent  interview from the  Fal l  2021  semester
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Selected  Art  by  Prof .  J im Souther land
Top:  “Big  Oak”   •    Bottom:  “Squash & Tomatoes”

Selected  Art  by  Prof .  J im Souther land
Top:  “Most ly  Pesto”    •    Bottom:  “Botanica l  Bridge”



To T h e re a D e r s  o F  Th e La m p po s T:

It  has  a lways  been The L amp Post ’s  goa l  to  provide  a  showcase  for  the  creat ive  abi l it ies 
of  Montreat  C ol lege  students ,  a lumni,  and faculty,  as  wel l  as  being able  to  provide  some 
measure  of  stabi l ity  when going through per iods  of  change.  And this  l i terar y  journal  has  seen 
its  fair  share  of  changes :  the  last  two issues  were  publ ished in  the  ever-changing COVID-19 
landscape,  and whi le  this  i ssue  has  been largely  exempt  f rom those  complicat ions ,  i t  i s 
fair  to  say  that  much has  gone on dur ing this  semester  which we fe lt  we had to  address . 
This  obviously  led to  the  creat ion of  the  “Metamorphoses”  sec t ion,  and it  i s  our  hope that 
future  editors  wi l l  take  s imi lar  init iat ive  to  change the  format  of  The L amp Post  as  the  need 
ar ises—and in  doing so,  prove this  to  be  a  t ru ly  metamorphica l  publ icat ion.

Many  t han ks  must  a l s o  b e  g iven  to  our  fac u lty  adv is ors ,  Dr.  Kimb er ly  Ang le  and  Dr. 
E l i zab et h  Juckett ,  w it hout  w hom The  L amp Post  wou ld  not  ex i s t  at  a l l  and  w hos e  gu idance 
has  proven  to  b e  inva luable  once  again .  We wou ld  a l s o  l i ke  to  honor  Dr.  Juckett  in 
p ar t ic u lar,  w ho wi l l  b e  re t i r ing  at  t he  end  of  t he  c ur rent  s emester,  and  w ho wi l l  b e  de ar ly 
miss e d  by  b ot h  t he  L amp Post  e d itors  as  wel l  as  t he  Mont re at  community  as  a  w hole .  This 
i s  one  more  met amor phos is  to  w hich  we  wi l l  adapt ,  howe ver  re luc t ant ly  we  must  do  s o.  We 
wish  you  t he  happies t  of  re t i rements ,  Dr.  Juckett ,  as  wel l  as  t he  b es t  of  luck  in  w here ver 
t he  L ord  de c ides  to  t a ke  you  next .

We’d a lso  l ike  to  g ive  specia l  ment ions  to  two of  our  editors—Li l l ie  Wieder  and Jannessa 
Kauf fman—whose work on the  “Metamorphoses”  sec t ion a l lowed it  to  be  f inished in  t ime 
for  publ icat ion,  with  qual ity  content  of  which the  ent ire  staf f  i s  proud.  This  sec t ion was  a 
late  addit ion to  the  journal ,  and one unprecedented in  recent  histor y,  but  they made sure  we 
were  able  to  pr int  it  regardless .

The  e d itor ia l  s t a f f  i s  proud to  pres ent  t h i s  i s sue  as  our  f ines t  ye t ,  and  i t  i s  our  cont inue d 
go a l  t hat  t h i s  can  b e  s a id  of  e ver y  ne w e dit ion  of  The  L amp Post ;  and,  wit h  t he  he lp  of  our 
cre at ive ly  t a lente d  Mont re at  community,  we’re  p os i t ive  t hat  we  wi l l  b e  able  to  me et  t h i s 
go a l  again  next  ye ar.

With prayers  that ,  not  shunning change,  we gracefu l ly  adapt  to  God’s  wi l l ,

The Lamp Post  Editor ia l  Staff

sT a T e m e n T o F pu r p o s e

The L amp Post  is  an interdisc ipl inar y  undergraduate  ar ts  journal—created,  des igned, 
and publ ished by and for  Montreat  students ,  a lumni,  s taf f ,  faculty,  and supporters .  At  The 
L amp Post ,  we bel ieve  that  ar t  comes f rom within and potent ia l ly  creates  response,  react ion, 
inquir y,  and discourse.  We do not  l imit  the  def init ion of  ar t ;  instead,  we bel ieve  “we are  the 
clay,  and You our  potter ;  a l l  of  us  are  the  work of  Your hand” (Is .  64 :8) .

eD i T o r i a L po L i c i e s

The L amp Post  accepts  submiss ions  v ia  emai l  at  thelamppost@montreat .edu.  Upon 
receipt  of  a  piece,  the  submiss ion wi l l  be  reviewed by members  of  the  editor ia l  s taf f  and 
faculty  advisors .  The L amp Post  reser ves  the  r ight  to  edit  texts  received;  however,  substant ia l 
changes  are  made in  consultat ion with the  or ig ina l  creator.  Montreat  C ol lege  administrat ion 
g ives  f ina l  approval  before  publ icat ion.  Creators  retain  copyr ight  and publ ishing r ights  to 
a l l  submiss ions  without  restr ic t ions .  There  is  no l imit  to  the  length of  submiss ions ,  but 
shor ter  ( two pages  or  less)  submiss ions  are  preferred.  Visua l  ar t  submiss ions  should be  sent 
as  attachments  to  an emai l  with  the  ar t ist’s  contact  informat ion present .

se L e c T i o n cr i T e r i a

T h e  L amp  Po s t  c ons i d e r s  s u bm i s s i ons  o f  a r t i s t i c  m e r i t  i n  any  pu b l i s h ab l e  for m .  A f t e r 
re v i e w,  s u bm i s s i ons  w i l l  f a l l  i nt o  on e  of  t h re e  c at e gor i e s :  Ac c e pt i on  Wit h out  R e v i s i on , 
Ac c e pt i on  Pe n d i ng  R e v i s i on ,  or  D e c l i n e  t o  Ac c e pt .  T h e  E d i t i or i a l  B o ard  of  T h e  L amp 
Po s t  re s e r ve s  t h e  r i g ht  t o  s u m m ar i ly  d e c l i n e  wor k s  t h at  u n n e c e s s ar i l y  g l or i f y  v i o l e n c e , 
prom ot e  any  v ar i ant  o f  pre ju d i c e ,  c ont a i n  i l l i c i t  c ont e nt ,  or  d o  n ot  re pre s e nt  t h e  a c a d e m i c 
s t an d ard s  o f  Mont re at  C o l l e ge .

Opinions  presented  here in  are  those  of  the  s tudent  authors  and edi tors ,  and do  not  necessar i ly 
represent  or  ref lec t  the  v iews of  the  Montreat  Col lege  adminis trat ion ,  facul ty ,  or  s taff .




