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She woke to the sight of rickety, dirty shack walls, the same sight she saw before falling asleep the night before. She could see dim rays of
sunlight peeking through the cracks in the delicate walls and reckoned it was nearly sixin the morning. She cursed herself for waking up so late. As she
rolled off of her mat on the floor she glanced over at the old man who had been sharing her not so humble abode for the past few months. Actually it
was his home not hers, but he insisted on letting her call it her own as well. The he in question was named Marcello and he was in his 70's, which was
amazing considering the times, and almost completely blind. Almost, because he could see some fuzzy balls of light if it was bright enough outside.
She had no idea how he has managed to stay alive this long with his near nonexistent eyesight. As she began slipping her clothes on, a thin black shirt
and equally thin green pants, Marcello began to stir. Esther? Marcello called out. “Hm?” She replied, looking over at the old man. Have you gone out for
breakfast yet? “No. . .| just woke up actually. I'll go now, be back soon.” “Woke up late, huh? Well don't get lost out there," he replied, cracking a smile.

She responded with a grin, even though Marcello couldn't see it, and pushed back the thick blanket that served as the door. The dirt streets
were relatively deserted with only a few women mingling around preparing to open their meager shops for the day. Esther waved at the women, a few
of them waving back, but the most of them just ignored her. People were so unhappy these days. She walked down the path leading away from the
residential area and towards the market street. The markets were pathetic things really, offering half rotted fruit and withering vegetables. People really
did try to offer good quality food, but it was difficult when there was no rain for months on end. They also had a butcher shop which, if you were lucky,
you could find a nice chunk of chicken. Though being able to afford that nice chunk of chicken was another thing. The small town's one lonely butcher

shop, offered cheaper, ambiguous meats of questionable content, if you couldn't afford the chicken or dried beef.

Esther made her way towards the tiniest fruit stand near the middle of the strip. It was so small that it was sometimes over looked, which
meant that there was always some fruit left by the end of the day. The young woman who ran the stand always handed out the left over fruit to the
lingering children in the alley ways. Esther greeted the woman and looked over what the stand had to offer: pears, apples, small peaches which weren’t
quite ripe, and even a few blue berries. After pondering over what she preferred at the moment she picked up a few apples for herself and two pears for
Marcello. Esther dumped out her money and counted it to give to the woman. She had no coins left now. The woman gave a bright smile as she took
the small coins. Esther loved this woman, this brave woman who dared to smile at everyone she came in contact with, no matter what her day was like.

Esther left the market and headed home.

As Esther made her way back towards her dilapidated neighborhood she felt the presence of someone behind her. A quick glance
confirmed it was a tiny child, no older than five years. She couldn't tell the child's gender, and she only noticed the wide hazel eyes watching her from
underneath thick black hair Esther knew what the child was planning beneath those dim eyes, for it was something she did often as a child: pick pock-
eting. Pick pocketing was more of a way of life around here, because most of the people who didn't own a shop had no other choice. Esther let children
pick money off of her if she knew she only had a little left; she felt bad for those poor, hungry beings, especially if they were orphans. Remembering she
had no money left, Esther turned around to face the child, who stopped dead in their tracks and those wide eyes got impossibly bigger with fear.”l don't

have any money left, kid. | spent it all on these,"she said to the child, holding up the fruit.
The child's eyes locked onto the fru, practically begging with its gaze. Esther felt her chest tighten; she couldn't stand the thought of

showing a starving child food and not sharing. After a quick debate with herself she gave in, and held out one of the apples to the child. Those dim,

hazel eyes became brilliant and cheerful. The child grabbed the apple slowly, gently, as if to say “Can | really?” When the apple was firmly in the child's
9rip was when the child began to eat. Esther smiled and asked a question she might regret later. “What's your name?" The child looked up at her from

beneath dark eyelashes and answered quietly between bites of the apple, “Alby. Alby; this was a boy then. “Well, Alby, | am going to leave now ok,”

Esther replied. “OK. Bye bye Miss. Thanks!”
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everything was explained. The President’s voice was heard throughout all the cities that night. He announced that he planned to build super cities, 7
called Urban Domes, to help the society. These domes would hold what American life used to be like: cars, schools, jobs, and of course food. But there

was the catch, the thing that made the new perfect future impossible for most to achieve. There were numerous requirements to get into these Urban
Domes. You had to have a family of four or less; they didn’t want large families eating all the food. You had to be a certain ethnicity: preferably white,

but a few African Americans would be allowed, just so there would be some diversity. You and your entire family had to be completely healthy, not even
something as simple as a cold; they didn't want anyone infecting their perfect society. And, here’s the kicker, you had to be able to pay $2000 to even

past the gates. The entire room was filled with despair, for everyone in the room knew they didn’t qualify. No jobs meant no money and none of them

had a job except for the man who graciously let them all stay in his home. When the president was done talking, the radio shut off and everyone went

to sleep.

Two years later most of the residents had left their host family, and Marcello was preparing to move out as well. After that Marcello’s story
was mostly about his travels and watching the world crumble. Twelve years after he left the caring family, he lost his eyesight after witnessing a nuclear
bomb destroy a nearby town. He was miles away but he stared it in the face and he has paid for it. Ever since then he has been traveling, picking up
acquaintances that help him because of his disability. At 68 years he settled down here, where someone graciously gave him this shack he called home.

He showed Esther his keepsakes: pictures of his mother and former friends, his favorite CDs that will never be played again, and most
importantly the ring he was going to give his girlfriend. He saved up for years to get a ring, and he was never able to give it to her. Esther could hear the
sadness in his voice when he spoke of his former lover. She tried to change the subject when it came to that.

The rest of their afternoon was spent observing people and playing Marcello's sitar for a few coins. They did manage to scrape up three
quarters, which could buy them another apple for tomorrow. Esther stripped out of her day clothes to her underwear and crawled under the thin blan-
ket on the floor. She adjusted herself until she was comfortable and tried to sleep. Sleep, though, evaded her. It always does. Marcello on the other

hand was sound asleep on his makeshift cot, snoring softly.

After much tossing and turning she drifted offto a dreamless sleep. She awoke to see the sunlight streaming through her thin curtains. She
rubbed the sleep from her eyes and rolled out of bed. She heard her mother banging on the door, “Esther! Esther wake up you will be late!”

She moved slowly asif still in a dream, and in a way she was. The only thing on her mind was the fleeting memories of the dream she was

roused from. Making her way into the shower she continued to think on her dream. She was stillin a daze as she walked down the stairs to the kitchen

to eat breakfast.

dear, | am glad you are finally up!” her mother exclaimed as she set her food in front of her. She stared at the food and
thought of the lttle boy in her dream, Alby, who would have possibly killed for this meal. Esther switched on the TV and turned it to the morning news.
She listened to the perfect blonde news caster prattle on about so-and-so who cheated on what's-his-face and how President Whatever has plans to

travel to Japan. Then the news caster said something that made Esther instantly sick.

“Good morning,

gallon by this summer. Here are some tips to help you save.” She said the last part with
ddenly lost her appetite. She was assaulted by the memory of Marcello’s tragic story and

“New reports show that gas could get up 10 $5a
a disqusting smile. Esther pushed her food away; she had su
how it all started with the rise in gas prices.
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Well we moved to West Lauderdale in the sixth grade second semester. It was a lot easier coming
to the block system where we only had 4 classes to focus on. | am now a junior at West Lauderdale making
A's and B's by myself. | also get help from my teachers. | don't have to take as much medicine as | did in my
junior high years but still need a little help. My teachers at West Lauderdale are so helpful and are always
willing to be there for me when | am struggling and in need of help.

Life with Dyslexia is a lot easier than it was when | was smaller. | can stay focused on what Iam
doing and feel that | can accomplish what | have started. | still work on my ADHD problems but it is easier
now that | play football and put out as much effort at weight lifting and running. | still have troubles with
my Dyslexia when trying to understand processes and words as well as my homework; | sometimes have
trouble in football learning plays. | get them confused and backwards. | managed to do OK and want ev-
eryone to know that you can achieve anything even with special needs. God made me special for a reason,
and | can't wait to find out what is next.

This is Fletcher McKee, and this is my story “Life of a Dyslexic.” | hope everyone will enjoy itand
realize that nothing is impossible. Remember“l can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.”
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| Ignatius gazed over the barren wasteland, the falling sun casting strange shadows across the =
dfisert. Nightfall was fast approaching and with it would come the outlaws. Ignatius needed to get to :13

| higher ground and he needed to get there now. Peering through the scope of his rifle, he attempted to
find a suitable place to bed down for the night. The land to the west was completely flat, no defensive

| ground to speak of at all. Damn. ,

Ignatius sat down the rifle, cursing. He hated to backtrack in the middle of a mission, but there
was little choice. An extra day on the journey to Deseret would be exponentially safer than going to
sleep with no cover. Outlaw bands raided and pillaged all across the land that had once been the
United States of America. Leaving the safety of a city’s walls was tantamount to asking for bandits to
take whatever you owned. The only way to prevent a raid is to travel in large numbers with heavily
armed men. A lone wanderer like Ignatius would be an easy target to even the most incompetent
outlaw bands. Or so some had thought.

; He had always buried the bodies afterwards.

He turned from his perch back to the east, once again peering through his scope. The
m.agniﬁcation was only eight times normal human eyesight, but it was enough to see closely for a half
mile or so. It was then that Ignatius noticed something that shouldn’t have been there.

A small beacon of light illuminated the twilight almost four hundred meters from where

' Ignatius stood. It was a gasless lantern, one of the few surviving remnants of the times before

Armageddon. None of the outlaw bands that roamed the Unclaimed Lands could have had that kind
of technology. It could only mean one thing. Apparently, he hadn’t been as careful as he had thought.

Ignatius ran as fast as he could through the sparse outgrowth of trees, desperately hoping the
consuming darkness would hide his movements long enough to circle around behind his pursuer.
Reaching a small ridge covered in trees, [gnatius stopped suddenly, trying to find the source of the
light. It soon came into view, bouncing slightly. Rider on horseback, Ignatius thought. Not the best way
to sneak up on someone, but a hell of a lot easier than walking,

The rider soon passed underneath the small ridge. Ignatius crouched down amongst the stunted
undergrowth, steading his rifle with his right hand and reaching for the trigger with his left. For just a
moment he considered the possibility that this man was just a weary traveler and not an agent from
one of the rival states. But a man in Ignatius’ line of work didn’t grow old by not being paranoid.

_ The last dying rays of the sun gave Ignatius just enough light to see the man through his scope.
v Breathing slowly, he moved the crosshairs over the man’s right shoulder. The weapon fired with a loud
' | Crack that broke through the tranquil dusk like a bolt of lightning striking a tree. The man was thrown

| from his mount and hit the ground hard.

| Ignatius broke from his covered vantage point, rifle still poised over the prone hody of the man.

The horse had turned and ran at the sound of the rifle shot, hooves clapping madly against the packed
€arth of the dusty trail. Ignatius approached the body cautiously, not wanting to be shot in the man’s

death throes, He flipped the body over with the toe of his boot. What he saw turned his blood colder
% i than a desert night.

Stitched across the man’s tunic was a large
embroidered cross the color of blood. The
symbol of the New Catholic Church.
| Ignatius put his boot on the throat of the
! man, increasing his weight until he saw the

man grimace.
“I know you can hear me, Sicarius. Do not
pretend you do not.” The man on the

gmun(l stirred.
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' It was a small empire, composed of most of yhe southern and southeastern parts of the former
United States of America. It was also Ignatius’ new home.

The orphanage had served as a recruitment pool for the Church’s espionage corps. From an early
age, the Church Fathers had trained him in the arts of assassination and espionage, taught him languages,
customs, and the martial arts. He had been well on his way to becoming the youngest full member of the
.{earﬁd Sicarii in the two hundred year history of the New Catholic Church. He had even been accepted
to the presence of the Cardinal Gregory III himself. The Cardinal was the authority of the Church,
Wielding almost as much powers as Lord of New Orleans. But then seventeen year old Ignatius’ world

ha . ;

d come crashing down around him.

l Public executions had been a major part of New
1 . ” . 8 i an?
ad seen many murderers, rapists and thieves swing from the hangman

Harpcr died had been different. . L
Ignatius had watched the young man led to the gallows in chains, head bowed in silent fury. Anton

arper was young, only a few years older than Ignatius. They had played many times together at the
“rphanage until the Church had come for Ignatius. Antons only crime had been angering one of the
Nobles of Lord James’ court. The Duke of Natchez’s daughter had fallen in love with Anton. When the

tke found out, he had Anton arrested for seducing a woman of noble birth, a death sentence for any
““mmoner. It was then, as he watched his former friend slowly die from asphyxiation, that Ignatius decided
that he could never wﬂI’ingly serve the Cardinal or Lord James again. He left the state of New Orleans in
the dead of night and never looked back. The Jast eight years he had spent wor'kjng against the state of
New Orleans and the New Catholic Church as an agent of the American Er.np.n*e. .

Ignatiug’ musings brought him back to the present and his current mission, the journey to the state
Yeseret. Deseret had been founded a few years after Armegeddon.Joseph Young, a descendant of
ngham Young, was allegedly visited by an angel the night before Armegeddon and was told to prepare to
teform the nation of Dcs:(‘rct in its’ aftermath. Prophet Young, as he came to be ca.llcd, had ruled the
lerritor‘y harshly, aﬁd with no mercy for (ransgressors. There was one punishment mrDese,rct; deat}l, for
My and all crimes, The current Prophet, the Prophet Stevens, carried out Prophet Young’s laws with a

erVur tha e

t bordered on mass homicide. _ )
The American Empire cared litde if the Prophet chose to kill his subjects. It was ’Lhe.St‘atc of
' £ nate. That was Ignatius’ mission; to

? - - i
N Us nuclear program that interested the Emperor of the Se . phoie
Cover any files relating to Project Manhattan and sabotage the Deseretan en :

And if he saw a chance to assassinate the Prophet, so be it.
Several rest g onatius awoke with the breaking of the'dau : .
sup Cascading ﬂiizllzs; }l]}? :;—Zi?ite? lig;:,:;()f the trees. He rubbed his eyes with the heel of his hand, looking

‘)learily toward the west Ignatius had always been 2 light sleeper, the slightest sound causing him to wake

Im .
Mediately, Such a trait was useful in the field-
The sound of breaking twig grabbed Ignatiu

Orleans society ever since Armegeddon. Ignatius
s noose, but the day that Anton

of Deg

m, the reddish light of the

s from his half-sleep to full combat readiness, pistol

D().intﬁd steadlily at the d. For a full minute, he searched for the cause of the sound, eyes tracking the
Slighteg el soun .d - blink. His fears were allayed %nome_nts la‘tcr when a large
ra‘bbit Ccrawled oug .r g}?atlusd arc h ﬁos e teitching in the air. Ignatius sighed in 1'*el1'ef, althougl.l his eyes
Ul searcheg the Su(;mlﬂl‘i;:: -erg;:‘iﬁ c;se the rabbi’s appearance had been only cpmadence. Satisfied

re were 1 —— luridl%g - the nearby vicinity, Ignatius gathered his belongings and set out on the

(ra;
Tai] o Deserey
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The Unclaimed Lands were an anomaly in this post-apocalyptic Amenc:a in thi;t]it:gezjong
| were devoid of any permanent residents. The outlaw bands were mostly nomadic, trat\;le ruins of
the main trails, always in search of wealth-laden merchants. Onl)./ here you could see . ahead
the once great nation of America. Ignatius could see one such ruin a few hl}ﬂdl‘ﬁd TF;C e could
of him, a massive city now nothing more than piles of broken rubble. Looking closely, o Jthic "
see the cracked and broken black roads that had once covered this country. The. almost-m [ erous
lost technology of Pre-Armageddon America had included the method of creating the my and
| hard black substance, along with the gasless lantern the Church assassin had been Carmng};ad

horseless wagons, among numerous other items, Projects to rediscover the lost technology
been started, but to no avail. Which was why Ignatius’ current mission was so important.

body, the Senate.

Ignatius broke from hig reveri
Journey, not drifting into deep tho

| his face clean, his trained ears

. to
. . ght sound of voices, many voices, not trylngtop 0
unheard. Immediately, Ignatius threw himself fla; against the earth and crawled to the

. o s
nearby hill. Carefy] o keep his rifle barrel clear of any debris, he came upon the crest, e):n
for any danger. Ignatius did not 3€€ anything withip, , couple of miles, but that didn’t Mm%,

’ . nzon'
danger wasn’t there, Peering through hjs Scope, Ignatius saw something strange on the ho arket
It was a small village, Possibly twe hundre

a
. d people milling about in the middle of no
of sorts. Ignatius was confused for i ;
permanent settlements, The outlaws
| reason. Living more than f
? suicide.

ime the syp, w

u
! _ e

aS near (o setting, Ignatius was among th
goers, weapong Stashed

: beel
: ' : safely away from pry]ng eyes. The rifle hadm to hlde
Particularly hard to hide, but Ignatiyg’ long, billowing black coat provided plenty of 100
almost anything in, ' P

4_4
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17
Upon closer examination of the market stalls, Ignatius could see that they were mounted on
wheels, able to be moved if the situation demanded it. They must be at least semi-nomadic then, Ian
mused, eyes silently gathering intelligence to add to the Empire’s already vast knowledge.
Some of the villagers sold meats, some sold livestock, some sold trinkets. Some sold
themselves. A trio of half-starved prostitutes gazed at [gnatius through jaded, dead eyes. They made
their half-hearted attempts to persuade him to part with whatever valuables he owned, attempts that
Ignatius quietly but firmly denied. They were less than bothered by his
would come along that was not as picky as Ignatius.

Ignatius could feel several pairs of eyes on him as he made his way through the crowded,
makeshift street. In this environment it would be almost impossible to spot a tail and Ignatius didn’t
like that. Not a damn bit, he thought as he (ried in vain to identify someone that didn’t belong. There
were so many different people here that everyonc looked out of place.

Out of nowhere, a hand the size of a large bowl landed on Ignatius’ shoulders, making his

already on-edge nerves jump. The knife hidden at his lower back was half out of its sheath before
Ignatius could stop himself.

rejection; they knew another

The man either didn’t notice Ignatius’ reaction or did not recognize it for what it was. His
broad face was split in two with the widest smile Ignatius had ever seen. _ .

“Hello, friend! I bid you good even and welcome you to Lion’.s Den,.our traveling village!”
Ignatius was slightly taken aback at this display of friendliness. Growing up 1n the‘ State'of New
Orleans, he had seen hidden animosity, paranoia, and shifting alliances but very little fm?ndlmess.'
Ignatius was about to answer when he finally realized the sheer size of the man l_chore him. Ignatius
Was no small man, a few fingers under two meters and all_"nost one across, but this man was a head
and a half taller and twice as broad. This giant was the biggest man Ignatu.ls had ever seen.

The giant’s face fell slightly when Ignatius didn’t rcsp.ond. “Some,tahmg wrong,‘frlend:‘ I can
assure you we have almost anything you could imagine here 1 our stalls.” He leaned in ClOSEl: o
Ignatius and lowered his voice to a consPiratoriul whisper. “We even have a few American artifacts if
You migh Mg >

gigtll;;j\:’niﬁirest was indeed peaked, but wary of false.artifacts. The American El‘ﬂ}?il‘@ was
always keen to acquire new items related to the revered A‘mencans. ,He knew he must play it slowly;
appearing too eager would drive the price to a level Ignatius cpuldn t afford. . et

Ignatius smiled at the giant man and finally re]eas?d. his hold on the knife. (;ry w:lrc ,F riend.
I.f these artifacts prove to be genuine, I would gladly be willing to take them off your hands. For the
right price, of course.”

The giant laughed a laugh
befitting his large girth. “I knew it! I
new you would be a shrewd negotiator

the moment T saw you.” He threw his
arm around Ignatius’ shoulder and led
him to one of the open, multi-colored

tents behind the stalls. “You may call me
Ozymandias,by the way.”
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18 “And my name is Ignatius, good Ozymandias.” Ignatius’ p
saw their destination. Being led into an unknown room
alarm bells ringing through Ignatius’ head. His left han
armpit and his right moved back to the knife hilt.

Ozymandias’ face lost all pretense of joviality as soon as the tent f]
man behind a large glass case, he spoke a short command th
pulled out a pistol with a black tube attacl
man stopped and spared a look at Ozym
concern with a wave of his hand.

“You were followed here, 1
Please, allow him to do his joh.”

. _ y . ; ine at Ozymandias
Ignatius lowered his weapon cautiously, but did not holster it. He was looking at Ozym
with suspicion as Randal] moved sil

ently out of the tent. Ozymandias noticed his
suspicion and smiled craft]] .

“All will be explained in dye time, Ignatius. For now, you will have to trust me.”
Ignatius nodded his head but still dig not holster hj

. -4 Tonatius that

s pistol. A shift in the wind notified Iglmctill}‘; full
Randall had returned, Presumably successful in his mission. Ozymandias smiled and turned hx:
attention to Ignatiys,

aranoia level grew the moment he
by an over-friendly stranger was sending
d inched toward the large pistol under his

ap was closed. Turning to a
at Ignatius couldn’t hear. The man

1ed to the end only to be met by Ignatius’ own pistol. Thf
andias. Ozymandias stepped forward, dismissing the man’s

; g . . s e ave privacy.
gnatius Knight. Randall is simply insuring we will have privac)

“Do you wish (o ]
have ever known? If you
whenever yoy

i - thing
1sten to me, Ignatius? Do you wish to know the truth behind everything

e se
do, please haye 4 seat. If not, you may continue on st mlsfl?; fzﬁi I
: become ready, unhindered, | only ask that you allow me to finish complete }er is. What
begin.” The giant fixed Ignatius with 4 hard state, “It will not be easy TheitruiE SRR
say you, Ignatiyg Knight?»

Ignatiusjust nodded
could prove valuap|e. Ignag
Ozymandias,

mation

. i ‘o else, such infor
» his curiosity getting the better of him. If nothing ¢ o

. inted indire
. 11 pointed in
us took the only open seat under the tent, pistol still P

; ineg throug
: : & change was on the horizon, thundering
Vastating power of fi

AND IT 'WOULD BE HeRE gy
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T, 1y freart is all a glitter,_for ny, gariend is on Tewdtter,
And it's /‘ea(/y y(m"c wisare.

And it /‘m@ avesn t matter, T e madder than hatter,
Ty love & has no bra.

Now, Td travel evoepy ocean, for a aé‘()/J of foer devotion
(7/&# Lo Jfocar frer very rame.

c‘//w 7724 leart s a ball gf/f?‘ﬁ.j}// y}(}{l"éc{/ witch desere,
//i/%’%/[y care t contai.

L) st 1o L o

It cowuld, /{zy amongst e%c,ﬂ?myo‘,( /7/* howrs, on hours,
T wwowld shake the liorn's mane.

or eo ey rnean st faoe fis /)zem/, with 172y oi carn do-rot //?m/a//(‘,

For love il is my ranee.

1 ;
Yes, I rea Uy do relish, more than that, I enbellish,
¢ f{zy ey love is not we va.
s, let's Y AN Y AT e a /M/'{yﬁm?y./m/!{y, A
Toto will lote the trai. ge\
((//(’d‘, 7y hreart is all a 9‘4# (.’15(//0/‘ 7y, yx{ﬁ"/kwc/ tr orn Jewitler: \\\\Q
And ity /‘(’(//l/y y////(' nSaree.
DBt it /'(’(r{/y doesn ¢ maller: cause 1y heart & gog pellerpatlcs;

And. love i s 10 Lran.



# MY Three Poets

! ' sLsprawling acco fields
\'hl‘g'll'el was my mother’s oldest sister. Born amongsl :s|)|(m|n.1lg l(l‘:l})d( ,
¥1é e oL . o 5 . E g 5 — g 161 as &
¢ r's plantation. Momma describec
i ’lata, Maryland, on my grandfather’s | ~
. 1, Vlaryle ) ‘ " o, ‘ l
ST PO e o— the country. And that was the way | remembe
“fish out of water,” a city girl born in :
her, in her downtown apartment in W ashington, D.C.
oy
. argo, as .
Aunt Margaret never married. Daddy called her a spinster, though .\Ln,__,l( : \ |
i i el % . o a . B, PR T my
he liked to call herself, thought of herself as a part of the avant garde. 'l hrough A
she likec : If, though ‘ | garde. Through my
teens and later in my twenties I came to regard her as truly Bohemian. She was llt |
CECI1S ¢ d 5 i - o " T § i a
1ore at home with Henry Miller or Ogden Nash than she was at family get togethe
MISHEE ‘ ' 1 ' -
during Thanksgiving and Christmas.

1 i - friend,
Nevertheless, she would usually show up at h()lula‘vs with her steady boyfrier
Pete. “Unecle Pete,” as we came to call him, worked al the United N
f'r(.)m Greece. He was a teetotaler, always dressed in
designated driver and always lnn_k care ol M
with Henry Miller or as they say in the
them.”

alions as an (‘Ill\'(f." |
a coat and tie. perhaps the ()I'Eglﬂﬂ
argo, who often imbibed as though still .
common vernacular “partied with the best of

Margo wrote some — poetry and shop stories

canvas — charcoal, oils and pallet knife, She
O [2 %% .

her District apartment with her art and hep :

but, her main genre was the
: ‘ ' davs in
would often lock hepself away for days I
leohol,

She wouldn’t answer the phone and whe
she would often be passed out with emply
strewn everywhere,

nmy parents woul go check on her

and partial bottles ol bourbon and vodka

These were much more compassionate times, whepe alcoholics and drug
addicts were committed to hospitals ap asylums, rather than the
‘li'u'i('s we incarcerate them in today, Aunt \[ype

aries

min loday. garel, Margo, w
Elizabeth’s Mental Hospital in Washington, 1.¢1 1 1957,

1 alen-
prisons and P il
as commiltted to St.

At this time I was ten years old. \‘\'(:
al St. Elizabeth’s on Sunday illl('ll‘ll(){)ll.'-'. alter chupel,. \
“Buteh.” that was her nickname for me, a1y when she
parents alone she would take me over 1 4 seruffy |
say. “Butch, why don’t you talk to My, Py while
mom and dad.”

would oftey O Visil Auny ““"gzn‘t‘l

argo called me,
wanted o talk 1o my
nking fellow and
I talk with your

[ was in the fifth grade then and absolutely iy, love with 4 "
book called A Dog Named Penny-. | ('m.;s|;“.|||‘\- cheeked the -
out of the elementary library and carried iy with me
Being a presumptuous 10 year old Timmediagg o
Pound all about my book.

everywhepe, PR
ly ]n-g:m to tell My

Jo




I'm sure this was all prearranged by Margo, that I would be “dumped upon
him,” when she needed to talk to my parents alone.

Mr. Pound was not known to be particularly fond of children, but the book
saved me, for if it was one thing Ezra Pound loved it was books or anything with the
printed word.

l He asked if he could borrow the book and promised to give it back to me next
Sunday when I returned. Reluctantly I agreed.

Can you imagine Ezra Pound reading a book written for a fifth grader locked up
in a mental institution?

At that time I had a dog named Black-eyed Pete. Mr. Pound asked me to write him a
story about Black-eyed Pete and to try and make it like A Dog Named Penny.

I asked him why. And he said, “Emulation is the highest form of flattery.”
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[ didn’t understand but I shook my head in confirmation and said., “Yes, sir.

szra Pound was released shortly after that and went 1o [taly to live his final
days.

Now [am 15, itis 1962, T am disillusioned with high school. The l(":l(‘ll(‘l‘h‘ are
going much too slow for me. I have just watched a very old Robert Frost (umhll(' a
poem al Kennedy's inauguration and then recover with another poem instead like Bret
‘arve picking up his own dropped ball and serambling into the end zone.

My English teacher wants us to diagram sentences and memorize the definition
of a dangling participle. I, on the other hand with teenage hormones surging, am
much more interested in the poetry and semi-clandestine love aflair of Sylvia Plath
and Ted Hughes.

Now, spring of 1963, I'm having trouble making first squad on the high school
baseball team and can’t find a teacher anywhere in the high school to explain a Carl
Sandburg poem.

The only logical thing is to pack my glove and head south to the Dodgers train-
ing camp in Dothan, Alabama. T am convinced Sandy Koufax and Don Drysdale need
a third member on the staff to help them beat the Yankees at the end of the vear. At
the last minute [ decide to drop by Flatrock, North Carolina on my way to Sll)l‘ing
training and have Mr. Sandburg explain his poem to me.

Arriving at Connemara, his new North Carolina home, 1 find him sitting in a
2o N i ki« ‘ v o
white wooden lawn chair, the kind with the plank seat Alatiting bo theraap axid ha €%
inch wide arm rests. Resting onan arm rest is a pad of paper, Mr. S

i O I andburg, pen in
hand, is writing though now in his mid eighties.

e does not get up. Tintroduce myself and
explain Tam on my way lo Alabama 1o h('.lp the
Dodgers win the Worl( Series and jusl stopped by
Lo get him to explain some of his

pm'l ry.

Sull sitting in his chair he surveys MY
youthful enthusjasn and replies, “"Ah, a rea

mo(l(mr_n day Tom Sawyver. What may 1 help
you with? ‘ ‘

lln(lmu}l\.()”f' | "“I".“ -»[*,‘11 ha\'ing trouble
B and Mg some of your poetry and 1
S(l‘l‘::):}rt\'\vlnl lo [u.ul any teachers at my high
1o can mterpret either,”
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It was from him that I learned that a poem didn’t mean a single thing, but rather
it could have myriad interpretations, connotations and denotations.

“Choose a poem that is giving you trouble Tom (that was his nickname for me)
and T'll see if I can help you with it.”

I chose “Mist Forms” and told him I thought it had a sexual theme.
His reply, “Very astute of you.”

I hung my head in shame not understanding him and replied, “Just because 1
don’t understand your poem is no reason o call me a stup.” In the 60’s calling some-
) B
one a “stup” was like calling someone in the 90’s a nerd.

“Young Tom I did not mean to offend you. You misunderstood me. I said you
were ‘astute’” and he spelled out the word “a-s-t-u-t-¢.” “It means you are very percep-
tive.”

He was instantly again my hero. e went on to explain that “Mist Forms™ was a
metaphor for “fantasies™ and that while on one level that “traveling the long valley”
could be about a wonderful relationship with a young lady, it could just as well be like
my trip to the Dodgers’ spring training camp.

“Going to Dothan isn’t a fantasy, Mr. Sandburg,” I replied, “T'm on my way.”

“Good luck, Tom,” he smiled and 1 was on my way.

It’s 1975 now, T had spent 1966 in college but ran into what I swear must have
been the sister of my old high school English teacher. The very first day of freshman
English and it was back 1o diagramming sentences. That was big back then. Kinda like
memorizing the definition of a thesis statement is loday. And, then along comes the
Internet and yourunallyourwordstogether with no spaces between the words and put a
“.com” after them and that makes it alright. Go figure.

Anyway iUs 1975, and after a year of college, and 8 years in the navy as a subma-
riner I’'m back in Meridian, MS. T say back because the Bureau of Naval Personnel, a
department of the navy, had once sent me to Meridian Naval Air Station on assign-
ment. Me a submarine sailor sent 1o a naval air station. Once again [ say,“Go figure.”

I decided or perhaps more correetly the U.S. government enticed me back into
college with the G.1. Bill. Tt was over $800 a month to go back to school and Mr. John-
son in the financial aid office of Meridian Junior College, back before it became Merid-
ian Community College, found another financial assistance program for which I was
cligible and between the two | was getting paid over $ 1000 a month to go to school.
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24 My first English teacher here was Buck Thomas and praise the Lord he never
once mentioned diagramming sentences, | spent most of the time with Buck sharing
Robert Penn Warren and up atree with Faulkner’s bear. It was such fun and I was
getting paid $1000 plus a month to boot.

Buck liked my writing and introduced me 1o Steve Owen, the head of the
Meridian Junior College Poetry Clul, Ljoined. There were only about 6 or 7 of us al
together and we would get logether every now and then and read our poetry and
critique each other. Tt was here | met Mrs,
Farrar.

MERDLAN
JUNIOR
CovLigcE
One day an older man slipped in the store after checking out and his —

went everywhere. The store manager rushed over 1 h(*lp him up and one of the boys
working in the store helped him an( his groceries 1o his car.

It was also around this time [ met
Lisa. Lisa was a black girl who worked in
a Meridian grocery store stocking shelves
and as a cashier, We talked, kidded with
each other and became friends.

['was checking out at the cash register with Lisa and the store manager came
over to help bag my groceries while the bag boy was in the parking lot helping the old
man who had just slipped. T told the manger that if [ ever slipped T wanted Lisa to
help me to my car. Lisa smiled and blushed as only a black girl can.

Lisa and I continued 1o become riends and Mrs. Farpar and T would meet
occasionally at the poetry club when she would make guest appearances. Then one
Tuesday morning while at the grocery | ran into Mys, Farrar (luring her weekly shop-
ping.

[ 'was working on a poem at the time title “Anopheles” about how only the
female mosquito bites and its analogy with a jealous woman, and wag having trouble
with the meter. She said she would look at it for me.

I'let her check out first and told her I would meet her in the parking lot. Lisa
was our cashier and when Mrs. Farrar lell | asked Lisa il she knew whe that was that
she had just checked out. She said, “No. but she shops here every Tuesday morning.”

I explained to her that she had just checked out the poel laureate of .\lissis.qi])pi.
The number one poet in Mississippi, appointed by the governor. It was a very eventful
meeting for both Lisa and myself. Lisa found out who and what the poet laureate of
Mississippi was and | had learned her shopping day. T would finally have her all 1o
myself once a week and not have 1o share her with the rest of the poetry club.
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I would have never guessed that a building once so cheerful could hold such darkness. I spent a lot
of my childhood in my grandfather’s music store. As musicians and artists would routinely pass through, I
would listen in awe at the beautful music that would be played. Peavy Melody Music 1s where I built my
roots for music and my passion for instruments. My grandfather owned the store for a very long tme, and
many people walked through its door. Today, the building is much different; its walls and floors lay bare.
The lights are never turned on, and the sound of music no longer echoes throughout. When I walk
through the store, memories plague me of how different it now seems. Instruments used to clank together
in the back shop, but now the shop appears as a forgotten scrapyard. The ceiling is plagued with holes and
water damage. Planos sat on the floor where currendy only dust dares to drift. It was truly upsetting to see,
but this ime my quest would venture past the all too familiar first floor. T opened the door to a set of stairs
that rose on and on. I had never in all my days at the store explored past these stairs. The third floor was
where we kept personal belongings in storage. My daunting task, easier said than done, was to retrieve a
box and bring it downstairs. I had only heard stories of the third floor, all as cerie as the last. T would finally
uncover if they were real. Alone, I began my trek to the top. EFach step I took was carefully thought
through, making sure not to disturb anything or anyone. One story in particular kept repeating through my
head. My grandfather had told it in excess. He had to walk to the dance studio on the third floor. He
climbed the tall stairs and turned in to a long hallway. Late in the day the studio was closed, so he stood
alone. The hallway’s end could not be seen due to a lack of light no matter how hard he glared, and this
was the only way to the studio. He began to walk slowly towards the darkness when footsteps sounded out
n front of him. He called out to them, “Who's there?” and received one unexpected immediate answer. A
child’s laugh echoed through the darkness. He pressed further restating, “Who's there? You shouldn’t be
here at this time of day” then froze. The sound of footsteps followed behind him. He turned and saw
nothing. Suddenly, laughter ricocheted off the walls. Knees trembling, he ran back down the stairs, slam-
ming the door behind him. He was convinced the floor was haunted and unsafe. Yet here I was, and this
horrible story was the only thing I could think about. I reached the top of the stairs, and slowly caught my
breath. I pressed forward into the chilly atmosphere. I entered room after room searching for my box.
The floor layout was maze-like. At last, I found our things and let out a long sigh of relief. T heaved the box
to my chest and carried it with me as I fled the room. I now scarched [or my way back down to safety. 1
began looking inside the box while walking. I gazed upon old childhood toys that reminded me of good
memories. A sense of comfort swept through me, though it did not stay long. I looked up to gain my
footing when my heart sank. The box fell from my hands with a loud thud. T stood paralyzed in fright. 1
knew exactly where I was, although I had never been before. I was standing halfway down the hallway {rom
my grandfather’s story. Looking back, I barely made out the shadowy ligure of a light switch. I thrust it up
with excessive force and heard only “click.” I screamed inside; the light did not work. It was foolish for me
to believe that it would. I knew the floor had been untraveled for decades before I was born. Cold wind
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engulfed me, and silence deafened me as I carefully stumbled back. T ran my hand along the cool walls,
trying to keep my balance. I turned and prepared to sprint, but stopped short. I could faintly make out the
sound of footsteps creeping behind me from the dark. I turned my head and peered back down the
hallway. I stared in terror at shadowy figures cast evil by the darkness. My adrenaline pumped through me
as [ managed to run. Light crept past a doorway in front of me; it seemed so far away. [ ran as if my life
depended onit. T weaved through doorways and looked [or the stairs. T {inally found them and stumbled
down. I escaped. I have not returned to the third floor alone, nor will I. The lower level will always

remind me of joy and music, but directly above lies mystery and evil.

David Dennis
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ONE OF NMISSISSIPPI’S POOR. FOLKS

In the year 2006, several significant events happened in my life. The first was the
discovery that my husband of nearly 30 years had been unfaithful to me, seeking the
company of prostitutes instead of mine. The second, the co
divorce, led to the third and final event; I quit my job of 15
near my mother. I have always been a child of the south b
was small. Thave always known that the region has mor
poor denizens. Until these events chan
Mississippi's poor.

rollary separationand
years and moved south to live
ut had not lived in it sincel

e than its share of desperately
ged my life, I had never expected to be one of

As a 40 year resident of the suby

rbs of Philadelphia, I had become accustomed t0
certain luxuries. Jobs were relativel]

as a school bus driver some 15 years prior. It was
an easy job that paid well, and I loved it. I'was paid more than $15 an hour to drive

children back and forth to schoo] and was guaranteed to be paid for at least 6 hours a

day, whether I worked every minute of those 6 hours or not. There were additional job
opportunities within the same company,

years, I soon found myself taking advant

had to offer. Before my migration to the south, [ was averaging working fifty hours @
week on every paycheck. Now, I can’t fj

My experiences since that phase of my life have shown me that my life, prior to
moving to the Deep South, was ind

e been impossible to comé by.

e g degrees. The criterion for hiring for any job
seems to be quite different, contrasting this area to that with which I am familiar. Dé-

spite daily job searches, I have been withouyt g : n’t loo
like it’s going to change today:. outajob for almost a year, and it does

Ihave found that I don't knoy what employers are looking for anymore. Tt
market is a seller’s market, Fo, E€very job, there are probably mar%y many prospects
gc;sl); rv:rhlle applicants have to be happy for Whate-‘?f?rrfrlt
areas. | dgn’t seem tp offer an attracgjgaggtgirkahclli;my’t wlith Ski]l‘iiin n(;afr(z j;ej the
most menial of positions, If [, an €Xperienced wpll catot oo, oo ¢ Bntal
any market, I have to agk myself, 8 b o oar, Caitno

wh . . are
there just no job openings anyw}, jobs I have been applying for, O

e job

0is taking the
ere?




My daily
existence begins
with thoughts of
money - where
can find a few
dollars to buy the
cats some food, or
some milk so I can
make cornbread, or to
pay the light bill? My
day is spent with anxiet-
ies about matters such as
will the electricity be shut off
today, or is there going to be
internet for one more day because
I'm two months behind on that bill,
and is the car well enough hidden so that
it won't be repossessed yet? In the few
moments that aren’t filled with anxiety about
issues that I can’t do anything about, I have school and
hope that once I graduate in May, my situation will begin to
improve. I have debased myself by going to food banks, applying for
food stamps, asking agencies to pay my electric bill, and obtaining section 8 housing
status. I have lived in my sister’s home, rent free, and borrowed money from my 77 year old mother
(who lives on a fixed income and is the sole, physical and financial, caretaker of my 58 year old autistic

brother) because I cannot find a job.

There have been many days when I wanted to give up because the desperation of my situation
just seems too great. I get knocked down and sometimes it's just hard to get back up again. Thave my
eye on a prize down the road - the prize is my diploma from this school which I hope will guarantee me
ajob, a future, and financial stability. There are days when I allow fear to take hold of me and the "what
if's" creep in - what if I still can’t find a job. What then? It's hard to keep my focus sometimes - my car
was repossessed yesterday. I don’t know what I'm going to do now, but I can’t dwell on it. I'll just have
to take each day as it comes and trust that things will work out as I have envisioned them.

I know firsthand what it is like to be one of the south's poor. I've lived this existence for almost 4
years. I have learned many lessons from my day to day life, but the greatest lesson is that you never
know how strong you are until you are called upon to be strong. If will and determination mean any-
thing at all, I will survive. I never expected that my life would ever be this way, just as I'm sure that
others never expected it, but 'm doing my best to make sure that it doesn’t stay this way. I'm rea}dy to
do whatever it takes to pull myself up out of this hole I've fallen into, and no matter how many times I

slip and fall back down, I'm getting back up.

“IF WILL AND D€ETERMINATION MEAN ANYTHING,
| WILL SURVIVE.”
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The Last Sunset

Caitlyn Douglas







T wonk o Suno(a:g dinner kindo, love

1 wosvb mascarons ond cheese love with extro. Lovin’ @@z,fn,g over the sioe
T wanb gooey, sbicky, cneesy love thob &fpfprecfaates oauok Workss
My mascoroni eurves

T wonb collord greens and smeked turkeg wi’n,gs love
Caten, with your fingers, ta,sti’n,g hob sauce a0l
oJ ust enough grease to slide doln, love

L wonb 'Pfcrbfc hom, With orasge mormoslosde 31&72:3 love
Saitg onol sweeb ot the some bime
M.oske you wosnn.0s lick, your ﬁmgers odd. smasck yo' lips love

T wonb cornbreaod dressing dove
Sa,ge spley, hob o crispy, warm oid firm
Sﬁgh{alby mushy kindo. love

T wonb peach ice teo. love

Cool, sweeb i tosrb

Icg eesbousy sliddin, olown, my
hreost

Qoo to bop 1 off
wont homemade ice crecm love
voo0e SWeeb oo crecom

Let me Tnotuﬂge in, 0l your home grown, 3@@0&%@35

%re you fll \48{3?!

Qo

Lika BrOOkns Mercer
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UTERARY CONTEST 2012

*
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Prizes

1" place--$75 and publication in MCC’s Review magazine
2" place--$50 and publication in MCC’s Review magazine
3" place--$25 and publication in MCC’s Review magazine

Honorable mention .
Eligibility
High School Division: All high school students—
Sophomores, Juniors & Seniors.

Any MCC student enrolled in one
or more classes / non-high school
& non-MCC students / members of
the community 18 years or older.

*Community &
MCC Division:

*Area students attending other colleges are ineligible except
for Mississippi State University-Meridian.

Entry Deadline—Feb. 10, 2012

*You will be notified as soon as the judges return the
entries.

*

Find us on Facebook!

Lot sl o o |

o’
Categories—Each contestant can enter one or all
categories.
Short Story
Limit: Two entries. Must not exceed 10 typed,
double-spaced pages with regular margins.
Informal Essay
Limit, two entries. Must not exceed five typed,
double-spaced pages with regular margins.
Poetry
Limit: Three entries. Each poem must not exceed 50
typed lines.

Submission
Put your name on the entry form NOT on the entries.
Entries will only be used for the 2012 contest.
*If you submit your entries by email, please attach a copy
of this form.
Extra entries forms may be found at
www.meridiance.edu/english,

Format
Each contestant should use this rule sheet for a title
page. Be sure to fill out all necessary information.
All manuscripts must be original and typed on white
8 % x 11 inch paper. Entries will NOT be returned. Be sure

to include TWO copies of each entry.

‘K MCC LITERARY REVIEW ENTRY FORM
(Please clearly print or type on this entry form.) o
s Deadline
Street/Apt/P.0. Box
City/State/Zip Code: 1 |
Phone: Home Work for Entrles'
Check one:  Soph. Jr. Sr. High School you attend:

MCC student

Community Member

Entries must be

Short Story Title(s):
Essay Title(s):

submitted no

Poetry Title(s):

later than

Please give a brief biography of yourself

Feb. 10, 2012

Mail entries to:

IMPORTANT: Must be signed! By signing you agree to allow the REVIEW to publish
Your work if the staff votes to print it. For MCC entrants, we also reserve the right to submit
your entry to the state competition. Not all contest winners and/or entries can be published
due to printing expenses. Also, by signing you guarantee each submission is original and has

not been previously published.

B EEE

Literary Contest
Attn:Katharine Stewart
910 Hwy 19 North
Meridian, MS 39307

or

Signed
Date

kstewar ] @meridiancc.edu
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ISt Alex Tuberyilie “The Fal1 gf_» WLHS
2nd  Reid Johnson “He’s Not Coming Home" WLHS
3rd - Brittany Harforg “Chicken” WLHS
HM Nicholas Buchanan “Dagger One” WLHS
® e o o ® ° o o o
sfapen ]
Ist  Fletcher McKee “Life of 4 D . LH
: Yslexic W
2nd Seth Mitchely “Liberty aNd Justice fgp A" . LS
3rd  Cecilia Lawn Who Are e SUupposed to Listen To?
Pt e ., © 8 8
1.9
pogdy
Ist  Sarah Owen i " MHS
2nd  Taylor Huffman = hngtBL}bMegum Trees WLHS
3rd Nicola Callgp,, . ake tpo o neer WLHS
M Tabitha gipggn Puzgec. Hay




winn

communtty !

shor? storf)

Ist William Lee Dellinger “A World Born of Fire”

2nd  John Bonifant “My Three Poets”
3rd Vaughn Brown “The Second Mouse”
HM John Bonifant “Fairy Tales Do Come True”

Gy

Ist  Brenda Hubsher “One of Mississippi’'s Poor Folks”
2nd David Dennis “The 3rd Floor”

3rd  John Bonifant “Where You At?”

HM Ji11 Renee Walsh “Imperfect Storms”

Pogtl@

Ist Caitlyn Douglas “The Last Sunset”
2nd  Lisa Brookins Mercer “Sunday Dinner Love (For J.T.)"
3rd John Bonifant “Winifred Farrar”

HM John Bonifant “Scarecrow Love”
C’()ng@(//
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Erment L. [‘alveﬂ'
“A World Born of Fire”

Maxine Davis
“The Fall of. . ”

Meridian Community College Library
910 Highway 19 North
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